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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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(1) Here’s a dwelling so damp that the bairns,men | 


and women 


Find it very convenient, often, to swim in. 

(2) Here’s bogus advertisement hoaxing extensive— 
The beak advised similar measures offensive. 

(3) A parson, while out on the loose, in a tight state, 
Had his purse and his pockets reduced toa light state. 
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The Spiril of Fa 








nhomime . 


(4) To help the New Year fight‘old Spleen and such (6) The fiend, Influenza, is seizing folks wholesale— 
foemen, Increasing the Physic - gruel - mustard - and - coal- 
Fun hands him his Fifty-first Vol. A good sale. 
omen | (7) The spirit of Pantomime here to crush Care 
(5) In the bustles here shown girls conveyed biscuits, ia, 
British, With Harlequin-aidede-camp clown and he 
No sensible damsels would be so (bis)-skittish fairies. 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 


THE ALHAMBRA.—With their new ballet, Asmodeus, the Alhambra 
people evidently mean to make the Empire management sit up ; and, 
i upon my word, I think they'll 
do it. Of course I put in an 
appearance on the first night, 
and so did some jolly old royal 
and civic friends of mine, 
which their names are Camdux, 
Monckton (who always signs 
City documents as though he 
were a peer) and Sir Reginald 
Hanson. When we met after 
the show, to compare notes, 
these three jolly old boys agreed 
with me that Asmodeus is, for 
plot, construction, mounting 
and music, the best ballet which 
has been produced at the Alham- 
bra within our recollection ; 
and that that is a high trial 
yoodness and the dramatic criti- 
cal archives of this country per- 
fectly well know. I have met 
Asmodeus in all manner of 
theatrical forms since I first 
made his acquaintance in the 
ALUAMBEMRA.—SISTER BESSONE pages of good old Le Sage, but, 
WALKED LIKE THIS. to my thinking, he has never 
appeared to so much advantage 
in this grand fantastical ballet, invented and arranged by Signor 
Jacobi has always been among our best composers of ballet 
music; th time he has excelled himself, and, I believe, Asmodeus 
will add vreatly to his reputation, For plot see “The Devil on Two 
Sticks ’""—the Diable Boiteux of good old Le Sage (and no onions) 
iforesaid. The Lame Devil is represented by the agile Vincenti, a 
youny fellow of twenty-two, who is new to England, and is, perhaps, 
the best male dancer of mo lern times, Bessone, Marie, Rotfey and 
other Alhambra favourites nobly second Vincenti’s efforts, and the 
result is a big success—at least, so said the Alhambra first nighters. 





As 
Casati. 
this 








THE statement that this is the Festive Season does not, at first 
blush (you see I do blush, sometimes) seem to be too utterly over- 
burdened with originality. You, shrewd reader that you are, have 
noticed that, eh? Of course you have, Also, you have, I doubt not, 
made remarks, sotto voce or otherwise, to that effect. That being so, 
let me hasten to confess that I have a reason for departing from the 
sweet path of originality, wherein to walk is my custom always of an 
afternoon (when I am up early enough), and briefly (after, per- 
haps, some prolixity), my reason is this: I mention the pantomime 
season in order to show that the pantomimes which I have already 
been sampling arrived a little too late for notice in FUN’s 
(as I write) next 
bright and beauti- 


gad tier ful issue. I have 
ve GR 2 } not yet seen it, 
Sy Sd but I am sure it 

will be bright and 


beautiful, even as 


WAY Ki are all its contri- 
(iad \ \\\ butors, The afore- 


(i }ij said Christmas 
\ f , OCT} 7. 0 
, AY One fh concoctions, com1¢ 


/ 
ch <P ey | and otherwise, 
aie Y 7 shall receive due 
7 and deferential 


attention in our 
next, please. 





MEANWHILE, 
let me urge you to 
lose no time in 
Visiting, with your 

) sisters, cousins, 
aunts, uncles, 
mothers (real and 
THK ALMAMURA “Wy, T siw you pas de deur 11! in-law), wives 
(however many 

you may possess), landlords, lodgers, and younyzsters (especially 
youngsters): be.in time, I say, to feast upcn the glories and guffaw- 
raising “business” of Jack and the Bean:talk, prepared by Harry 
Nicholls and Augustus Harris for Old Diury, ani Cinderella or, 
La ly hy rd I’liy Away Home. as concocted Ly Richard Henry for Her 
Majesty's. In both Old Drury and Her Maiesty’s pantos there 








isa magnificent Shakespeare procession, in which the Brothers Harris 
(Augustus and Charles) run an exciting neck and neck race for 
pre-eminence. Go and see which you are inclined to het on. Also 


on no account 
miss the Covent 
Garden Circus, 
which haga kind 
of equestrian 
Cinderella 
pantomime of 
its own, in ad- 
dition to marvel- 
lous feats in the 
circus and the 
frolics of a large 
consignment of 
clowns. If you 
don’t also visit 
George Con- 
quest’s merry 





Dick Whitting- \ \ 
ton in the Black- \ 

. 1% | 
friars Road you 1 
will be Surrey \ ‘ 
—I mean sorry ; W] 
while Sanger’s THE EMPIRE.— FORM AT A GLANCE, 


Lady Godiva 

show should on no account be sent to Coventry. Neither will any 
well regulated family slight the Standard, Pavilion, Marylebone and 
Elephant and Castle shows—all bright and merry; good enough, in 
fact, to make their respective managers millionaires. As a rule, 
the only millionaires that have any affinity with managers are the 
million-airs they givethemselves (Extract from old financial /aceti¢), 


THE first pantomime that came to hand was at the Globe, a few 
nights before Old Father Christmas dropped in. This was entitled 
A Midsummer Night’s Dream, to which, in this case, might have 
been added the sub-title, “or, Harlequin the Bold Benson, the 
Blatant Bottom, the Generally Uncomie Clowns, and the Loveliest 
Fairy Show on Earth—Up to Date.” This play was, asthe Venerable 
Bede (I mean FUN) remembers, written nearly three hundred years 
—and perhaps a few odd weeks—ago. It is the work of the well 
known librettist, Mr. W. Shakespeare, Gent.—long the stock play- 
wright, and still more stock of a player at another Globe, a sort of 
penny “gaff,” in Bankside, 8S.E. Now, A Midsummer Night's Dream 
being, as the gentle Pyramus would say, “ a dainty duck” of a play. 
it mostly requires delicate and 
artistic acting. In fact, it 
isn’t happy till it gets this, 
and it hasn’t got it at the 
Globe. Mr. Benson (Lysan- 
der and lessee) is as yet crude, 
and so are many of his com- 
pany, notwithstanding their 
year or so’s provincial touring- 
enduring. Benson hath a 
delivery of the preachy order, 
perhaps because many have 
reported him to be a relation 
of Canterbury’s Archbishop— 
a statement which, seeing that 
it isn’t true, they mitre let 
aione. << ( Old Heels siastical 
Epigram.) 

THE most successful of the 
males is Mr. Otho Stuart, the 
Oberon—(sounds quite Irish, 
you know, doesn’t it?) He is 
a finely formed young fellow, 
of most picturesque appear- 
ance, and he speaks his lines 


with much more good accent Af 

and good discretion than do ge Vy by 
most of his confreres, The ; “ee YZ Wp 
two next best menfolk are, KILL 


perhaps, Mr. Herbert Ross THE GLOBE.—ASS-TONISHMENT ! 

(the Demetrius), and Mr, 

Athol Forde (stage manager Quince). The beautiful Kate Rorke. 
who plays Helena, for once, did not please me. Some of her speeches 
were rather (R)orke-wardly given, evidently owing to her not having 
become used to the house. Mrs. Benson looked charming as Titania, 
but her acting—well, well, haply she will improve anon. Miss Grace 
Geraldine was a brisk and clever Puck—a Puck-uliar part to play 














JANUARY 1, 1890, 





NOT 





THE WORST REASON 


1 mM 
ch th 5 


SHE COULD HAVE FOUND. 
Priscilla (whose umbrella—tiresome thing !—is recalcitrant).—“ HOW THAT SAILOR LOOKING MAN OVER THE WAY IS WATCHING 


US 


AS IF HE NEVER SAW TWO GIRLS STRUGGLING WITH THE WIND BEFORE!” 
Sybil.—* Ou, IF HE’S A SEAFARING PERSON IT IS NOT SURPRISING THAT WE ARE DRAWING HIS ATTENTION TOWARDS Us,” 


Priscilla (alarmed).—“ GOOD GRACIOUS ! ON WHAT ACCOUNT?” 


Sybil._—* ARE WE NOT A PAIR OF WIND-LASSES?” 








and Miss Ada Ferrar—a new comer —played with great promise, and 
looked so nice as Hermia, that I mean to ask her to give me her 
photo, if it is only a Ferrar-type. 





THE Fairy Revels of this production are the most fairylike and 
dreamlike I have ever seen, and my experience, as you know, goes 
far back into the ages. I understand that the stage manager who 
has achieved this triumph is Mr. Hugh Moss. It would be only fair 
to predict that our leading representatives of stage management 
(which has now becomea very fine art) will find this mana dangerous 


rival ; but of course Hugh Moss-n’t say so! 





THEN again you must not neglect the Empire, either ina natural 
or an amusement sense. The Leicester Square Empire has, at this 
present time, the loveliest ballet ever seen (you always have to say 
that of Empire and Alhambra ballets, you know, because each new 
one utterly bangs its predecessor’s record). The Empire ballet is 
called A Dream of Wealth, and if you are at all fond of filthy lucre 
(for my part I utterly despise it), then do not go to the Empire, for 
the lovely golden coins, bank notes, etc., etc., all represented by 
gorgeously dressed and beautiful ballerines, will make you more 
avaricious still. And, even if youare not of amoney grabbing nature, 
this ballet, with its Mass of Wealth, will make you turn covetous, and 
the swiftly whirling coryphées will mash you utterly, and — well 
altogether, perhaps, it is safer not to goto the Empire at all while 
such dazzling loveliness and grandeur is on, eh? 


THE PBarnum-Bailey show, which dally shows its gymnasts and its 
» ~ + 











freaks, business “roaring ” still is “droaring”"—as it now hath done 
for weeks. Holiday seekers, seek these freakers, but, don’t forget our 
native cliques, 





Miss HERBERT has been engaged by the Carl Rosa Company to 
play the part of Paul Jones for two or three weeks in place of Miss 
Huntington, who will “save herself" for the rehearsals and produc- 
tion of the new comic opera Marjorie. Miss Herbert, who has been 
engaged after a very short theatrical novitiate, and may, therefore, 
be presumed to show some special talent, appears at the Prince of 
Wales’ for the next few weeks. NESTOR, 


Greeting to the New Year. 


GoopD Night, Old Year! 
Your locks are scant and sere ; 
Your face is wrinkled o’er with many a care ; 
With weary step you totter to your bier, 
Bearing your many sorrows with you there. 
Good night, Old Year! 


Now comes one laughing with a face that’s fair, 
With glorious promise of a bright career 
Of teeming plenty, in which all shall share ; 
Of broad fields, ripening fruits, and gladsome cheer, 
And hearts rejoicing round him everywhere. 
We'll give a ringing weleome, all shall hear, 
To thee, New Year! 











‘MEN KNEAD ME,” as the dough said to the oven, 
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A GREAT BENEFIT TO THE WORKMAN. 
(Communicated by Bill the Toiler.) 
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“ You see it was this way. I was a-workin’ at my trade, pretty contented, wen a ’ungry lookin’ sort o’ chap looks in and ses, ‘Wy don’t yer leave off workin an 
come out, and let me tell yer ‘ow ill-used and swindled you are, and ’and me over some ov yer wages?’ So out I goes on strike. . 
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“And somehow, quite unexpected, the employers as I'd left went an’ filled up my place, and got on without me ; and I ’ad to take up my belt a good bit. ‘ Never 
mind our suff'rin’s,’ says the chap as had persuaded me to come out—(which he didn’t look near so ’ungry since he’d took up my cause, not unmixed with weekly sub- 
scriptions as he collected)—' Let’s ‘ang on like marters, and we shall triumf glorious at last. J/°// stand by you through thick and thin!’ But the thin seemed to 


be all on my side, 
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“Well, we dida’t triumf, On the contery, I couldn't git no more w ork; 








so I calls on the chap as used to be ’ungry-lookin, but I couldn't only see is footman., 
Rese r ses he's sorry you don't find strikin’ pays,’ ses the footman, ‘he does; and he ‘opes you'll git on in the country you're emigratin to, ‘Cuss im!’ ses I. “’/m/’ 
® the footman ; ‘ bless yer, his name s Mr. Le gion—he’s a whole tribe, he iss it’s no good cussin’ a tribe.’”' 








EU N —savary 1 1890. 
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PREPARATIONS FOR 


THE NEW YEAR, 


OLD POKER. 


THE 


TOUCHING UP 
SCENE FOR THE GRAND PANTOMIME OF THE HAWARDEN CONFERE 


E; OR, HARLEQUIN SALISBURY THE STOOPID 


’ 
aS 


NC 
BALFOUR, 


BOUNCING 


AND THE 





[See Cartoon Verses, p. 10. 
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SYMPATHY RUN MAD. 
(HystTERIcus discovered, reading the paper.) 
HYsTERIcus. What's this? 
“ The Secretary of the Strike Committee 
Of the Amalgamated Brotherhood 
Of Lamp-post men is understood to say 
That, failing prompt and absolute concession 
Of all demands made by the lamp-post men 
The latter will at once go out on strike.” 


~~ 





Poor fellow! Very right and proper, too. 
They have the most substantial grievances, 
And suffer most iniquitous oppression— 

At least, no doubt they do; for I confess 

I never heard before of lamp-post men, 

And have no notion what may be their duties. 


VOICE OF KNOWLEDGE. They are the gentlemen who stand beside, 


Or lean against, or calmly contemplate 
The corner lamp-post, while they wait the hour 
Which marks the opening of the public houses— 
Or (failing wherewithal to purchase drinks) 
The advent of some liberal acquaintance 
To pay for such refreshment. 
Ah, I see. 
Poor fellows! Very right of them to strike 
Against such grievances—that is, of course 
I quite forget what grievances you mentioned 
As being theirs. 
Good sir, I mention none, 
Their grievance is, however, that the men 
Who toil at various trades and mysteries 
Get all the wages ; while the lamp-post men 
Though lounging ever faithful to their posts, 
Get not one penny’s guerdon. 
No, indeed ? 
A very gross injustice! Ina land 
That looks upon itself as civilized ! 
Disgraceful ! 
And they confidently ask 
That the large hearted public sympathy 
Shall back them up with liberal subscriptions 
And so assist them to maintain the strike. 
Hys, Assuredly! My purse! The grim oppressor 
With heel that grinds the faces of the toilers— 


Hys, 





V. or K, 


Hys, 





V. or K, 








That is—I mean—the loungers—shall perceive 
That, though he holds the whip—— Ah, by the way, 
Who is he! ; i 





The threatened strike of lamp-post men, 


Well, I hardly know the answer. 

Why, let us say the vile oppressor is 

The Uttered Law of Universal Labour, 

Or the Great Rule that he who does no work 

Shall eat no bread. 

Hys. Oh, well, it doesn’t matter, 

We'll teach him—it—that's labour—that is—loafing 
Can hold its own against—against—oh, bother ! 

V. oF K. But, good Hystericus, I would suggest 
That there are strikes and strikes ; and some are just 
And worthy efforts of the badly-used 
To raise themselves ; and some are savage strivings 
Of mindless tyranny to domineer 
And shape creation to its selfishness. 

Hys. How? Out upon you, cruel oligarch, 

That thus denounce the sacred right of striking, 
And basely seek to bolster up oppression ! 
V. or K. Excuse me, friend ; for no such word 

Hys. Be silent ; 

I'll hear no word from Labour's enemy ; 

I'll hear no argument of Tyranny’s ; 

In point of fact, I’ll hear no argument 

From any side save that I have adopted. 

It is a right and holy thing to strike, 

No matter what the object or the motive ; 

Why, see, the Reverend Fogson Fluffybrain, 

Not from the pulpit, says as much ; 

3ut writes long letters to the daily papers : 

Why, only yesterday that worthy man 

Had half a column in the Daily Shrieker, 

Praising the action of the Beetle Crushers’ 

Amalgamated Union for their spirit 

In striking ; and proclaimed their grievances, 

And roundly lashed their merciless employers 
V. oF K, But you forget that in to-day’s edition 

The Beetle Crushers promptly write to say 

They have no union and no grievances, 

And work for no employer but themselves, 

And are most comfortably circumstanced. 

Hys, Hence, mean traducer of the reverend man, 

That seek to undermine, I blush for you! 
My bosom bleeds for all the lamp-post men ; 
Ho, there, my largest purse! Here, here is help! 

[Seatters gold indiscriminately among all who have 
struck, are striking, or may possibly strike at some 
Suture date. Great triumph of the unscrupulous and 
dishonest, and curtain. 


V. oF K, 

















Mrs. Dullbois (from the rural dist ricts).—* I see there is an interval 
of a month between the next two acts.” 

Miss Dulibois.—* Oh, mamma! and we are going tack to Slow- 
borough next week, We shall not s2e the end of the play! ” 
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Not Strangers Yet. 


THE world at large contains 
a rich 
And curious collection 
Of idiosyncratics, which 
Will well repay inspec- 
-tion, 
But; out of all the crowd of 
folks 
Who praise or blame or 
. scoff you, 
Conimend me to those stand- 
ing jokes 
Who “make no stranger 
, of you.” 
With freeand easy, off-hand 
air 
You'll always find them 
greet you, 
They don’t effusively de- 
clare 
They’re very glad to meet 
you, 
They do not grasp you by 
the hand, 
Their hats they do not 
doff you—| 
In point of fact—you un- 
derstand— 

They “make no stranger 
of you.” 
most 

chair 
Is-yours by acclamation, 
From last week’s scraps they 
_ will prepare 
For you a cold collation. 
The lumber room your 
*‘doss ” will be 
However great a 
you— 
From which reception you 
will see 
They “make no stranger 
of you.” 
What joy when people thus 
you meet, 
Who’re so above conven- 
tion 
That all :your tastes and 
wants they treat 
With studied inattention, 
Who punch your head and 
call you names 
And gibe and jeer and 
scoff you; 
Their conduct, trumpet- 
tongued, proclaims 
They “ make no stranger 
of you.” 


The uncomfortable 


toff, 





Good Digestion 
did not ‘‘ Wait on Appetite,” 


(A few days back a woman 
went to the Blackheath police 
station, and stated that she had 
taken seventeen sovereigns from 
aman, and not knowing what 
else todo with them, swallowed 
them.—Sunday Paper.] 

A MAN had seventeen 
pounds in gold, 

A naughty woman col- 

lared ’em ; 
And, if the tale be true she 
told, 

Incontinently swallowed 

‘em. 
They took her to a hospital, 

Sheseeming in extremidy, 
For big wigs pharmaceutical 
To find a “sovereign 
remedy,” 











A' HARD CASE. 


(1.) He was a Christmas bogie of the regular good old 
fashioned sort, and many a jovial evening had he spent with 
a few congenial spirits in his cosy, blood stained ruin, on a 
conveniently situated blasted heath. (2) But, alas! one 
day a speculative jerry builder happened on the place, and 
used up the ruin to build a desirable family residence, so 
that the kindly spectre became a homeless waif. (3. ) 
However, he bethought him of his old patron, the Christmas 
story writer, and called in to see him. The author was 
engaged in manufacturing his usual Yule-tide yarns. ‘I 
am sorry,” said he, ‘that I can’t find a place for you this 
year, but, you see, you are just a trifle out of date. Now, 
if you were only a semi-scientific, mesmeric, theosophic, 
electrical—er—you know the sort of thing.” (4.) Then 









he called upon Pott Boyler, who was busy knocking off 
some presentation plates for Christmas numbers. ‘‘ Sorry, 
old chap,” said he, ‘‘ but I am afraid I can’t give you a job. 
Never paint anything now but goggle-eyed babies and dogs 
and kittens, It’s easy, you know, and the public put up 
with it.” (5.) However, the bogie meant getting into a 
Christmas book somehow, so he crept between the leaves 
of the first one he saw when no one was looking.  (6.) And 
the purchaser of that number found him there, and took 
him for a comic advertisement of soap or pills, (as he 
seemed to have no connection with the letterpress), so she 
put him in the fire. (7.) When last seen he had chucked 
up the haunting business and gone in for the scarecrow line, 
It seems to suit him pretty well. 
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Hlust. — WHAT SHALL WE 


S-HOCK-ING! 


RAUENTHAL, ET CETERA!” / 
Guest (from rural parts ).—“ OH—ER—I—S'’POSE WE HAVE A LITTLE OF THE £T CATERA, 


SAY IN THE WAY OF HOCK, Now? 


THERE’S NEIRSTEINER, HATTENHEIMER, BODENTHAL, HOCHEIMER, 











Pay me for my “Ghostly Duties.” 


(In a recent trial, it transpired that Mr. Ernest Benzon, the Jubilee Plunger, did 
not compose @ single line of the book whereof he was reputed the author. The 
actual writer sued the publishers for breach of contract, hence the disclosure.— 


Press.) 


THE Jubilee Plunger expressed his remorse, 

In a heartbroken way, for his prodigal course. 

The Jubilee Plunger declared he would quench 

His wild thirst for the turf, and reform and retrench ; 
And the words of repentance that fell from his pen 
Were much praised by all sorts and conditions of men. 
But the hearts of his critics against him now burn 
With a wild indignation and rage as they learn 

That the Jubilee Plunger has had them “on toast,” 
That his wailing was merely the wail of—a ghost ! 
Now, a ghost, as we all from our childhood have known, 
Is a highly desirable creature to own 

While it keeps in its place, out of hearing and sight ; 
ut when once it “turns rusty” and takes a delight 
In parading around with the shriek and the squall, 
Then a ghost is no very great catch, after all! 

lor to exorcise ghosts, when they take off the mask 
And go in for “ high jinks,” is a difficult task ; 

And the Plunger must into his purse make a most 
Undesirable plunge to get rid of his ghost ! 

Ye illustrious writers who credit obtain 

For the labour and fruit of some other man's brain, 
We commend to your notice the moral supreme 
That's contained in this tale of the Jubilee’s scheme. 
If you hire other hands to do work that must pass 

As your own, pray be careful to fill them with brass, 
And, if haply you cannot do this (for, alas! 

We are not, we romancers, an affluent class), 

Yet desire that your fame and renown be not lost, 

1 here is only one plan—you must give up the ghost fi 








‘Where Ignorance is Bliss——” 


YounG Master Priggen, who “always wants to know everything,” 
pestered his mamma to tell him what a “holly-cost” (he meant 
holocaust) was: at her wit’s end, his fond parent handed him the 
florist’s bill for decorating the drawing-room at Christmas. 

Miranda, hearing a fascinating young curate speak with fervour of 
“slumming,” as amongst the round of his daily duties, asked him, 
with angelic naiveté, whether he “ preferred it to courting?” 

Little Paul, whose only fault (if he has one) is extreme greediness, 
asked his mamma whether divorce was “something nice to eat?”— 
because he had heard his papa say (after dining out) that he meant to 
get one. 

* What can be the reason of my watch always stopping now after 
I have been out at a party?” mused Bibberton, in the hearing of a 
friend ; who, subsequent to consultation with his third brewing of 
“Trish hot,” suggested, “ P’r’aps, m’ boy, ’s like y’self—keepin’ 
Christmas-time.” 








WHy on earth should any sane human being go about yelling 
“Cat’s meat! cat’s meat!” Everybody knows that the cats meet 
every night on the back “garding wall” as ever is. And everybody 
wishes that they didn’t. 





HAVING seen Nero according to Barnum, we have brushed up our 
Gibbon, and feel it a duty we owe to the memory of that much- 
maligned Emperor to endeavour to remove a few tons of the obloquy 
with which his character has been so tastefully adorned. He has be- 
come a very large proprietor of the execration of mankind owing to 
his reputed and certainly not Imperial performance of fiddling 
whilst Rome was burning. This is very unjust, for he was only acting 
the part of a good fireman by “ playing on the flames.” 





‘* Tm for lawn,” as the Bishop-elect remarked. 











JANUARY 1, 1890, 











True Philosophy. 


WISHING! to be seasonable, 
Grigson mounted on his 
table, 
And, then, having mounted 
there, 
Further mounted on a chair, 
Grigson’s rather short, 
and so 
Had, even then, to reach 
tip-toe 
To hang a sprig of mistle- 
toe. 


Maybe it was that Grigson | 
potter’d, 
Possibly the table totter'd ; 
The gasalier he brought | 
down crash, 
And mingled with it in the 
smash | 
And then he murmur’d, 
“soft and low,” 
“Silly custom ’tis, I trow, 
That hanging up of mistle- 
toe.” 














Tooth-ache-uracy. | 
THE latest rum remedy— | 
“ Cure by Suggestion,” 
For which Mr. Tooth faith 
would win, 
Is regarded by some as cor- 
rect beyond question, 
But most think it rather 

















Too(th) thin ! 





7 MAIDEN CONFIDENCES ARE :SO SWEET! 


WHEN IS A MILKMAN 
AN ASTRONOMER ?—When 


he studies his milky way. Mabel.—“ Propose to me?” 





4 ’ 
Mabel.—* And, do you know, dear, I feel sure he would have proposed, if mamma had not been present,” 
Maud.—“1'm sure he would, dear. 


He told me that that was what he was just going to do.” 


Maud.—* Yes, dear—to let him take you down to supper.” 

















NEW YEAR'S EVENING. 


JONES asked me to read that poem of Lord Tennyson’s about how 
the New Year and the Old Year met. I ain’t in the humour for any 
of that sort of nonsense, I can tell you. Poetry, indeed, about the 
Old and the New Year! It is positively enough to sicken any 
rational being. As to lunatics, of course they will do what they 
please. Whea I look back on the Old Year what is it like to look 
back upon? Nothing over pleasant, you may be tolerably certain. 
I had my liver bad in February. In March I had a good go at 
influenza. In June I caught a beastly chill after a “company” 
dinner, and was laid up for a fortnight. As to other things, I’ve only 
got to turn over the leaves of my note book to make myself perfectly 
comfortable as to them: a bad debt now and a bad debt then. And 
then those who are missing in the ranks! Don’t you expect me to 
go going into the sentimental over that. I tell you I sha’n’t, my 
friends. 

Certainly, that Richardson did “go” in August. And then I had 
to bother about his affairs and getting that pasty faced boy of his 
into the Blue Coat School. Anda nice thing it is being trustee to 
an estate when there’s hardly anything in the trust way worth 
executing. If people will die and make other people their trustees, 
they certainly ought to have the common decency to leave something 
or the other behind them, I could kick that man, that I could, if he 
came to life again. 

And the great events of the year! What are the flies on the 
kitchen window to the cook, or the cook to the flies? I’ve something 
else to do than bother about great events, etc., I can tell you. Em- 
perors can come over here, and emperors can stop at home. I don’t 
suppose, either away. it would make any difference to my balance, 
And emperors can lose their thrones, or their tempers, or their 
ome handkerchiefs, and still it’s all the same to everyday folk like 

am, though it may all help to sell the daily papers. And the working 
classes may do their worst. Zhat don’t trouble me, either. And 
Stanley may go into the middle of Africa, or into the middle of next 
week, and still I can eat my breakfast just the same, if I happen to 
have an average appetite. I don't care a rap about years, old or new, 
Bah ! DIOGENES TUBBS, 








THE COMPANY - PROMOTER’S CHIEF CHARACTERISTIC ! — 


Unlimited Zie-ability. 








Pity the Sorrows of a Poor Old ——? 
IF at earliest dawning you pass by my stand, 
Whether gentle Aurora smile beaming and bland 
Or the Pluvial torrents are drenching the land, 
You will find I am faithfully there: 
And the people who pass in meridian heat, 
And the weary lone peeler who tramps on his beat 
When Creation is shrouded in darkness complete, 
Can my presence eternal declare. 
’Mid the salesmen who offer their wares in the Strand 
And the poor neath the mighty Cathedral who stand, 
And the lowly who bear extra-specials in hand 
You'll some wretched weak mortals espy ; 
But of all who have scanty apparel to wear, 
And of all whom Deformity goads to despair, 
There is none that’s of clothes so essentially bare— 
There is none such a cripple as 1! 
You may give me, in passing, a sympathist stare 
Or approach me with stern, supercilious glare, 
And your glances, alike, undisturbed, I shall bear, 
For, alas! I am totally blind: 
’Mid the armless and legless my name is enrolled, 
I am deaf, I am dumb, I am bloodless and cold ; 
You may search from my head to my foot, and, be- 
hold ! 
Not a head nor a foot will you find ! 
Yet I own that I manage to bear passing well 
The small packets of sweets that I modestly sell : 
I've a body that’s stout and as sound as a bell 
Lt praterea nihilem, got: 
(No, Terr. I've a place, too, in which to amass 
When the Fates smile upon me) my customers’ brass ; 
So I'll thank most sincerely all people who pass 
If a penny they’ll place in my—sLOT ! 
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Notice to Subscribers. 
The Title Page and Index for FUN VOL. L. can be obtained 
Gratis, on Application at the Office, 
153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 
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THE OLD YEAR AND THE NEW. 
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Preparations for the New Year. Thinking how it would singe the Who'd be fill’d with dismay ; 
(SEE CARTOON.) Prime Minister into a terrible Yes, they might, and it’s quite on the 
Fis aml i, fright. cards that they also will do so 
— = ee aon ly to As his pantaloon fellow, some day. 
. olieg . ’ ‘ » D, . io ak 
’Twould afford a good reason * Cute Parnell, WOO, might take | . as! 31; ho i 
If a jocular show Irish butter, rich, yellow, | A Fat-U0Us REMARK.—Blimpton (who is 
Wan. Sacuieiieaanie atenik, neamieebdd Wherewith he could make | notoriously erratic in his use of aspirates) 
= ae Fie i rot va Resales Co. : Such a slide as would bring all the | recently said, at the Suet Club, that he 
shi .— valid Tories down plump till the floor- | regarded Christmas as the hollyaginous 
As the clown, that arch joker, ing did shake. | period of the year. 
Our dear Grand Old Man might Many fine tricks and hearty | } 
Furbish up the hot poker These confed’rates might play Was Arkwright, the inventor of the spin- 
With a sense of delight, With Lord Salisbury’s Party, ning-jenny, any relation to Noah? 











PARIS EXHIBITION. 
Facile Princeps. | 
In Competition with All the World, 


PEARS. 
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Keying an old.cuslom a cold greeting. 
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On the merry 76e 


(1) Bold burglars of late by a lady were (3) A so-called prize turkey turned out (5) A pretended two c.riaau “ aked” (7) The pllar-box robbers are at it 
chased, but to be parcels to earn again, 
She fancied their (skeleton) key- A bellows-blown rooster — fowl The “carriage fees,” and—in a But some tried this system of pil- 
indness misplaced. trick, you'll agree. moath—will return, larage in vain, 


(2) Here one who'd eloped with two (4) As the little New Year on his way (6) A woman dressed up in male (8) Now skating fills many with woe 
women at least.— tried to jog, clothes tried to shine and dismay, 
Meets his ife, who’s preparing He was very nigh frozen, and mist In ancient “goose-dancing,”— five Except the young ladies—all slicde) 
Reve in the fog. bob was the fine, damsels they, 
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SLASHHBS AND PUFFS. 
Drury LANE.—Year after year, Augustus Druriolanus seems to 
set himselfithe task of cutting his 
previous record in the way of 
pantomime. His method is to stick 
in two processions where one sufficed 
before, and to make that which 
already glittered still more glaring. 
Inasmuch as increase of appetite 
for this sort of thing is steadily 
growing by what it feeds upon— 
not only at Old Drury, but at other 
places which take their cue there- 
from—there is reason to believe that 
ere long pantomime as we used to 
know it will be improved off the 
face of the theatrical earth. I don’t 
know that it much matters either 
way, but there it is, don’tcherknow. 
It is not quite clear whether it was 
Harry Nicholls or his manager who 
hit upon the notion of dovetailing a 
lot of Midsummer’s Night’s Dream 
business into the old nursery legend. 
Their names are on the “ book” as 
joint authors; but whoever was re- 
sponsible for the idea, it was a very 
happy one, for thereby legitimate 
‘ a ss opportunity was afforded for some 
se Ma a py Jama Aly ven, Scrumptious fairy revels in the realm 
NON BETTER, ae of Oberon, who, in the person of 
fair Agnes Hewitt, is as fine and 
large as the pantomime itself. In the matter of size, Agnes is run 
close by Harriett Ver- 
non (otherwise Jack), 
whose Cow (repre- 
sented by a Brother 
Grifliths) and Mother 
(played by Dan Leno) 
supplied most of the 
fun which was on 
hand here on Boxing 
Night. The tenfoot 
Giant who lives in 
Cloudland is so heavy 
that it is surprising 
he does not fall 
through. Of course, 
a King and a Queen 
are necessary, and 
equally of course 
Campbell and 
Nicholls are turned 
Nr, pe play them. DRURY LANE. — NICHOLLS - SILVER AND CAMP- 
Naturally they have BELL-IGERENT, 
a daughter, and it is 
also in the nature of things tlat Jack should be in love with her, 
So is the Giant, and when that 
ponderous personage has carried 
off the gvurl to Cloudland, Jack 
and his Mother and others start 
up the beanstalk in _ pursuit, 
which leads us on, don’t you see, to 
the grand Shakespearian proces- 
sion, which, somehow or other, 
comes out of the Giant’s Library 
for Jack and his Mother's amuse- 
ment. It is a fine procession, well 
conceived and well executed, and 
herein many a good old stock actor, 
knocked out by the new-fangled 
school, finds his chance in a ten- 
seconds’ tableau of giving us a bit 
of the good old legit. Yes, and 
very likely does it all the better, 
because, being restricted to dumb 
show, he is not able to indulge in 
the sound and fury which (to 
modern ears) signify nothing. The 
funniest scene in the Drury Lane 
pantomime is the seizure of the 
Widow's goods and chattels by the 
DRURY LANE.—THIS 18 THE ORERON brokers ; the most gorgeous are the 
HEW-WIT-NESSED, revelsin Fairyland and the Shake- 




















spearian procession ; and before and after and around all these come 
dances of four, of six, of eight, of eighty—and songs galore. So 
there’s plenty for , ; 
money. 








LIKE Old Drury, 
Her Majesty’s Very 
Own Theatre in the 
Haymarket seems 
bent on snuffing out 
the good old funny 
Fairy Pantomime, 
by means of its in- 
ordinate love for the 
new Glittering God- 
dess Procession. Yet, 
I am bound to say, 
that from my recent 
experiences at the 
big pantomimes and 
playhouses, the Pub- 
lic (who may be sup- 
posed to know Its 
own business best) 
seemed to revel in 
the masses of splen- 
dour submitted to : \ yy. 
It. Indeed, Her ame = — SS 
Majesty’s patrons yer Masesty’s.—A COBORN WHO ISN’? LO-BORN. 
yelled themselves MINNIE THE MERRY IN HER PALMER'S WEEDs. 
hoarse with joy 
thereat, and summoned the ingenious and indefatigable stage- 
manager, Charles Harris, before them many times to be peppered 
with volleys of applause. Charles, it must be admitted, bore these 
attacks bravely—though once or twice he visibly reeled. 


IT is safe to say that nosuch group of glittering gorgeous shows have 
ever before been seen in any one piece, as is lavished upon Her Majesty’s 
pantomime, Cinderella ; or, Lady Bird, Lady Bird, Fly Away Home. 
First, there is the Grand Procession of International Insects. This 
is crowded with many coloured and quite-too-utterly-accurate speci- 
mens of chrysalides, butterflies, spiders (cobweb-footed and other- 
wise). Beetles, both stag and staggering ; wasps and hornets of dis- 
sting uished descent ; gnats, all more or less (g)natty in figure (being 
really played by nice gals, you know) ; cockroaches, moths, and their 
sisters, cousins, and their ants—to say nothing of whole regiments of 
bee-eautiful bees, who would doubtless hum “ Honey ’’ Rooney—but 
for being (as a once busy B of Fun’s, H. J. Byron, to wit, would have 
said), on their best bee-hive-iour. In addition to all this there is the 
much-and-artfully-boomed Shakespeare procession, full of silent but 
eloquent scenes from the plays of my old friend William, of Strat- 
ford-on-Avon, the T. R. Bankside, and the Mermaid Club, E.C. 
A grand realistic fire scene, showing Ladybird’s home in flames, and 
being subdued by a gallant band of infant firemen is also very 
much in evidence. Also another procession, which, to my fancy, 
is worth all the others—namely, a 
screamingly funny march of toy Bye 
animals from Lowther Ark-adia, oe 
and—— . ros 


7 
’ 


But hold, I must try to find 
some little space for mention of the 
acting, the music, and the “ book.” 
This last I shall take first, and 
merely say that it has been supplied 
by Richard Henry, who, being a sort 
of brother of FuN’s (having been 
in his company often), and a kind 
of cousin-by - marriage - nineteen- 
times-removed to NESTOR, cannot 
very well be here alluded to eulo- 
gistically—or Yule-logistically, as 
K.H, hath it in his playbill. 





MERRY Minnie Palmer (down, 
down, fluttering heart !) as Cinder- 
ella—a part which, alas! fades off 
after the middle of the piece—is 
simply delightful, and if I were not 
already promised to another, I would—but no matter (bother the 
tears, how they do drop into my ink!). Not to put too fine a point 
upon it, Minnie isa Minnie-ature duck of a diamond, for dancing, 
singing, and general merriment whenever she gets the chance. Those 





HER MAJESTY’s.—A DANCER OF 
THE DOMI-KNOWING SORT. 
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The Royal House of 


Tudor. 
THE New Gallery, Regent a nt 
Street, following up their Allauayi/ U7) We ye, 
A zt. . iy j f j/} q ‘ Hy 
exhibits of the House of | Wh MAAN till }/) ys 


ny 


Stuart, have now a most 
wonderful collection of pic- 
tures, armour, and other 
objects of great interest of 
the Tudor period, contri- 
buted by Her Majesty and 
miny noble families and 
distinguished commoners. 
Perhaps the greatest interest 
will be attached to the works 
of Holbein, both pictures, 
portraits, and well known 
drawings. Altogether, the 
collection reflects the high- 
est credit on all who have 
assisted in gathering to- 
vether such valuable works, 
for which the public must 
cver feel grateful. 











Nuts and Whine. 

THE revolution in Brazil 
hasn’t been effected entirely 
with rosewater. We hear 
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quite peaceful and comfort- 
able like, no doubt a good 
many Brazil nuts will be 


“LET US NOT BURST IN IGNORANCE.” 
Hilda (who likes to know the meaning of things).— What's this picture about, aunt Rosalind ?” 


Aunt Rosalind,—‘ It’s Romeo at Juliet’s balcony.” 
Hilda.—“ Who is Romeo, and who is Juliet ?” 
Aunt R.—“ Two young lovers who were made very unhappy by their parents.” 


cracked. 


‘WELL I’M BLOWED,” as 
the organ said. 


MTilda (quite realizing the sitwation).—“ Oh!—I daresay it was because Juliet would sit at the open window 
without putting on her hat ; and because Romeo tore his clothes in climbing up there to talk to her.” 
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lively jokers, Harry Parker, John Le Hay, and Charles Coborn are 
Al as the Baron and his Ugly Twin Daughters. Miss Fanny Robina 
was a dashing Prince (she has since resigned), Mrs. Henry Leigh, 
Charles Wallace, Fawdon Vokes, and D, Abrahams all work nobly in 
the cause of merriment—procession permitting. Edward Solomon’s 
composition, selection, and arrangement of the chief bulk of the 
music should make you feel anything but a solemn ‘un, for they 
are the liveliest airs imaginable. Great praise is due also to certain 
incidental marches. dances, etc., etc., by Ivan Caryll, Leslie Mayne, 
R. Martin, H. J. Leslie, and the most melodious Alfred Cellier, 
The Harlequinade, well worked by 
clowns T. Lovell and J. Hanson, 
is brisk and laughter-compelling ; 
and the Transformation is—well, 
lovely is the word. 





To that pretty little Children’s 
Ballad Opera at the Avenue (an 
afternoon piece which is free from 
Avenue-dity) there has been 
tacked on a Juvenile Harlequin- 
ade, which, for downright rollick- 
ing fun will, I warrant me, be able 
to hold its own with harlequin- 
ades played by clowns, pantaloons, 
columbines, etc., of alarger growth. 
The good old harlequinade has, 
through neglect, and the so-called 
‘refinement ” of the day, dwindled 
down to zero, but the Avenue child 
a pantomimists’ gambols, especially 
THE Scurney.—A SURRRY-PTITIOUS a shadow pantomime of tremen- 

SAILOR AND A (WALTER) Groves 40u8 laughter power, promise to 

OF BLARNEY. revive, for a space, at least, some- 

thing of the hilarity of the old 





go-ahead “ comic scenes.” 


ALSO at the Avenue—but o' nights, mind—will be found William 
Brough’s old Strand burlesque, Zhe Field of the Cloth of Gold, which, 











although twenty years of age, is as bright and brisk as ever, if not 
more so. The lines are left mostly as the author wrote them (as 
such smart lines ought to be), the alterations consisting for the most 
part in the interpolation of modern songs. This isadmirably acted by 
Messrs. A Chevalier, G. Capel, Julian Cross, Miss Marie Linden, Miss 
Minnie Byron, Miss A. Griihn, Miss H. Polak (who is, I believe, no 
relation to the “ Sledded Polack” mentioned in the tragedy entitled 
Hamlet); and last, but not least, either in bulk or brightness, Miss 
Maria Davis, whose Queen Katherine is as exhilarating as a first 
class (Queen) Katherine’s wheel. This burlesque, together with its 
preceding little farcical and musical morceaua, form as merry a show 
as is anywhere to be found just now. 


THE Pavilion, as of yore, has burst forth with a rattling holiday 
programme, in which will be found such popular entertainers as 
G. W. Hunter, La Belle Amoros (and she is beautiful, too, I can tell 
you), Lieutenant Cole, G. H. Macdermott, a wonderful balancer 
called Rapoli, and last, but not least, our own beloved Bessie 
Bellwood, who fascinates you even more than any fashionable 
selle-would. 


To those who have not yet seen Miss Norris in Nan,at the Hay- 
market, we say go at once and have a real treat, the vivacity of the 
little lady is only equalled by the touches of pathos with which she 
invests this old favourite character; this clever piece runs in front of 
A Mun’s Shadow, which continues to hold the public, as is natural, 
considering the superior stamp there is in the entire production. 


Or many other theatres, both in the dramatic and “ variety ” sense 
(they call music halls theatres or palaces of variety now, you know), 
your own beloved N. hopes to speak more fully next week. Mean- 
while, I may commend to your distinguished consideration the New 
Waterloo Exhibition of First Napoleonic and Wellington Relics, 
which has just been publicly opened. Moreover, take care to present 
yourselves (an ye love mirth) at the new holiday shows produced by 
the Moore and Burgess Miustrels, and to the Mohawks’, ditto, at 
Merrie Islington. NESTOR, 








“I'M fond of my pas,” as the ballerina remarked. 
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ANOTHER ROAD 


TO THE SYMPATHY OF THE PUBLIC. 


(The Gas Strikers lately announced—and carried out—their intention of holding a meeting in Hyde Park on a Sunday asa means of appealing to the sympathy of the Public.] 
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Capital notion it was, too—the very way toa fellow’s heart. The fellow—the Public—was perfectly delighted when he saw the approach of the procession, 
accompanied by the vast horde of ruffianism and pickpocketry which is always kind enough to accompany such demonstrations. 








‘FZ 
/ WP / ome 
er. VY) Lh 
1 8 J 
won Z 
4 ti 
; 


ye EY Jana 
s “ cA oo . 
‘ " 


a 











“ogee ‘4 
\ \ a 
See J A tt 


Pe, : ‘a \\\\y | 
‘TANGA HANA 


eet - | SL: VV Wong 
ee Wr any Wh » ee yp tA ims gt tt Jyh Sie 2 
fj ie \ | ’ Wipul es my ; 
de “tho aay Mle Adil hela 


His delight intensified to rapture when, proposing to take his Sunday rest in the form of a walk in his favourite parx, he found it monopolised by row, invective 
horseplay, and robbery from the person, : 
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“There now, Mist ’ tn 00 : 
’ » Mister Public,” said the striker complacet ‘ . 
’ l cently, * we've broke down you 08 ANC grass j aw ey: 
you, aad attracted all the blasphemy and bad lang your trees and trod your grass into swamp, and broke your railin’s and deafened 


uage in the Metropolis; so yeu'll help us now, won't yer?” A hearty affirmative was a matter of course. 
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[See Cartoon Verses, p. 20, 
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THE LOST FRIEND. 


WE knew the Duke very well by sight. He was always to be seen 


about Piccadilly and Pall Mall ; but we were always puzzled as to the 
identity of that compa- 


nion who always walked 
arm in arm with him. 
This friend of his looked 
quite his equal ; he was 
dressed in the latest 
fashion, and had an 
aristocratic and distin- 
guished air about him. 

At length one even- 
ing, at a reception, we 
found ourselves in a 
corner of a drawing 
room with a party we 
knew well by sight—no 
other than that compa- 
nion of the Duke’s, the 
distinguished looking 
person. His evening 
dress was superb, his 
studs were dazzling, he 
was ‘evidently particularly well received everywhere; we took the 
opportunity to slide into casual conversation with him, fired by a mad 
anxiety to know who he was. 

With our peculiar and well known ingenuity we contrived to lead 
him into a position in which it became unavoidable to communicate 
his name and condition. 

“My name is Kleptomania,” he informed us. “ Oh, yes, Jones and 
I are great chums, quite inseparable (Jones was the family name of 
the Duke—John Bartholomew Jones,seventy-fifth Duke of Parson’s 
Green, Earl of Earl’s Court, Baron Pimlico); he’s such a fellow, you 
know ; really requires all my attention to look after him and prevent 
his getting himeelf into trouble.” 

* ¥ * % * * 

A day or two after I chanced upona police report, in the newspaper, 
which at once made clear the relations between Duke Jones and his 
friend Kleptomania—* Kleppy,” as he was familiarly called in Society. 

The report ran as follows :— 

“A DUKE IN TROULLE.—At Dash Street Police Court his Grace the 
Duke of Varson's Green was charged with purloining various articles 
from shops and from the person.” 

It appeared, in evidence, that his Grace was observed to enter a 
well known hatter’s, and, while the attention of the assistant was 
directed another way, leave his own hat, which was slightly soiled in 
the lining, and take up a new one, which he departed wearing. He 
was also seen to carry off jewellery, overcoats, a turkey and several 
pounds of sausages, a brougham, and a large barrel of apples, from 
various other shops. The case was clearly proved in each instance. 

For the defence, the solicitor for his Grace pnt into the witness box 
an old friend of his Grace's, a gentleman named Kleptomania, who 
explained that his noble companion had, for some considerable time, 
suffered severely from him (Mr. K.) to such an extent that he could 
not be held responsible for his acts of larceny. 

After inquiry and deliberation the magistrate admitted the plea ; 
and, on his friends 
undertaking to look 
after him and give him 
cream and curacoa, the 
noble prisoner was 
discharged, amid the 
applause of those in 
court, 

7. ¥ * * 
Some little time 
after this we heard 
that the unfortunate 
Dukeof Parson’s Green 
- had become bankrupt. 
[t appeared that a 
series of unfortunate 
circumstances had 
~ combined to under- 
mine the affluence of 
his Grace to such an 
extent that, after 
having raised what 
money he could upon his coronet and family tree, he remained with 

barely enough for subsistence upon the most humble lines. 

| We leoked out of window and caught sight of the poor fellow 
sneaking disconsolately along, away from the direction of his usual 
haunts, Suddenly he stopped, and his features were almost brightened 


























with a smile as he hailed a figure approaching on the opposite pave- 
ment; but the figure appeared to be avoiding his recognition, and 
passed on with averted glance, though with a certain amount of 
obvious awkwardness. It was the Duke’s old friend Kleptomania. — 

We went out and accosted “ Kleppy,” and asked the meaning of his 
extraordinary and inexcusable conduct to an old friend. 

“ Well, really, you see,” he said, somewhat uncomfortably, “it 
wouldn’t do, ah, I should quite lose my position in society if I were 
seen going about with him new. Things are so altered. Fact is, I 
really couli not exist except among the upper classes : the upper 
middles are the lowest persons among whom my survival would be 
possible ; and a fellow really can’t sacrifice——” 

But we worked on his better feelings until he blushed and promised 
to do what he could for the poor Duke. « * * 

A day or two after, the followiag appeared in the daily papers :— 

“ At Dash Street P. lice Court, John Bartholomew Jones, a poor-look- 
ing man, was charged with purloining a loaf from a baker's shop. 
Defendant stated that he had ‘seen better days.’ ” 

For the defence, an old friend of the prisoner’s, a gentleman of 
the name of Kleptomania, entered the box and stated that Jones had 
long suffered from his (witness's) influence, and was really not 
responsible for his acts of theft. 

THE MAGISTRATE. Pooh,'sir! Go away and don’t waste the 
time of the court with this nonsense! If the prisoner were a person 
of position, perhaps your defence might have some show of ——” 

Witness explained that prisoner had once been a duke, 

THE MaG. Eh? Hum, ah, well, but he isn’t a duke now. He's a 
nobody now, and very poor, eh? 

Witness admitted that this was so: and prisoner was committed 
for two months and two months’ police supervision. 

* * + * * * 

“There you see !” said “ Kleppy,” next time we met. ‘“ What’s the 
use? I only get laughed at!” 

But we are happy to relate that the Duke is rich again now, and 
has got his coronet out again. He has spent a good deal of time in 
prison during his “come down” days; but he makes up for it now. 
The unanimous verdict of Society is that it isa disgraceful thing that 
he ever should have been sent to prison, and that, had it (Society) 
had the faintest idea of his ever coming into his position again, it 
would never have tolerated his conviction. 

The magistrate is to be removed from the bench. Duke Jones has 
just trotted in to see us; he has succeeded in sneaking the crown 
jewels and is jubilant. 























by ZA 
Wid 


Sy 


4 


ee) 


ULRT 





NOT TO BE CAUGHT. 
Precocious Infant.—“I think grammar's very easy, mother. I know 
all about Singler and Pureal.” 
Prowd Mamma.—* Do you, dear? that’s very clever, Perhaps you 
can tell me the plural of sugar?” 
P. I. (after reflection ).—“Why, lumps, of course!” 
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DOTS BY THE WAY. 


THE NEW YEAR. 


THE glad New Year is here with bright 
young face— 
The merry bells ring out to greet his 
coming, 
And as upon his brow a wreath we 
place 
We'll give him praise in song and 
joyous mumming. 
The boy is fair with curls of golden hair, 
His eyesare blueandsunnyas the day. 
His breath like fragrance of the roses 
rare, 


Hissongissweeter than the viol’s play. 


Come, glad New Year, so full of 
comely grace 
Full glorious is the radiance of his 
brow, 
To greet with praise each winner in 
the race, 
He gives his first high promise as a 
vow. 


We'll crown this boy and make him 
lord and king. 
To rule the world with unrestricted 
sway, 
And trust we may with joyful voices 
sing 
His praise when Time shall beckon 
him away. 








WHILST dealing out her New Year 
Honours, the Queen has been graciously 
pleased to make a C.B. of Mr. Littler, 
Q.C. As the plums of patronage 
have hitherto been generally reserved 
for the digger men, it is pleasant, at 
the beginning of the “ nineties,” to cee 
that a littler may get something also. 





“THE best place to see the ‘ Flight 
of Fancy’? Why, don’t you know ?’ 
* At Barnum’s?” “ Barnum’s, bosh! ”’ 
“Well, Drury Lane? Her Majesty’s ‘$4 
“Not much. Go to a prize fight, and 
when the boys in blue show up you'll 
soon see the Flight of Fancy. 7'ra-la- 
la, au reservoir!” 
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The Gladstone “ Particular.” 


(“Nature seemed to wreak all her anger on an anniversary so uncongenial to 


British interests and British sentiments. 


beneath the surface, must admit that the day fitly re presented the occasion. 
Can we wonder that Nature marks her sense of the anniversary of the birth of suc 7 a 
man? Thesun hides his light, and naught but dark and misty exhalations mark,” 
etc., etce.—Conservative Paper on Mr. Gladstone's Birthday.] 
AT the fool and his folly full often we’ve laughed, 
And the fool for his folly repeatedly chaffed : 
We have pointed the mildly satirical shaft 
At the boaster, the knave, and the quack: 
But to-day let our laugh be more loud in its roar 
And-the shaft of our satire more sharp than of yore, 
For we think it has ne’er been our province before 
Such an out-and-out ass to attack 
As the scribbler who tells why obscured was the sun 
By the blackness of darkness last Sunday but one. 


Of the fog which the Londoner’s spirits depressed— 

Which remorselessly troubled the delicate chest, 

He assigns a prime cause, that we ne’er should have guessed, 
But, of course, we are duller than he ; 

For it’s plain, so he says, to philosopher’s sense 

That Old Nature intended that darkness so dense 

To denote her abhorrence and loathing intense 
Of the birthday of W. E. G.; 

And he harps on the theme till the notion is given 

That the fog was naught less than a judgment from Heaven ! 


Had some humorous journalist uttered the whim, 
We, of course, had been highly diverted by him ; 


But the fact is declared and discussed in a grim 
And essentially serious strain. 
And, since everyone knows that it’s absolute rot 
To suppose Mother Nature is troubled one jot 
As to whether Bill Gladstone is living or not, 
Mr. FUN cannot really refrain 
From condemning the brain as exceedingly flat 
Which can stoop to such imbecile rubbish as that ! 


Let the Liberals giggle with main and with might 
At the comforting thought that Conservative spite 
Is so short of resources that Tories indite 

Such supremely nonsensical “ scree is” 
Let Conservatives weep to discover, alas! 
That their warfare is brought to so paltry a pass : 
Let the crafty “ philosopher” go to a “ class” 

And seek Lindley—whom sorely he needs: 
And let journalists blush to behold in their tribe 
Such a silly, unkind, and contemptible scribe ! 


The philosopher, oe 




















Anno Urbis Condy-tez, 1890. 


THERE is naught in the south, there is naught in the north, 
From the Bay of Bengal to the Firth of Forth ; 
From Hyde Park to the Forest of Bondy, 
Which does so much good in its own sweet way, 
In our overgrown London day by day, 
As the flow of the Fluid of Condy. 








THE MODERN SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL.—The Board School, 
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OUR ALL ROUNDER. 


HE Christmas frost was freezing, 
, A. and the Christmas sleet was 


falling, 
‘|, perfectly appalling, 





The Christmas fog’s solidity was 
| Catarrh and Influenza reigned 
supreme (the little devils !), 


As Fun assumed his Arctic suit 
andi went to see the revels. 


To see the whole of ev’rything he 
joined the giddy throng, 
Observing that King Pantomime 
was “going very strong,” 

And vigorously reigning over 
Thespises domain, 

From Greenwich to Her Majesty’s, 
from Lambeth to the Lane, 


The Jack who plants a Beanstalk 
bears it bravely at the latter, 
And demands the sort of adjec- 

eek Bt : tives which people use to flatter, 
For Jack himself’s delicious (though, perhaps, a trifle fatter), 
And the piece is full of merriment and matter, matter, matter. 


There are dresses which are splendid (must have cost a pretty trifle !), 
There’s a beanstalk like the celebrated Tower of M. Eiffel, 
There are Nicholls, Campbell, Leno, who with laughter make you 
stifle, 
And Harry Payne to round it off 
and rollick, rob, and rifle. 


Her Majesty’s is flourishing with 
little Cinderella, 

With Minnie Palmer (spite of her 
grimaces, mia bella), 

And Coborn and Le Hay—a pair of 
sisters very comical— 

And lovely dresses, well designed 
(for studies anatomical !). 


The Covent Garden Circus has 
another Cinderella, too 

(I think that riding Lion could per- 
form a tarantella, too !). 

And Cinderella also at the Elephant 
and Castle is, 

And played by Marie Stuart, 
quite a taking little parcel is. 


Aladdin at the Palace suits the 
middle-class—democracy— 

And (writ by Horace Lennard), e’en 
the proudest Horace-Tocrasy ; 
With Edith Bruce the smartest ‘scamp” (and so say all signatories), 

So cheers for Oscar Barrett, and the Willow-Pattern-Plateries, 





The Marrabun’ has also got Aladdin, and the Grand 

Has likewise got a version of the same, I understand : 

At “ Surrey, Pav.,and Greenwich they’ve the same romance, and 
that 

Concerns the famous Whittington who had a famous Cat, 


Then there's Sangers’ with Godiva, very beautiful to see : 

And there's Sinbad at the Standard, which is just the place for 
me ; 

At the “Good Old Britt.,” The Bold Bad Baron’s cash and kudos 
earning, 

So hurrah for Mrs, Lane, and may she never take to turning. 


Ru y Blas is at the Gaiety, he says he's come to stay, 

An there's ev'ry indication of his going on that way ; 
Unrhythmiec Field of Cloth of Gold, and Belles of Village, too 
(I mean unrhythmic for my lines) are at the Avenoo. 


Where Royalty and Roberts reign in rollicking Soho, 

The latest twins of Corsica disport themselves, you know ; 

FuN ane they've “drawn uncommon,” and they look like drawing 
still— 

And now Tra-la-la Tosca has been added to the bill. 


The Prince of Wales’ still tells on the story of P. Junes 
(Miss Herbert plays the hero now, and sings in dulcet tones) ; 





And the new Savoy production, called, I think, Zhe Gondoleers, 
Is smiling now to see the people caught so by the ears. 


The Lyric’s scoring also with the merry Red Hu:sar, 
The music’s worth attentively regarding bar by bar ; 
But of all the plays in London that 
are good for laughing at, 
Commend us to that screamer at 
the Strand they call Our Flat. 


Aunt Jack, who’s over Chelsea way, 
does run it very hard, 

The company’s a clever one—you 
take it from the bard ; 

The comedy Pink Dominos is also 
full of fun, 

And Terry’s still Sweet Lavender’s 
another funny one. 


Of theatres indulging in “ the more 
artistic part,” 

We first have the Lyceum with the 
“very live” Dead Heart ; 

The Haymarket Man’s Shadow 
with delighted eyes we scan, 

And revel at the Shaftesbury in 
Jones’ Middleman. 





La Tosca at the Garrick just at 
present will be found 
(Where the folks are stabbed and pizened, shot and tortured, hanged 
and drown’d !). 
Then London Day by Day at the Adelphi you may seek, 
And you'll find that little Fauntleroy chez l’Opera Comique, 


But go to the Princess’s, if by any means you can, 

You'll pass a pleasant evening with The Master and the Man. 
At the Vaudeville Clarissa may be looked for pretty soon, 
Ad interim, Joseph’s Sweetheart is a very pleasant boon, 


Then Toole you'll find at Toole’s 0’ night—7he Bungalow o’ days ; 
In Benson’s Globe Midsummer Dream you'll find a lot to praise. 
Fun found the gay St. James’s shut, to his extreme regret, 

For Mrs, Langtry hadn’t started opening it yet. 


When Mr. FUN had made above and hereinstated calls, 

He lit another Vevey jin and started for “the Halls” ; 

He found them keeping Christmas, as he went from show to show, 
With a most determined vigour and illimitable “ go,” 


The Alhambra and the Empire have a pair of ballets now, 

At which the Cockney can but cry in blank amazement, “ Oh!” 
The Oxford has a programme such as Oxford patrons know, 
And the Pav. has an uncommonly attractive sort of show. 


To the Moore and Burgess Minstrels and the Mohawks then we come, 

To the mighty show of Barnum and the old Aquarium, 

The South London and the Para- 
gon, the Canterbury, too, 

Where “ varieties” are charming, 
as they always seem to do. 


There’s Maskelyne and Cooke 
also to thrill us with their deeds, 
There’s Hercat’s cave of mystery, 
and Mrs. German Reed’s ; 
There are panoramas, also, very 
patent to the view— 
Niagara the flourishing and 
Waterloo the new. | 


VY | gr¢ 

LZ y' nf, i} W/ iy And, away at Merrie Islington, > 
fi f | you're probably aware " 
They’re holding, as per usual, the tor 

annual World’s Fair ; : loc 

And when the pleasure seeker tor 

looksaround on pleasure’s brink, | at 






He'll find that he is reasonably _ 
catered for, I think. 
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MG P.S.—The little Novelty will open 
by-and-by, 
And Albery’s Furgiven will be given at the Cri. : 
And an interesting bit of talk which round about prevails is — 
That Marjorie, at last, will occupy the Prince of Wales's, 
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(1) There never was such a fellow to bear up against bad luck as our 
grocer. ‘‘ William,” he said the other evening, when trade hai been getting 
from bad to worse for a long time, ‘‘ I’m just going across to the ‘ Red 
Herring’ for my evening glass, You can shut up the shop and follow, Be 
careful about fire, as I've just renewed my insurance policy to-day. You 
twig!” (2) Half an hour later, by a curious coincidence, a stranger 
looked in to say that a destructive fire had broken out on our respected 
townsman’s premises. (3) But his cheerfulness did not desert him even 
at that trying moment, although he was unable, by the most superhuman 
























(4) On the contrary, long after the 


exertions, to save any of his stock. 
establishment was burnt to the ground, and when the fire engines were 
beginning to arrive, he called William aside, and, telling him with a pleasant 
smile that he exculpated him from all blame in the matter, as the dis- 
astrous event was clearly the result of accident, presented him with half 


acrown. (5) And yet when that wretched boy merely produced the letter 
to the Fire Office about renewing the insurance, which he had forgotten 
to post, his master’s fortitude gave way in the most remarkable manner. 
(6) And such a reaction set in as William is not likely to forget in a hurry, 





— 





WILLING ROWING, a gas stoker, has been rowing with his wife, 
but she was not willing to submit to it. She said that he had too 
much gas altogether, and if he was on strike it was no reason why he 
should strike her. Fourteen days’ change of air. 


A MAN named Bloe, late a lieutenant in the Royal Navy, has died 
in the Elham Workhouse. He was dismissed the service for striking 
a superior officer. It canuot be denied that he was the cause of his 
own misfortune, for he lost his position through a Bloe (blow). 





Bae” To CORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions, In no case will they be returned unless 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope, 
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A PARK-ULIAR EXHIBITION. 
{t a Mecting held in favour of organizing an International Exhibition in London, Regent's Park was pr 
; building site.” 


oposed as an “eligible 
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eA great Daury Show 
should be one oP the featires of the Exhbihon, 
Chalk arm being so near the 


Pf roposed site. 
rp ©. 


“he Exhibifion would col 
be very handily sitzated for some oP the 
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duly represented. i: Exhibition will be winn easy riding cisTance of Mampstéad. But what nculd the Rerk Uckeys say ital? 
é j 
Temptation. An apparently nice The said urchin to eat ? 
(SEE CARTOON.) And substantial slice He’s as Salisbury known to fame. 
\ ™ Bs + a % 6 . . a al ° 
From a beautiful Twelth-night cake ; But why doth he do the same? 


IN our largest pictorial sketch, 
You will notice a picturesque boy, 
Who, as juveniles should, 
Looks quite simple and good, 


Well, the cake is of Government mould, 
And the slice a thick bit 
Of high office, to wit, 

Which the boy seems too shy to hold :— 


And he’s turning away, 
As much as to say, 
‘‘|’on’t press me, for goodness sake ! 


.P 















Like a Little Lord Fauntleroy ; Now, who do you think was this lad ? | So there is the key 

But he also looks rather Coy, Master Hartington, that is his name. | To our cartoon, you see, 
Held Medal Awarded, Health Exhibition, gett AWARDED SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS D T P y? . 
For INFANTS, co 





CHILDR&EH, 
and 
INVALIDS. pineal, "IEMA oT 
BENGER’S FOOD Ie Sold in Tins at 18. 6d Write " ncil. eelt r 
2s. 6d., and 58. by Chemists, &c., Everywhere. are ints bets yet Ay 4A x we fecumen” Sire coment 


or Free by Parcels Post, from also drawn to their New “ Graduated Series of Pens,” which offers 


MOaRES thee utiin ok Se eee | ABGOLUTELY PURE rwenerone BEST 








PEN WORKS, FIRMINGHAM. 
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A novelly in The Church, 
A lady preacher. 
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Whal ye may € halt 


(1) By the penny post’s jubilee (that’s a (3) The lot of poor bobby is not one to (5) If sweet Lady Preachers the sermon (7) Some one sent Albert Edward a 
: ’ please, would read, goose (it was nice), 
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good aim), 








The Inventor has gained penny When he has to arrest puffed up Swells would think all the service But “Stuffing and nonsense,” he 
posthumous lame, persons like these, re-church-¢, indeed ! cried, “ pay the price 1" 
(2) By fire a great actress in peril was (4) Portugal pooh-poohs Britanunia’s (6) The ladies find some of thei: habits (8) A blacksmith received a nice wind- 
‘thrown, old flag, are queer, — fall—ten thou’— 
bait it f Ark-golocical They're mere Portu-geese full of And therefore in br—ches they soon An ‘vil not, of course, owe to any 
7 rnTw r TY ’ now 
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cackling apd brag, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


A LAs? word about the Christmas Shows—the tail of the wave of 
pantomime and circus which swept over us at the maritime—I mean 


COVENT GARDEN,—CINDERELLA, WHO 


SINNED-IRRELLA-VANTLY, 





“merry” time, and has 
since settled down to a 
steady flow in the ways of 
success. After which we 
come to the ordinary run 
of things—not that the 
“ordinary run” is neces- 
sarily dissociated with suc- 
cess — beginning with a 
matinée. 


COVENT GARDEN.—This 
theatre has again broken 
forth into equestrianism— 
its cir-custom always at 
Christmas—of late years, 
anyhow. Here also will 
you find the ubiquitous 
Augustus Druriolanus in 
purtnership with Freeman 
Thomas, One of the effects 
of Augustus’ coming in, is 
the production of a panto- 
mime, which is more of a 
pantomime than one us- 
ually sees performed by 
the Slaves of the Ring, 
The subject is the ever 
welcome Cinderella, and 
the libretto is a smart 
remanet of poor EK. L. 
Blanchard’s. This Cinder- 


rlla, happily not proceshed to pulverization, is full of brightness and 


“go,” and pleases the youngsters hugely. 


VerY fine—indeed, finer than ever before, is the Circus-Show! 
Daring riders, barebacked and otherwise (sometimes the rider, if a 
lady, is very barebacked) abound; so do startling equilibrists. 
Among the last is a marvellous young fellow named George Palmer. 
((Juite refreshing to find he isn't Palmerini, or something of that sort, 
n't it?) The juggling feats that this travelling Palmer performs, 
while careering madly around on a big white horse, will make you 
rub your eyes with wonder. Also he does several startling feats of 
horsemanship. Mlle. Jessica on the telephone wire, and Gou-Gou 
ind his Learned Porker, will also amuse you mightily. And, oh! 
[ nearly forgot to say that there is a /ion (with no hair turned on at 
the mane) who goes through a series of equestrian performances of a 
more or less thrilling order. On the night I sawit they were mostly 
less, but then the /ion was evidently suffering from too much 
Christmas Pudding, or something, for it was sullen for some time, 
and eventually snarled and growled so menacingly that it was 


spanked and sent off to bed, 





THE SURREY.— Whittington and IJTis Cat (a cat, you know, that 
wasn't puss-illanimous) has scored a big success here, much to the 


vratification of George the Con- 
queror (I mean Conquest). The 
scenery, dresses, acting, singing, 
and dancing, are all as right as 
rain, as the Astronomer - Royal 
would say. Full of good old 
fashioned screaming knockabout 
business” is this panto., and 
the native nobility and gentry 
signify their appreciation of the 
same in the usual manner. The 
book is Spry-ghtly, as befits the 
work of a librettist of such vast 
experience. The chief mirth 
movers of the excellent company 
are Messrs. Walter Groves and Hal 
Collier, Miss Constance Moxon 
(a sweet singer), and the effer- 
vescent Albert and Edmunds’ 
lroupe. 





COVENT GARDEN.—SIGNOR PaAsHa— 
A PASHA-NATE FROG WHO WOULD 
A-WOBBLING_GO, 


SANGER'S.—If you should say that the pantomime Lady Godiva, 


at “ Hashley’s"’in the Westminster Brid 


ge Road, is not full of go 


and glitter, of animation and animals, of side-splitting rallies and 


1 


spectacular glories, you must not be surprised if the lessee of this 





popular amphitheatre looks (S)anger-y. And, no wonder! for you 
will be saying the thing that is not. Although the cast contains no 
name of note, yet all work nobly together, and the result is, rollick ; 
and don’t you forget it. The worthy Coventry heroine (whose cos- 
tume on a certain day, when riding through the town, was not exactly 
adapted for Winter wear) is represented by Miss Helen Capet, whom 
friends in front seem inclined to make (C)a-pet of, for a Capet-al 
performance. Be in time, O ye children, for the scenes in the circus ! 
and hurry up your parents; that is, if you feel disposed to take them 
with you. 


THE CoMEDY.—This is the matinée I hinted at above. It was, as 
the majority of matinées, somewhat of an uninspiriting affair. A 
novel by the lady who prefers to be known to the world as “ Rita,” 
had been laid under contribution by Mr. F. Lindo, and turned into a 
drama. The heroine of A Sinless Secret is one of those ingenious 
young, sometimes met with—on the stage and in novels—who do a 
considerable number of questionable things and when visited with 
the natural consequences of their actions appear to be very much 
astonished and pose as very injured parties indeed. Such a heroine 
commands no sympathy, even though so excellent an actress as Miss 
Marion Lea, whose quiet power of expressing pathos is very striking, 
is intrusted with the embodiment of the character. 





Nops AND WINKS.— While these lines are having the honour of being 
scanned by the millions of optics belonging to FUN’S readers, there 
is being run at Hengler’s a peculiar nautical - breezy - anchor’s - 
weighed - splice - the - mainbrace-shiver-\our-timbers sort of show 
called Ve Ocean Ware. Being good, long may it wave,say I; if you're 
not afraid 
of—but no, 

that’s 

(s)tew ’ard! 
Miss Kate 
Vaughan & 
Co., are 
taking a 
sort of pre- 
liminary 
canter at 
s}ourne- 
mouth this 
week, and 
Jersey next 
week, be- 
fore start- 
ing with 
“the real 
business” 
of the long 
tour on the 
13th prox, 
The Coun- 
try Girl 
constitutes 
the entire 
programme 
for this 
fortnight. Mr. Percy F. Marshall has joined the company, 
and plays Harcourt; which he will also do on the later tour, in con- 
junction with equally prominent parts in The Little Viscount, and 
Love and Honour.—To-night (15th) Mdlle. Vanoni “ will oblige” at 
the Empire, where you will “ exclusively” find her for a good many 
evenings to come, and where the management have just reversed the 
order of the ballets, so that you can see The Paris Evhibition at the 
more respectable hour of 8.30, and Dream of Wealth at the more 
reasonable hour of 10,30.—Mr. Alexander opens the Avenue (to 
success, I trust) on the Ist prox. Dr. Bill is his first piece, and has 
a promising cast. The new manager is determined to play a bold 
game, and opens with Fvol’s Mate, in which, I believe, Miss Gracie 
Murielle and Miss Mary Kingsley will play their original parts. On 
to conquest, Alexander !—Some members of the Criterion company 
have been severely handled for “gagging.” Robertson’s success will 
be followed presently by Cyril’s Success, NESTOR. 





COVENT GARDEN.—THE LION CO-MEEK, BUT NOT MILD. 








To those down with the “Demon.” 


aan folk are warned not to take alcohol in any shape during their 
hess, 


IN Influenza, which spoils our Apollo-ness, 
All alcohol would seem but alcohollowness : 
Therefore if you desire a soon-come jolly day, 
You must not take an alco-hol-iday, | 





\ 


\ 


ha 


la 


dL. 
Dp 








JANUARY 15, 1890. 








Secrets of Success. 
No. 1.—How To BECOME A POPULAR AUTHOR. 


You write a book—but curb your zeal awhile— 
This is, indeed, at Omega beginning ; 
He must commence his task in modern style 
Whose soul is modern bays intent on winning. 
Its offspring to present unto the world, 
Your pregnant soul is writhing in quick labour. 
Beware! Among the innocents is whirled 
To-day a surer than old Herod’s sabre. 
Disdain the sway of those who wield the brand, 
And lo! your offspring, ere it breathe, is banned. 


But would you win the wreath in latter days, 
Attain a pedestal within the niches 
Where stand the wearers of the modern bays— 
Would you, like them, gain honour, fame, and 
riches— 
What are your gifts? The scholar’s precious 
lore ?— 
The poet’s soul? A heart with song o’erflowing? 
The skilful sway of language, and a store 
Of truths mankind will better be for knowing? 
But these? was ever such infatuation ? 
My Greek, you err in choice of a vocation. 


With heart of gold, with front devoid of brass, 

You dream to rank among the literati ? 
’Twere in my mind to write you down an ass, 

But that our muse might then deem you a parti. 
Go cast away philosophy’s dry store ! 

Sink truth and tenderness, the heart-born pathos! 
And throwing such impedimenta o'er, 

Re-fill the void with slang and morbid bathos, 
Bounce, impudence, o’er-weening egotism. 

The creed that mocks at these to-day is schism. 


And spurn not the Preliminary Puff, 

What you intend to'do must be related ; 
What you have done it will be time enough 

When you have done aught, to have iterated ; 
Some smart New Journalist, in piquant par, 

Must tell the world, that knows you not,about you, 
Ti'l it begins to wonder who you are, 

And, later, think it cannot do without you. 
You, in return, perchance may trumpet him ; 

And thus the clique is kept “ well in the swim.” 


Your name must be dinned in the ears of men. 
Take care to be at every “social function,” 
Be it a great man’s graye—a gambling den— 
Or a “smart wedding,” greet the great with 
unction ; 
Be sure your presence is well advertised, 
Not in the columns where a puff is paid for, 
But sandwiched firm amid the lionised. 
Then—well, you’ve nearly won the game you 
played for ; 
The gudgeon public nibbles at your hook, 
Your time at last is ripe—you write a book ! 








People we Have not Met. 


THE spinster who was singleminded. 

The pickpocket who hadn’t taking ways. 

The gardener who did not call a spade a spade. 

The signalman who was not judged according to 
his lights. 

The oarsman who tarred and feathered his oars. 

The billiard-marker who lived on the spot. 

The cabman who drove a nail home. 

The temperance orator who was never “ speech- 
less.” 

The circus clown who had a comic entrée for 
dinner. 
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own way ine 
‘ riddles ’——— 

Miss Smythe (who has been debating with herself whether she “ could possibly” consent 
to marry “such a silly.”).—* Guessing riddles——?” 

Jones.— Yes; you'd find it awfully good fun when we were alone—and I know no 
Here's one—What is the difference between a fellow who has 
popped the question and a fellow who has not popped it?” 

Miss Smythe (unhesitatingly, if a little sadiy).—“ The difference between them is, 


end of a lot to ask you. 
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MUCH TOO NEW A WAY OF 

Jones (who has six hundred a year and “expectations, don’t you know,” and has just 
“* proposed,”).—" I feel sure we should get along well together: you should have your 
verything ; and—and (as if suddenly inspired) if you were fond of guessing 


“ PROPOSING.’ 


that one has proved himself to be a stupid, and the other has not.” 


[Jt was not the currect answer, but it was a “ settler” for Jones. 








THE ENTR’ACTE ANNUAL (edited by W. H. Combes) although 
later in blooming than some of its ‘kind, is nevertheless better than 
In its big batch of humorous portraits and other 
drawings by Alfred Bryan, and its cluster of comic narratives in 
prose and verse by several of the best known theatrical and 
journalistic wags, it beats its own excellent record. So why say more? 


most in quality. 





THE UNIVERSAL TELEPHONE NUMBER.—*“ Number One,” 








POVERTY.—The unknown quantity in the algebra of richer. 


TEMPERANCE GREENWOOD has been sentenced at Oxford to two 
months’ hard labour for cruelly assaulting her husband when he was 
t How sweetly appropriate is her Christian name, and if such 
things occur in the green wood, what might we expect in the dry / 
The next morning, for instance, when the head was aching, the 
coppers were hot, and there was not enough money left for a livener ? 
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AN ALARMING ADVENTURE. 


By OuR Poor LAW GUARDIAN. 










Ti 
Ss 








The BOsARE Cc 











* You see, I'm one 


f the Guardians who were horrified at the idea of supplying the wild and fearsome 
pauper with a knife and fork to eat his meals with, in place of his natural claws and fangs. 


“ However, as he said [ mest go, larmed myself 
Of cours?, you witha bludgeon and an umbrella, ail started ; but 
know, 4 pauper has teeth six inches long, and a body covered with fur; and roara, and feeds on live dogs 
when in freedom. 5S 


I felt a little pile.” 
So when the clerk lately suggested that I ought to pay a visit to the pauper in bis 
lair, I was a little startled.” 
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“Tauen, 
fearful 


all of a sudden I heard a burst of 1 r 

F a burs nost savage and alarming upri ~f ood-c1 oi i 
os oaths and threats—and I hastened away.” @ ” . <0 toon B meceer a Se py er noise like that of ferocious carnivora, inter 
: pe ars, proceed from the wild and fearsume pauper, but from a meeting o ‘e iol 
Supplied with knives aud forks at the Board : . 


C1 rmingled with 
| ene , in error as tothe origin of the 

{my brother Guardians in tl 
but I do not catch his meaning.” er ee ee 


appalling sounds: 
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Lead : they did not, it 
Someone says its a mercy Guardians are not 
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OR, 


“LORD SALISBURY AND Mf, BALFOUR HAVE, 
FASHIONABLE EPIDEMIC,”—DAILY PAPERS, 
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INFLUENZA EXTRAORDINARY, 
, WE REGRET TO HEAR, BEEN SUFFERING FROM THE 





aot 
- 


ew, 


- os 7 
° eat ae AAA ~2 
P pag eM so ‘ “a A — # 
‘Gee aUSe mee 2 








—_ 


ET: 


[See Carluun Verses, p. 30. 





26 FUN. 3 


JANUARY 15, 1890. 





THH LATEST, AND OTHER MUDDLBSS. 
(As illuminated by an interview with the dog Nipper.) 


BEING anxious to learn some facts and details as to the working of 
the new Exempted Districts Muzzling Experiment, we lately called 
in the dog Nipper 
from a determined 
attack upon an om- 
nibus down the 
road, and requested 
him to bring his 
intelligence to bear 
upon answering the 
queries we wished to 
put to him. 

“Good day,” we 
said, “will you 
kindly take a seat 
on the hearthrug? 
Ah—as to the new 
muzzling order—by 
the way, you haven't 
a muzzle on!” 

“Muzzle? What 
d’ye mean?” said 
Nipper; “I have a very well murkel black and tan muzzle—regu- 
lation moles and al!.” 

“ Ah, we do not quite make ourself understood—we alluded to the 
artificial muzzle—sort of respirator, you know.” 

“ Oh,” said Nipper, racking his memory, “oh, ah—what, a kind of 
—kind of cage—leather, isn’t it?” 

“ Bless our soul!” exclaimed we; “why, you surely must have 
seen lots of ’em about?” 

‘No, not to recollect. But I was talking to Joe Brown the spaniel 
in the Crescent yesterday,'and he did mention that some friend or 
other had told him about having heard of some kind of police regu- 
Jation requiring the wearing of some sort of thing over your mouth 
—yes, that was it; his friend told him he'd seen one, I remember, 
and described it asa sort of a cage made of strips of leather, with 
brass nobs about it, only he said it wasn’t worn over the mouth, 
but hanging from the collar—a sort of ornament, you know.” 

“Good gracious!” we said; “ but—well, but how about the carry- 
ing out of the regulations? There was the first regulation giving no 
power to anybody to enforce it; and that was superseded by the 
second regulation, giving power to someone who could not be exactly 
defined, and never seemed to actually exist ; and then there was the 
third regulation by which power was given to the Metropolitan 
Board to compel the police to insist on the Commissioners of Taxes 
enforcing it; and then there was the fourth order, which, being an 
order in Council, empowered every public body to expect every other 
public body to enforce the order, and if necessary, to sue them for 
penalties which could not be inflicted. Do yow mean to say that, 
through the whole course of the working of these various orders, 
you have never seen a muzzle?” 

“Well, I don’t mean any offence, you know, but I can’t say I ever 
have,” said Nipper; “but I'll tell you what—George 179V, the 
policeman at the corner, is a great crony of mine; I'll nip round and 
ask him if you'll excuse me a second.” “ Well, George 179 V 
says he has heard something about muzzling orders, but believes the 
enforcement of them devolves upon the parish dustmen.” 

“Hum,” we said 
musingly, “it seems to 

11 ' us that these muzzling 
WV NYU att yy orders are not of much 

WN practical utility.” 

Bae Wh “ Practical util—— 
HY why, is that what they 
in were meant for?” 
“Eh?” we said; 
“well, why we were 
always under the im- 
pression that such was 
their object ; but now 
you come to put it to 
us, why ~ 

“Tell you what,” 
said Nipper, “I'll just 
dodge round and ask 
my chum George 179 V 
“ Well, George 179 V says he never heard 
tell that the orders had anything to do with those two longiwords 
you speak of ; he always looked upon ‘em as a sort of a joke—a kind 
of a bit o’ fun, as you might say.” 

“Ob, indeed,” we said, “ well, then, about the new Exempted Dis- 
trict ordes, what do you gather——” 
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“Well, I really know nothing about it, but I'll just see if George 
179 V——" . . . “Oh, yes, George says he believes there is some 
new order of that kind, the enforcing of which it devolves upon the 
police to call upon the County Council to request the Vestries to 
compel the police to.carry out. That’s as near as he can come at 
it,”’ 

“ Just ask George whether he has any power to act if he sees a dog 
withouta muzzle.” .. . 

“Oh, yes,” said Nipper, returning, “if George 179 V sees a dog 
without a muzzle, he has full powers to go straight off to the nearest 
workhouse and endeavour to persuade the master to go and try and 
coax the Clerk of the Local Board to wheedle the School Board to 
request him (George) to seize the animal, provided that by that time 
he is able to find him.” 

“ Oh, that’s something practical,” we said, with satisfaction, “and 
is this district in which we are talking one of those in which the 
order isinforce?” .. . . 

“ Yes,” said Nipper, returning, ‘George 179 V says it is.” 

“Then just go and ask George whether yow ought not to havea 
muzzleon.” .. . 

“Why,” said Nipper, “now George comes to think of it, why, per- 
haps I ought. He says it never struck him before in that light.” 

“ What, in a practical light?” 

“Exactly. You see, George is an Englishman, and things don’t 
generally strike him in that sort of light, and the people who make 
the muzzling orders, and the people who have to enforce them— 
why, they’re all Englishmen, too—which accounts for the whole 
affair.” 
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New Leaves. 


_ THE Fine Art engravings in The Salon Christmas Number demand- 
ing most admiration are “In Confidence,” “Friday’s Dinner,” and 
“Pursued by Wolves”—the last for preference.— That essentially 
mother’s magazine, Baby, had a Christmas supplement with its 
December part, both amusing and instructive.—Whoso reads in The 
English Illustrated of this month Alfred Austin’s fine poem, “ Is life 
worth living?” will find that, for reasons therein set forth, “ Life is 
worth living still.” There is a remarkable sketch, “The Doll's 
House, and after,” by Walter Besant, and another instalment of Earl 
Lytton’s story, “The Ring of Amasis.” The architectural illustra- 
tions, by Reginald Blomfield, are the best in the number. — The 
Religious Tract Society’s Serials have their usual full complement of 
good reading and good engraving.—There is always a plenitude of 
exquisite illustrations in Scribner’s. The chief interest this month 
lies with those attached to “ Water Storage in the West,” and “ Tripoli 
of Barbary.” 

“Barnum and Jumbo's A B C (Frederick Warne & Co.). This is 
a brilliant book for boys and girls, with a profusion of pictures printed 
in pretty colours, and plenty of fun and frolic.—“Heigh-ho! fora 
Husband,” by Sarah Leighton (Remington & Co.), is a rather 
cleverly written story, cleverly illustrated by John Leighton, and 
makes a pleasingly presentable book. 





PENURIOUSNESS.— Preferring toast and water to champagne. 
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Starved Off. 


(Mr. Coroner Baxter recently held five inquests in one day at Poplar on people 
whose deaths had been either caused, or accelerated, by starvation! Someof these 
cases,'it was shown, might have been averted by judicious out-door relief.) 

MEN AND BROTHERS, FUN craves leave awhile to doff his cap and 
bells, 

And to throw aside mere mumming, while a tragic tale he tells— 

A tale which in the papers he has read with bated breath, 

Concerning five poor victims who were lately starved to death. 


A one-day's batch of inquests—all on earnest, struggling folk, 

Who'd succumbed at /ast—(through want of food) beneath Life’s 
galling yoke :— 

Succumbed ! ah, yes, but not till they had fought a long, long fight 

"Spite of Famine—wasted heart and limbs, and faces pinched and white ! 


“And can it be,”—you'll haply ask, “ that these were stricken down, 
To perish from starvation in this vast and wealthy town?” 

’Tis true, alas! and week by week do such around us die— 

Their sufferings never noted by a sympathetic eye. 

‘But the Poor Law! whit was that about?” you naturally ask— 
* Aren't most of us taxed heavily for this poor-relieving task ?” 
Tis true, indee |!—t«o heavily for some who toil to live, 

And yet to out-door cases little aid the Poor Laws give. 


They compel the anxious toiler, who at times no bread can win— 
And to whom some outdoor help would be a Godsend—to ‘go in”— 
Scant assistance do they give to those, who, spite of life-long gloom, 
Would slave all hours God sends them—to escape a pauper’s doom! 


What wonder, then, that many who regard the ‘“‘ House ” with dread— 
Work for a crust, and wait and hope—till even Hope is dead.— 
And that (their poor courageous hearts of life-b!ood drained at last) 
They fall upon the way—and then in paupers’ graves are cast ! 


The Coroner surmised that had these deaths occurred up West— 
More sympathy for starving folk might haply be expressed— 

Do we find, though, in the West End that benevolence holds more sway, 
(Considering the privileges) than in the East End, pray ? 

In the West, are there no starving poor, no want-worn toilers found ? 
Ah, yes—and in their thousands, too—with riches all around ! 
Throughout this mighty town, alas—there is strong need, be sure, 
For you—for me—for all, who can—to help the struggling poor ! 














COULD ANY ASSURANCE BE BETTER? 

Squire Foxley.— Of course I know that I’m not polished and that sort 
of thing; but I’ve always ridden straight to hounds, and always will.” 

Miss Fielding (who cannot help remembering how well a hunting 
costume becomes her).—“I've no doubt of that; but marriage, you 
know, is a leap in the dark.” 
'« Squire F. (eagerly).— Only say ‘yes,’ and I'll buy you a cob that 
will carry you over everything like a bird,” 
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MONSIEUR DIDNT SEE IT—A BIT. 

Jennie Jollidogue (to Pollie Prettypert),.—* Inclined to star-gazing, 
is he? Well, you should ride him on the curb.” 

The Intelligent Kureigner.—‘ Comment? ze curb. Ah, Mees 
Jollidogue, how you will have your joke; zat is so English because it 
is practical. If Mees Prettypert go ride her cheval upon ze vat you 
call curb, voila ! she will be vat you call run in.” 





The Very Newest Journalism. 


[The penultimate issue of The Nineteenth Century has a high-flown article, “ In Praise 
of London Fog.”)} 

SINCE it’s always our motto to move with the times, 
We to-night to our staff shall propose 

A few themes for their encomiastical rhymes 
And their best panegyrics in prose. 

We shall ask them to prove that commendable deeds 
Are the actions of burglars and thieves ; 

That the pathway of sin to Elysium leads, 
And the sinner our plaudits receives. 

They must e’en wnd voce extol to the skies 
All our Government’s tortuous ways ; 

They must stoutly uphold double-dealing and lies ; 
They must use their best efforts in praise 

Of all tyrants and sweaters, fanatics and frauds ; 
For abreast of the times we must jog, 

And the model “ Nineteenth” has a writer who lauds 
The despised Metropolitan Fog. 

Yes, our scribblers must show that a virtuous act 
Is the shedding of innocent blood ; 

That the Tories will ne’er by the nation be “ sacked,” 
And that Bomba’s a patriot good. 

They must prove that the needlessly-slippery path 
To our vestrymen’s credit redounds ; 

That the “beak” should be pounded with truculent wrath 
Who impounds the purloiner of pounds, 

They must tell us what brave benefactors have been 
All the builders who've jerrily built ; 

They must prove that than dirt there is nothing more clean, 
That there’s nothing so guiltless as guilt. 

Henceforward our bards must their eulogies raise 
To the wrongs they’ve delighted to flog, 

For no evil on earth is unworthy of praise, 
If a praiseworthy thing is the Fog! 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 46. 











Here you have him at any ordinary time of year, asking if this is 
his train, and receiving information in the terms, “ All right! Take 
yer seats, here!” 
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And this is he somewhere about Boxing Day, being anxiously asked 
his destination, tenderly escorted to his seat, and provided with a 
foot-warmer. 








Tom.—* 1 say, chappie, why doesn’t the German Ambassador wear 
a silk hat?” 

Harry. —* Give it up.” 

Tom.—* Why, because he’s Hatzfel lt (Ais hat’s felt).” Oh! 
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VERY “STRIKING.” 

_ City Friend.—* Here, I say, old man, this won’t do !—and in the 
city, too!” 

Shocking Old Party (who has been to the docks with a tasting 
order).—“ Wone do? Why not-a-do? can’t-be berrer (hic), been at th’ 
docks all day! regular-sh Dock Labourer now—not to keep my wife 
and family ; but labouring hard to KEEP MY LEGS!” 

_And then to make a joke of such a disgraceful thing, too. 
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A BIRTHDAY PARTY. 


WELL, I own I am a lunatic sometimes; but hang me if I can 
make out how I was fool enough to go to that precious Jones’ 
birthday kick up. Of course, I had to take the beggar something, 
though it seems rough enough that I should have to fling away my 
money in that fashion when there’s such a precious little of it about. 
To begin with, I had to waste half my day in worrying about what 
to buy him. First of all I thought a box of cigars. But what’s the 
good of giving good tobacco to a man who doesn’t know a Morales 
from a bundle of chickweed? Then I thought of taking hima pipe, oaly 
I won’t spoil my great-coat pockets to please anybody. Then I mide 
up my mind that I’d give him a silver cigarette case. I’d mach 
sooner have given him a hard kick ; it might have done him a deal of 
good. At anyrate,it would have done me good, having had to worry 
my mind for half a day over such an old fool as that. 

When I got there, of course he’d got ithe whole place packed with 
relatives like sardines in a box. When you thoroughly detest a man 
it’s bad enough to have to meet him, let alone bad editions of what’s 
a great deal too bad already. Of course he had a deaf elderly aunt 
with money among the rest of the lunatics. He’s just one of those 
sort of beggars who ask people he has expectations from to his house 
and then poison them with bad food. Of course I had to bawl to 
her down a speaking trumpet, “ The weather’s very bad, ma’am,” and 
of course she didn’t hear me properly, and answered, “ Yes, most 
people think I look very young for my age. I remember, sir, the 
Queen when she was a child and used to go about in a donkey-cart. 
It——” Of course I started the old imbecile on a perfect torrent of 
anecdotes that made my very back shiver. Then, of course, too, 
there was a fellow that I’d county-courted two years ago, and I was 
obliged to look pleasantly at him because he was one of Jones’ lot. 
The man’s next door toa thief, yet when he whispered, “ Let bygones 
be bygones. I’ve got over all my little difficulties now,” I had to take 
wine with him, As to getting over his little difficulties, one comfort 
is he didn’t get over me—the fellow was next door to a swindler. 
That's another advantage of going toa family party. Much good 
may it do you, I say. Then of course a lot of snub-nosed, Christmas- 
tart-stuffed children were brought in at dessert, and I had to look at 
them as if I quite admired them. I'd like to have seen all the older 
ones packed off safe to Feltham Reformatory. And I’ve got the 
rheumatism from going home in adamp hansom. Family parties! 
Confound ’em, I say ! DIOGENES TUBBS. 








Aberrations, 
Wy is infant school instruction like thunder and lightning ?— 
Because it is elementary. 


When is a cabman like an actor ?—When he is out in the rain and 
feels the hat trickle. 

Why is influenza like butter ?—Because it spreads. 

hk is plum-pudding not a plum-pudding ?—When it has been 
eaten, 


What pudding ought to be a favourite with prize - fighters ?— 
Batter. | 


When does a goose resemble a flower When it is being plucked, 
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SEEING IT IN. 
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(1) Stonebroke and Drifter got into their new ‘‘ diggings” about Christ- 
mas time, and thought it would be a bright idea to ask a pal or two round 
on the 3lst to help them to see the New Yearin. So they sent out a few 
invitations, (2) And really on the eventful evening, as they waited for 
their guests, they could not help remarking that ‘‘the spread looked up to 
Dick,” although they laid the table themselves. (3) However, as their 
friends did not put in an appearance, they were compelled to get through 
that banquet unaided—and a rattling good time they had of it, too. (4) 
At length, about 3 o’clock a.m., Drifter became so anxious at the non- 
appearance of the expected company, that he determined to go in search of 
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them, taking a lantern with him, in case they might have ‘‘losht” their 


way. He did not relinquish his quest until he had carefully explored the 
surrounding parishes. (5) Meanwhile Stonebroke took care of the house 
in his absence. (6) And the next day, when they were trying to — 
themselves together with cooling drinks sufficiently to sign the pledge, 
the invited ‘“‘pals” burst in upon them, bent on having a “high old 
time.” 

S. and D. are still trying to reason out how it was that they mistook the 
30th for the 31st. Their friends are under the impression that the invita- 


tions were a poor sort of hoax on their part. 











Delighted Cockney—“ Yes, my boy, I’ve taken quite a little farm 
down in Surrey, fowls and ducks and a flock of six sheep, so if you 
will come down and stop a week or two, I shall be able to give you 
kidneys every morning for breakfast.” 


BL 


She.—* Dear me, Gubbins, how is it that Malstrém is always so 
restless when I approach?” 
Groom (apologetically).—* Well, miss, he never could abide a plain 
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pusson.’ 
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REASON A-PARENT. 
YES, MY GUV'’NOR’S A QUEER-TEMPERED CHAP SOMETIMES, 
TO RIDE THAT HORSE THIS MORNING AND HE REF 


rf I] use d Vouth.—* 
POR Him! Wet, I WANTED 
RIDE HIM HIMSELF,’ 


SEE THAT HORSE HE’S ON!—HE GAVE TWO HUNDRED 
USED! GAVE NO REASON—SIMPLY SAID HE WANTED 








BR, Oh, badly ! 


The Eneezing Duet. 
SEE CARTOON, 

eres weak part ? 

S. This vile Influenza! why should it choose | 


I wonder 


8. Aye, sadly. 


me, 

BP, Well, l also have caught it as safe as can S. To suppress epidemics by law would be 
be, By thunder ! worth Exertion. 

S. One moment I’m hot as the fire, and the B, Test my recipe—nothing to beat it on 
next Nigh freezing. earth— Coercion. 

RB. And my system is being persistently vex’d S. May you ne'er feel as sick as I do, that is 

By sneezing. what I wish you, 
; — B, And I wish you the same, fora teazer I’ve 
S. 1 was led to imagine that Antipyrine ond - 
Detied it. -_ * 

B, Yet we both have our feet in hot water. | een. A-tienen | 
Quinine,— You've tried it? ? 

S. Ofcourse, Isn't Ireland now making you | RAGS AND TATTERS.—The irreconcileable 


foes of fashion. 


By the way, has that Portugal touch’d a 


| How It’s to be Done. 

THIS is the case of Tom and Bill: 

Bill’s a duffer and Tom has skill, 

Tom is never afraid of work, 

Bill is ever ready to shirk ; 

Tom, anyday, in an hour will do 

Quite as much work as Bill in two: 

So Bill’s chuck’d out and Tom remains ; 
“Then,”says Mr, Scalds,“ I must stop his gains.” 


‘“ How’s that?” says Tom; * what’s Bill to me 
Who've got a wife and children three? ” 
Says Mr. Scalds, ‘‘ That may be true, 

| But Bill must live as well as you ; 

Idler and duffer he may be, 

But he’s a workman, don’t you see ?— 

So you'll just stand aside, you will, 

Until your master’s took back Bill.” 
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(1) Mrs. Bird eloped with what hermate | (3) The price of coals is rising most | (5) A new fake to swindle passengers is | (7) An East End peapem clergyman, 
called an * Aquar-ium !” outrageously, say some, that our artist shows — —once vower to single life,— 
Bird took Aquari-umbrage and | Soon beyond all Walls’-end-urance The lost “ sov” (of course 4 bad one) | (East)-Ended this and took a local 
soon made his wife succumb. | will the nubblies’ price become. —to dodge “quid ”-nuncs we sup- | club girl for his wife. 
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| (4) In America if with a certain lady (6) A girl surmised her watch was o : df , the’ 
(2) Three girls with stolen money | you w would dance fliched one evening when ‘twas (3) A woman longe or six monthly 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 

HE ROY- 
ALT Y.— 
The bright- 
ness of 7ra 
la-la Tosca 
at the Roy- 
alty is a 
splendid 
antidote to 
the gloom 
of La Tosca 
at the Gar- 
rick. Al- 
though Mr. 

surnand 
commences 
characteris- 
tically by 
rhyming 
“ pester” to 
“siesta” (or 
trying to, 
for no mor- 
tal man 
could suc- 
ceed in 
doing it), rounding things off symmetrically and consistently, by-the- 
way, by finishing up with a couplet having “far” and “la” for its 

“end words,” and although his lines limp dreadfully more than once, 

he has very dexterously burlesqued the points of the original play 

(if you will allow me to call it so, seeing that it is only an adapta- 

tion), puts forth several very comical ideas and has imbued the whole 

with a spirit of very genuine fun, Fun, moreover, which has the 
additional merit of treading with downy softness (there’s no denying 
the “downy”) on adjacent corns—or avoiding them altogether. 





IN Miss Margaret Ayrtoun, whose wonderful reproduction of Mrs. 
bernard-Beere (‘‘ organ-tones”’ and all) never fails bya hair’s breadth 
throughout the five scenes of which she is the principal figure—Mr, 
surnand has a tower of strength, but the burlesque spirit is some- 
what wanting in the rest of the company. Miss Agnes Delaporte is 
handsome and dashing enough, and sings in something more than 
average form; Miss Laura Hansen works hard and not unsuccess- 
fully, and there is not much fault to find with Miss Liddon’s comical 
version Of Miss I.eclercg’s Queen of Naples, but none of these good 
people—not even Miss Ayrtoun—nor their subordinates dance, and a 
burlesque without dancing is like a pienic without salt. I'm aware 
this is hypercriticism, but the whole bit of fun is so thoroughly good 
that I grudge its not being as good as it might, could, and should be, 
The music is rather good music, though here and there a catchy or 
familiar air would be an advantage, and the costumes are handsome 
and effective. Messrs. L. and H. Nathan who supply them, however, 
display a not unnatural tenderness about burlesquing their own 
Garrick dresses, 








“on te Sule The Real Baron Searpia (loq),—" ] suppose one has to put up with 
vis Imitation business; but look here, 1 do know my part!” 


7? 


I PURPOSELY refrain from comment upon Mr. Ri 
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the first night is not that which he intends it to take eventually—I 
am told, indeed, that it is now not only a coherent, but a very 


amusing performance. This, 
however, does not excuse the 
wanton disrespect shown to the 
author in the first instance, 


THE VAUDEVILLE. — There 
are some very good points about 
the presentation of The School 
for Scandal, at present offered 
to anenlightenea pablic, at this 
theatre, although it is alreadya 
“seratch” affair. Of course, I 
(with the rest of the community) 
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am awaiting, with ever lessening ’ 
hope, the dawn of that happy 
day when Sheridan’s masterpiece 
will be played without the mar- 
vellous accumulation of conven- 7%, 
tional imbecilities which have // 
grown around it. Pending the — 
arrival of that day, however (if 
it is ever destined to come), we = « 
may find much to content our- 
selves in such a performance 
as Miss Winifred Emery’s Lady THE ROYALTY.—THE DELA-PORTE- 
Teazle; which shows all that RAIT PAINTER. 
one need wish of nature, fresh- 
ness, spontaneity and truth. Mr, Maude’s is a good 
Joseph, too (which will be better when he shakes 
down into it more), and Miss Coralie Owen does very 
full justice to the humours of Mrs. Candour, Mr. 
Maclean is a firm and forcible, if not over romantic 
Sir Peter, Mr. Thalberg a good Sir Charles, and Mr. 
I’, Thorne an unusually unobtrusive, but none the re 
less effective or amusing, Moses. Mr. J. 8. Blythe Fs 
spoilt a rather good Sir Oliver with over boisterous- g 
ness; and Mr.J.Gillmore made Sir Benjamin Back- y. 
bite rather more actively chuckle-headed than neces- 
sary. mar 
\ 
Nops AND WINKS, — This (Tuesday) afternoon 
Miss Annie Irish will show us Across Her Path at 
Terry’s. Miss Irish has herself adapted the play 
from a novel by Miss Annie 8. Swan. I wish every 
success to this study in Pathology.—My extra-special- ti 
under-deputy, etc., wishes to put in a reminder (on 
the strength of another look at it) that Zhe Middle- 
man is one of those things which oughtn’t to be hi 
missed. He has also taken a recent peep at Ruy * 
Blas (he hasn’t any pride, bless you!) and says the ré 
show is going with something like two-thousand horse tk 
Tuk Royarry, power, and beats a steam engine for “staying.”— se 
—TuKAntist Miss Amy Roselle is giving Tennyson’s Rizpah, in th 
PRIMES jp character, at the ‘y 
pRAWINGovr, Hmpire every eve- t] 
ning. It is a fine 
elocutionary performance, and, to 
their credit be it said, greatly pleased 
the audience on the night I formed 
part of it. I believe Miss Roselle 
will vary her recitations occasion- 
ally, and I only wish I could find 
time to hear the whole of them. 
Ye happy ones who can, make the 
most of your opportunities. — Mr. 
D’ Albertson tells me of great doings 
at the Avenue. They had Slavin 


there one evening to see Capel and 
Chevalier Slavin away at an imita- 
tion of the late fight; then on 
Twelfth Afternoon The Belles of the 
Opera children had a tea and a cake 
on the stage, and later on nine hun- 
dred Greenwich Royal Naval School- 
boys were asked to step in and see 
the show, and at the same time 
accept a bun and an orange per head. 
Acceptations were general.— Mr. 
Barnum will appear as “a story 
teller”’(oh, shocking !) for the benefit 


of poor Irish peasant workers and distressed Irish Ladies. on the 30th 
inst., at 4 Grosvenor Square, by permission of the Earl and Countess 
of Aberdeen, : 
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A SHILLING SHOCKLET. 
By a Lady of Title. 
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“TF A HUNDREDTH PART OF THE EVENING'S AMUSEMENT WOULD BUT SOBERLY 
BEAR THE MORNING'S REFLECTION, WHAT AN EXQUISITE SENSATION IT 
WOULD BE TO DIURNALLY RISE WITH THE INTENTION OF MAKING ANOTHER 
NIGHT OF IT!’ 


CHAPTER I. 
BEING NECESSARY AND EXPLANATORY, 

THE crash had come! The long impending doom was pronounced ! 
The direful Fates, unrestrained by any ladylike delicacy of feeling, 
had poured upon our de- 
voted heads the vials of 
their wrath, and —the 
brokers were in ! 

Dear old dad! How 
calmly he bore it all! 
Not a muscle of his ex- 
pressive face showed the 
inward torture he must 
have endured—nay, with 
a placidity and coolness 
worthy of his Spartan 
ancestry, he essayed to 
borrow a shilling from 
one of the vultures of the 
law, an endeavour which, 
I regret to say, was re- 
ceived with contumely 
and derision. 

Dear old dad is a 
churchwarden by profes- 
sion, with a bald head 
and a small income (how 
small, I am ashamed to 
acknowledge), though it 
is whispered among his 
enemies that it consists 
mainly of what he con- 
trives to filch from the 
collection bag, an asser- 
tion which, nee lless to add, is as false as it has proved disastrous. 

He has two weaknesses—rum and respectability. 

“ Let us be genteel or die!” I have heard him say while cleaning 
his soiled paper collar with an old toothbrush anda little prepared chalk ; 
‘“‘we can never, my dearest children, hope to adequately pay that 
respect to society which is its lawful due. Beside a claim like this, 
the payment of such trifles as rent and tradespeople becomes a mere 
secondary consideration. Pecky, I think you will find a little rum in 
the cupboard, my love. No! ah, then you must run round to the 
‘Lion and Toothpick’ for a quartern, and say I am hourly expecting 
the arrival of a remittance, and will settle to-morrow.” 





There are three of us children. 
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Dad, with a quaint fancy particu- 
larly his own, bestowed upon each 
of us the name of the districts in 
which we were severally born. 
Thus my sister and I are 
respectively Peckham and Totten- 
ham, while our brother by right of 
nativity lays claim to Whitechapel. 
These in the daily routine of 
familiar domestic intercourse be- 
come abbreviated to Pecky, Tottie, 
and Chappie. The patronymic 
common to us all is so constantly 
being chaaged that it is scarcely 
necessary to mention it here, 
though I believe the one in present 
use is Montressor. 

We have no mother, and buta 
dim recollection of one. Dad 
seldom speaks of her, but when 
he does he gazes meditatively at 
the kitchen poker, and sips his 


rum and water with an air of chastened content. 

Chappie is seldom with us, having numerous pressing engagements 
elsewhere that occasionally detain him for a considerable period, and 
from some of which he frequently returns with his hair cropped more 
closely than the prevailing fashion sanctions. He is twenty-four. 





When he attained his eighteenth birthday, Dad, having initiated him 
into the mysteries of the three-card trick, bestowed on him a fervid 
paternal blessing, and grasping him tenderly by the shoulder pointed 
to the door. Chappie took the hint—and his departure. It is only 
just to Chappie to add there is one vice he does not possess—idleness. 
He is continually doing something—at present he is doing “ time.” 

We two poor motherless girls have had rathera scrambling bringing- 
up, though we are both — particularly myself—highly educated, 
especially in the matter of slang and tobacco. We entirely differ in 
our personal characteristics. Pecky is tall—I am short. Pecky is 
fair, not to say carroty—I am dark. When I consult the cracked 
piece of looking-glass which, fastened by nails to the wall above the 
sink, constitutes our family mirror, what do I behold? A paleoval 
face, illuminated by a pair of dark pellucid orbs, one of which being 
slightly “ boss,” is given to looking in a different direction to its 
fellow, but this, though a defect in the ordinary sense of the word, 
gives in my case an additional piquancy to the expression. Nose 
tip-tilted ; mouth small and wicked-looking, though not very red— 
and that greedy Pecky has just used the last of the lip-salve; hair cut 
short and frizzed knowingly over a sweeping forehead ; eyebrows 
gracefully arched, as, goodness knows, they ought to be considering 
the time I spent in pencilling them this morning. 

But—Heavens !—the brokers are in! 

(To be continued.) 
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A Seasonable Blast. 
By A COLDED CONTRIBOTOR, 
I BLOW my nose !—In humour proud 
His bitter blasts grim Boreas blows, 
Whilst, ‘neath my influenza bowed, 
I blow my nose, 


Their pipes and flutes in festal shows 
Some blow ; and some an odorous cloud 
Of smoke: all this my state foregoes. 


Let others blow their trumpets loud, 
Intent their grandeur to disclose— 
Retiring from the noisy crowd 


I blow my nose. | Khwvit blowing. 









<i ight 
= Wet 
A FORCIBLE REASON, 
Vugrant.—*‘ I'm wery sorry, but I shall ‘ave to troul le you to get 
orf that seat, miss.” 
Miss Smart (indignantly ).—“ Indeed, and why? I uncerstood 
the seats were free.” 
Vagrant.—‘ Oh, yas, it’s on’y the chairs as yer pays for ; these ere 
benches is for the likes o’ you an’ me, but you'll ‘ave to get up ’cause 
I left my clay pipe ere just now, and you're a settin’ on it ; 1 can smell 


it burnin’,” [ She got up. 








34 FUN. JanvaRy 22, 1990. 


THOSE SAD DOGS! 


About once a day we read in the newspaper how a dog owner has been summoned for allowing his dog to be at large without a muzzle. It isa curious thing that the 
dog is always “only a puppy.” The circumstances, as explained by the defendant, usually run something like the following :— 
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himself up to the police man on duty. 


He is a mere puppy and takes nothing but milk.” 
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DIARY OF A STRIKER. 
(BEING AN ACCOUNT OF A GASSEDLY FAILURE.) 


April the First.—Me and my mates has bin a-talkin’ things over 


serious to-day. Fact is, the Cump’ny seems to think as they ‘ave the 
right to manage their 


own bisness, and em- 
ploy who they see fit ; 
but we thinks differ- 
ent. It is us as ought 
to decide ‘ow the bis- 
ness is to be carried on, 
and who is to be im- 
ployed, and everythink 
else ; s0 we've been a- 
talking of it over, and 
decided not to stand it 
no longer, but to jest 
smash up the Cump’ny 
if it don’t mind it’s ps 
and qs. 

Later.— Things as 
come to a’ed, There’s 
three fellers as we've 
decided oughten’t to be imployed by the Cump’ny, ’cos we hain’t took 
a fancy to ’em: so we held a meetin’ to-day, and decided to tell the 
manniger as he must discharge them three fellers. I was depooted 
to see ‘im, and in I goes. 

“Wot can I do for you?” ses he; and I tell him. 

“ And s'pose I refuse to do it?” ses he; “what'll you do then?” 

“Smash up the Cump'ny,” ses I, prompt like, bein’ prepared 
with it. 

“Ow are yer goin’ to begin?” ses he. 

This was just the cue as I was a-waitin’ for, to come down with my 
smasher ; and down I comes with it ! 

“W’y,” ses 1, ‘ME AND MY MATES ’LL STRIKE!” 

Then I waited for ‘im to turn pale and go down flop on his knees— 
but he didn’t. I wasa bit took aback; ‘specially when he ses, cool 
as ennythink :— 

“He, he! Excuse my sniggerin’! Go it—fire away !” 

I thought, p'r’aps, he ‘adn’t understood me ; so I ses :— 
“P’r’aps you didn’t ketch my words? I sed as ME AND MY MATES 
UD STRIKE!” 

He didn't turn pale, not he: on the contry, he larfed. 

“ He’s mad,” thinks I to myself ; “that’s it, he’s mad.” 


Subsequently.—Me and my mates has determined that we'll stand 
to our threat, and teach the Cump’ny a lesson. We're a going out 
next Saturday, and, in course, the Cump’ny ‘ll smash up the same 
day. But they'll never be eech fools as to cut their own throtes like 
that ; they'll give in. 








Saturday.—They hain’t give in! on the contry. Werry rum it is, 
and no mistake ; but they'll be smashed on Monday. 


__ Monday.—Blest if they are; they’re a-goin’ on with their work as 
if nothink had ‘appened ; so me and my mates have held a meetin’ 
and decided as the Cump'ny carn't ha’ reelized the great an’ crushin’ 
fact of our ‘aving struck; and I've bin depooted to go and havea 
interview with the manager, jest to bring it to his notice. 
I've bin and seen the 
my - manager,and blest if 7 can 
Tor. understand it ! 
| Seana “Well,” ses he, “ what 
| might you want?” 
“W’y,” ses I, bringin’ 
down my second smasher 
with a’ impressiv’ voice, 
“WE'VE STRUCK!” 
He didn’t turn pale no 


| more’n he did afore; he 
| jest ses, “Oh, ah, yes, so 

Ni 

ih | 








=== 


you have: I had really 
forgot it.” 

“Wot!!” ses I, “forgot 
wt!!! But hain't you 
ruined ?” 

‘* Not as I knows on,” ses 
he, “wen we are I'll let 
you no,” 

* But,” ses I, 'a-keepin’ 
tomy pi we've hk! 
and wot's more, we won't come hack till shen Fay / . are 

" But I don't want yer back,” ses he: “ your places is filled up.” 

I thinks p'r'aps he hadn't ‘eard agen. so I repeats, ‘‘ We're rosiae 
determined about it—we won't come back!” | 











Then he ses as he was reely very bissy, and couldn’t waste no more 
time, and out I goes and tells my mates. 


Tuesday.—Me and my mates has held a meetin’ and decided to give 
the Cump’ny another charnce, ’specially as we feels a bit hungry. So 
we've sent in a note to the manniger, orfering to see him and talk the 
matter over in a’ ammicable spirit, with a vew to some kind o’ com- 
promise. 

Well, this is a rum go! Blest if the manniger hain’t sent a 
message back, sayin’ as he don’t require to be seen, and don’t want 
no ammicable spirit, nor no kind o’ compromise, and'll be ableegd if 
we'll go away and not bother ’im enny more. 


Next day.—Not wantin’ to be too’ard on the Cump’ny, me and my 
mates have 'eld a meetin’ and decided to wait at the “Three Pint 
Pots” to give the manniger a charnce of comin’ in to say as he'll 
give in and be very grateful if we'll return to work. 


Day after.—We waited all day yesterday, but the manniger didn't 
turn up to give in; so we think as it ‘ud be only fair to go round and 
see him and arsk him if he'd like to give in afore matters goes any 
further, and I’m depooted to go and give him the charnce. 

Blest if he hain’t told the feller at the gate not to let me in, and 
sed as I was to be given in charge if I wouldn't go away and let him 
alone! I’ve jest explained to the feller at the gate as we're still 
willin’ to come to terms, ani the feller larfed and ses as he dessayed 
we Wos, 

Subsequently.—Me and my mates has decided that the Cump’ny 
havin’ forfooted enny right to consideration sha’n’t have no further 
charnce, specially as they won't ’ave nothink to say to us wotever. 
We therefoar consider ourselfs free to aksept work helseware—that 
is, if we can git it. 





ANTICIPATION.—Eating one’s cake before it is baked. 

















CONNUBIALITY. 
Mrs. Bliss.—* I'm sure, Alfred, 7thought the piece very interesting, 
and should have liked to stay and see the end of it.” 
Mr, Bliss.—“ And weep more slops ; and make the people about 
you think that you saw yourself in the ill-used wife! think you 
might have a little more consideration for appearances in public,” 
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Our Poet Has Got It! 
I.—OvuR POET (loqguitur): 
THE malady’s coming, it’s coming, 

my dear, 
I know it! I know it! I know 
it! 
Sneeze again, freeze again, weak 
in the knees again,— 
All things conclusively show it ! 


See my poor hands, how they 
tremble, my dear,— 
Go it! oh, go it! oh, go it! 
Shake again! quake again! All 
my bones ache again : 
How can I pose as a poet? 
The fact is, I’ve zot it, I’ve got it, 
my dear; 
It’s the curst Influenza,—I know 
it! 
Toes are all froze again : nose over- 
flows again, 
Blow it, it’s useless to blow it! 


Editor’s waiting, he’s waiting, my 
dear ! 
Waiting a song from his poet : 
Write to him quick again, tell him 
I’m sick again ; 
Ask him to kindly forego it! 
Send for a doctor, a doctor, my 
dear ! 
suy me (in hopes to o’erthrow 
it) 
Quinine and drugs again, blankets 
and rugs again ; 
slow the expense, madame,— 
blow it ! 


I],—His BETTER HALF (se/z- 
ing a rolling-pin) : 
Stow it, you boozer, you boozer of 
beer ! 
Stow it! oh, stow it! oh, stow 
it ! 
Up to your tricks again,—drunk 
on Old Six again,— 
March off to bed 
throw it ! 





or Lill 


JUDGING by their silly cackle 
over the Serpa Pinto affair, the 
Portuguese ought to change the 
latter ~ in their name foran eé,and 
to be called, in future, the Portu- 
geese ! 





He who runs may Reid. 

IT now has gone the journalistic 
rounds, 

That he who gave the hundred 
thousand pounds, 

For London convalescent’s urgent 
need, 

Is one who bears the name of Peter 
Reid. 

If this be so, it is, without doubt, 
seen, 

That this isa Reid on which ’twere 
wise to lean ; 

And even if he should not long 
survive us 

He will for aye be Peter Reid-de- 
vivus ! 


I’'w Tommy Atkins, as you see, And when we're off to Foreign 
My equal you caa't find me; climes, For her mothers close beside her; 
For I march to the tune of a fiddle-de- Why, surely then I'll bind me And she waves back to mea fond adoo 


dee, Tocome back again to the girl I love 
And my knapsack slung behind me, 





And when on the plains of a foreign land When a smash on the helmet laid me low, And when I got back to the camp 
I looked about to find me 

A foeman worthy of my steel, 
With the enemy close behind me, 





And we followed the captain bold and Andthecaptainecrept up tothe trench 


To the scene of the clisaster, {brave To see what he could tind him, With bayonet fixed and shining, 
And we skirmished around on the enemy's And he found two warriors and a And spears the Goose at the Darkie's 
ground wench, feast, 


Where the smoke was rising faster. 





And then we marched back to the camp, 
With the Goose borne high behind me, 
While the enemy howl for their native fowl, Of the deed of daring in the field 
But the captain forward signed me, 
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And the girl I love is faithf 



























































As the vessel parts us wider, 
And the black gal left b-hini me, 


Auda steel fork stuck behind me, The captain stood and eyedime, 

I measured my length on the native soil, With me helmet smashed and me 
And the hot sands nearly blind me, brains all bashed, 

Put my musket still beside me, 


Then Tommy Atkins is ordered up 


But they didn’t seem to mind him. 


With the enemy loft repininz. 


re 





And when I got back safe again 
To where you'll always fiad me 

I fell on the breast of the girl I love, 
And my medal dragged behiad me. 


In front of all the tro >ps drawn out 
The gen2ral tells the story 


For England, home and glory. 











£E port Illustrated by £rt. 

THE collection of pictures, sculpture and other objects of interest 
now on view at the Grosvenor Gallery, taken altogether, forms 
perhaps one of the most beautiful and attractive collections ever 
brought together. Of the pictures, to say that there are over fifty Es: 
examples of Sir E. Landseer alone would «lraw the public, but there 
are examples of the best artists, ranging from Albert Durer down to 
men of to-day. Too much credit cagnot be given the executive com- 













mittee in their various departments, and to their vice-chairman, 
Archibald Stuart Wortley, for what may be called the Natural History 
branch of the show. The Exhibition is sure to be a great success ; 
we feel that the Grosvenor Gallery will be crowded right through the 
season. 





SWEARING,—Taking a base advantage of the confiding nature of 
a language, 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 47. 








Here he is declaring that if he can't have everything entirely his 
own way he’s going on strike, and that’s all about it, and off he goes, 
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And here he is a little later, expressing the opinion that it is high 
time that the harmony between employer and employed, so wantonly 
disturbed by the masters, should be restored. 











THE PoLicy BELOVED oF ScHooLBOYs,—That of Master-ly 
Inactivity. 
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OVERHEARD AT “HALF-TIME.” 


Charlie (who has just got a black eye).—“Well, Maudie, I am 
rather afraid I have got a tap on the eye.” | | 

Maudie-—“Oh! Charlie, dear; you have, indeed: how horrid! 
And we are to be married to-morrow, and our delightfully planned 
honeymoon (sobs). I shall have to go and spend it all by myself.” 





THE SHIFTING WEHATHERCOCK, 


I'VE been watching that weathercock out of my window for the 
last fortnight. There it swings—hanged if it hasn’t gone into another 
quarter the last five minutes! It’s been jumping about like that 
every day. People talk about influenza till I’m sick of hearing of it. 
The weather alone is enough to set all the undertakers’ men drinking 
for joy. And the doctors, too, for the matter of that; and the 
chemists-in their confounded shops, and all the rest of it. Why, last 
Sunday week morning I went out for a walk and got actually sun- 
burnt; and in the evening white frost was on the ground, And the 
result is I’ve got a liver like a petrified sponge. Splendid climate 
this, isn’t it? I don’t know whether to spend the day sitting on the 
kitchen fire, or to buy a peck of penny ices and fill my pockets with 
them. 

When I was a boy, winter was winter, and summer was summer: 
not that I cared about any of your old fashioned winters, as they 
callthem. Fancy—yes, I fancy myself being packed up in straw in 
a four-horse coach, going down to Yorkshire, or somewhere or the 
other. Nice job that was. You had to pack yourselves with scores 
of shillings’ worth of bad brandy before you could feel that you 
weren't being slowly frozen to death. And then what joy was there 
in eating a lot of beastly cooked stodge, that people used to call 
Christmas fare? But I’m glad, anyhow, that we don’t have so much of 
that particular kind of rubbish nowadays. Of course, Sunday week 
morning, when the sun was warm and the sky was blue, and all that 
sort of nonsense, the birds began singing away as if they were all the 
worse for liquor. Jones wanted to make out that this was quite 
affecting. Asif I cared whether a sparrow was making a row like a 
squeaking oven door, or whether he wasn’t. All I know is that I got 
precious hot, and had a bad cold afterwards. That was the special 
advantage of the weathercock pointing to the south. The butchers, 
too, have had all their meat spoilt with the wind dancing about back- 
wards and forwards, and that can’t do any particular good, I'm sure. 

As far as the warm nights, too, are concerned, it seems to me that 
all the benefit arising from that is the cats squall away more than 
ever, and make you feel mad to get out of bed and throw chunks of 
coal or whatnot at them. There’s a cat that lives a few doors off 
from me, that, if I’d the chance, I’d contrive to put an end to if it 
had ninety lives. Warm winter, indeed! who wants it? And a nice 
fog that was the other day! Why, in Regent Street every cab looked 
as if it was struggling through a slough of despond of pea soup. 
We've had a great deal too many different samples of weather lately, 
so I tell you. Hang the weather, I say! DIOGENES TUBBS. 








The Morning’s Reflection. 

Doting and Aldermanic Father.—‘ Well, my boy, so you've been 
to your first public dinner? Come, tell us all about it. Did they give 
youagoodfeed? Eh? Um, well, didn’t you enjoy the dinnerand the 
speeches ?” 

Livery First-born (the “ Richard Brinsley” of the family ).— 
“ Dinner and speeches—No—stuff and nonsense ! ” 
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A Lover’s Lament. 


[A lover, lately advertising in the Agony Column, pathetically 
concluded his remarks to his lady-love with the following words, 
“TI cannot afford this medium, dear!” The following lay is offered 
for the use of all similarly situated ] 


ALAS! my anguish is intense, 
Oh, lady mine, yea, lady mine! 

The Agony Column means expense, 
Billets therein cost much per line. 
The merest utterance, sweet and fond, 

For less than five bob can’t appear ; 
So, by the post let’s correspond,— 
I can’t afford this medium, dear. 


Ah, Apt Advertisement’s artful aid, 
Is often useful, as we know; 
But ’twixt us twain, love, I’m afraid 
Such messages can no longer go. 
I’ve had to knock off my cigars, 
And can hardly afford a glass of beer ; 
Then let us meet beneath the stars,— 
I can’t afford this medium, dear. 


What we in Agony Columns spend 

To call each other “ loves ” and “ pets,” 
Towards paying my tailor’s bill would tend, 

Or clear up other galling debts. 
If banked, these sums might buy also 

Some furniture when wedlock’s near. 
Then correspond per G.P.O.— 

We can’t afford this medium, dear, 











Not Doll-ce Far Niente. 

THE New Hospital for Women being in need of the 
dollars, an Exhibition and Prize Competition of Dressed 
Dolls is the happy idea hit upon to raise the wind, and 
get that excellent institution out of the doll-drums. 
As the show will comprise every variety of doll, from 
the hard, but humble, “ Dutch,” up to the lordly “ wax” 
with the latest mechanical “inside,” the Exhibition 
ought to be an interesting and anything but a doll—beg 
pardon, we mean a dull one; and amusing not only to 
children but to a-dollts. We don’t know the Secre- 
tary’s name, to whom entries should be sent, but we 
shall think it little short of a public calamity if it 
doesn’t turn out to be A-Doll-Fuss. 
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Essence of Romance.—No. 1. 
AN IDYL OF THE BEACH. 
I MET her on the lone sea-shore, 
And own that I was there to meet her: 


For I had seen her there before, 
And had resolv’d that I would greet her. 


She was a simple fisher-maid, 

Her hair flowed freely o’er her shoulders, 
As by the low sea-marge she stray’d, 

Amid the countless green-clad boulders, 


Yes, I had set my heart that day, 

On getting from her, in full measure, 
Whate’er the price I had to pay, 

A portion of her maiden treasure. 
Let none mistake me—let no brow 

Be knit with reprehensive wrinkles !— 
My only purpose was, I vow, 

To purchase of that “ winkler”—winkles, 





Warranted Thoroughly Moral. 

Why is love always covetous?— Because it is in- 
separable from Cupid-ity. 

Of all the passions, which is the most purifying ?— 
It’s hope (soap). 

For what is fortune represented to be blind ?—Pos- 
sibly to save her from the vexation of seeing how often 
her favours are badly used. 

Why is extreme poverty respectable ? — Because, 








being destitute of everything, it has nothing either to TARY ICRFALUT 1 i 
be proud or ashamed of. yaes Me Ny TAY TED 
Who are most likely to be impressed by generosity ’— Aen! | \ 7a 


Tipsy people, who “ see double.” THE IRISH PANTOMIME. 


only its own, but somebody else’s reward. ’ 











Bi To CORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions, In no case will they be returned unless 
accompanted by a slamped and directed envelope, 
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. Pen, Pais ayer 
Wora lubly gal ! Dat de gal make Gefce right side ob her mudder, de widder — dat~ Sunday 500f Gort feI&h de 


gal, sa no chance ' 






At | wife if she hab me! a a berry unporiantt i ting © do, ct? 





















Golly a 
Hat-gal be 
—_ / L i hke her 
' “ie % praps . 
ekrusalem! The say She hab me “you want my gal ! CAPE? feolin’ round me Qs chile hab noting more 
right nuff iPher mudder say Yes ebber so hong! Gir along , you black mggah! ” CED 1% do wid her’ 
“The Beeswing.”—(SEE CARTOON.) Lord §., if for a drink inclined, A Po(pe) Pourri. 
THAT dark red wine which once became With Serpa Pinto in his mind _ [The Pope has had a fortune left him ; but the will 
Especially well known to fame— And African disputes combined is tobe contested.) — 
When gentlemen with gout were lame With measures of a stringent kind, TIS an anxious time now for the Pope— 
Through quafling largely of the same, | A happy omen, too, might find He has with a large fortune been blest ; 
May still, these latter days, lay claim Drawn from the selfsame source ; But a “ somebody ” lives in the hope 
Some virtue to possess : | And if, whilst sampling on the spot That from him this fortune he’ll wrest. 
Its vogue grows less, its glory dim : | 4 bumper af a tenite lot None of Leo Thirteenth’s kith and kin 
Yet he who sees the beeswing swim is wien, enna’ z k’d hj hat Would like Leo’s downfall to see— _ 
Close to his glass’s crystal brim | D ies if, ‘dh ix yi oa ieee If his rival this (Pont)- tiff” should win, 
Can feel a joy, for ’tis to him eran SEER 28 Ges, He would surely un-Pope-ular be. 
(Moved by a superstitious whim) | He'd say, as probably as not, r 
A portent of sucess, | “Why, Port, you gal, of course. VIRTUE.—The “sour grapes” of vice. 
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(1) A Viennese snip, quite too poor for 
c—-~the Pharisees, 
Going off in a train and a packing- 
case, Paris sees. 
(2) One infested by rats, let his dog 
(out of gratitude) 
Muzzleless roam. Doggie liked not 
their (r)at-titude. 
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(3) A worn, wounded horse, drawing 
flint-carts so wearily, 
Saved from this yoke, starts 
brougham use cheerily. 
(4) This tall son of Anak, and wife, 
while most fistical, 
Were arrested, which ‘Ary fancied 
Anak-ronistical. 


for 





(5) For professional tennis girls came 
an advertisement,— 
Not in New Tennis-see, but ON 
England. No hurt is meant. 
(6) When saluting the ladies in any 
bleak latitude, 
Men in future their chapeaux won't 
raise for the (h )attitude. 








(7) Two ladies the stealers of furbelow 
schemed to be— 
“Vur”-below honesty both of them 
seemed to be. 


(8) A vast bed of pearls out in Kansas 
is said to be, 
So of pearl-oiners there's some 
cause in dread to be! 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 


HE EMPIRE.—Mdlle. Vanoni 
has re-arrived amongst us; she 
has spread her (chanson) nettes 
once more and captured the 
entire Empire. Mademoiselle is 
certainly very lively. She sings 
one song about soldiers 
(actually!) “with imitations,” 
from which I gather that the 
French army has a habit of 
leaping well into the air, coming 
down with a good, firm, double 
stamp, and marching away on 
its heels with lengthy strides 
and jerky wriggles at the waist. 
Which is really very interesting 
and looks well in pink. 


THE PRINCE OF WALES’.— 
Marjorie has been pronounced a 
success by an overwhelming mar- 
joriety. Such a result is the 
just reward fora pretty, if slight, 
story, lyrics neat in workman- 
ship and graceful in fancy, music 
most pleasantly melodious, and 
mounting tasteful in the extreme. I won’t say there are no flaws. 
lirst and foremost, some of the lines spoken by Miss Phyllis Brough- 
ton are in outrageously bad taste; they are not in the least funny, 
and the vulgarity of the allusion makes one’s blood run cold. Then 
Mr. Coffin’s genial personality quite swamps the villainous side of 
the wicked Karl’s character, and the performance of the hero bya 
lady, irrespective of who the lady may be, places a heavy discount 
against the love interest, Miss Huntington and Miss D’Arville may 
hug and kiss each other enthusiastically all through the piece but will 
never succeed in raising (in the masculine bosom at anyrate) any 
other feeling than a wistful envy of them both. Their love-making 
reminded me of Josh Billing’s description of two women kissing. He 
said it was like trying to strike fire with two flints. 





Tuk EMPIRE. Letour dela Vanoni! 
Retour-al lal looral lal lay! 


ALL the same, if it isn’t all it might be, it is,as it stands, one of the 
prettiest entertainments I have seen. Mr. Slaughter’s music is simply 
delicious, without a strained strain in the whole score—there are 
twenty-six numbers in this score—such is the liberality of the 
management, There’s a trio in the first act (splendidly sung) 
which took me captive at once; and if Misses Huntington and 
D’Arville and Mr. Coffin would come and sing it to me once a 
week for the rest of my natural life, I think I could die happy. 
As for songs for singing young lady and gentlemen amateurs to 
carry around in rolls and cases, and warble to immense applause, 
why they swarm—positively swarm—and I expect to hear “ Dear 
little maid I love so well,” and Mr. Coftin’s drinking song at every 
turn (not Music Hall turn) for months to come. 
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THE PRINCE OF WALES'..—Tu! FREE'D MAN MAKING A LITTLE TOO FREER, 


_ THE play is excellently cast. Miss Huntington—except that she 
is not male enough, and I don’t see how she is to get over that difti- 
culty—is a first rate Wilfrid, gallant and chivalrous of bearing: that 
she was a bit out of voice was a passing defect, of course : I wish I 





could say as much for some affectations of pronunciation. Miss: 
Phyllis Broughton is a sprightly Cicely, and gives us one of: her 
graceful drapery dances, so that there is great joy among the 
Phyllistines. Mr. Monkhouse is very funny, and will be funnier, as 
the free’d man, Gosric. Mr. Hayden Coffin has, perhaps, never been 





THE PRINCE OF WALES’.—“ HA! HE’S (S)COFFIN AT ME!” 


seen to better advantage, and Miss Camille D’Arville sang with 
uncommon sweetness and ease, 


MADAME AMADI’s singing is capital, too, so is her sense of fun. 
Mr. Ashley has lost none of his humour either, so I did my best to 
lose none of it too. Mr. F. Wood pursues the even tenor of his way 
through the piece, doing good vocal service—which is something 
more than lip service—which should not be overlooked. Three elabo- 
rate sets and some strikingly tasteful and artistic costumes (done by 
Alias, prince of costumiers, from sketches by Wilhelm, prince of 
designers), illustrate the story, which is, furthermore, ‘‘ produced by 
Augustus Harris.” 


TERRY’S (Vorning).—Miss Annie Irish has adapted Across her 
Path to the stage skilfully enough, and played the heroine with an 
unobtrusive skill and truth which was soul-soothing and satisfying to 
the too often tortured critic. But the story concerns that same re- 
markably silly young woman with the harmless secret, with which 
she succeeds in making herself and all her friends very uncom- 
fortable, and is not likely to command much popularity. An absence 
of the comedy element is (naturally) a “serious” fault, too. I cannot 
close these remarks without favourable reference to the magnanimity 
of the baronet who forgives his 
future bride for having a father who 
follows the degrading occupation 
of a journalist. Mrs. Brooke’s 
Scotch is good. 


NopDs AND WINKS.—The second 
conversazione of the Salon de 
Réunion was honoured with my 
presence. Music, recitations, etc., and 
the conversation of fair women and 
brave men wiled away the fleeting TO PPS 
moments till my cabman said he eV pis 
wanted to go home and change 
his horse (which, however, he 
seemed unwilling to do, though I gave 
him permission). A very pleasant 
evening, only why Salon, when 
there is a Salon of the same kind 
already ?— Miss Cissy Grahame, 
“notwithstanding all reports to 
the contrary,” will open poo. a 
about Feb. Ist, with Mr. Jerome's dc 
farcical comedy. “ Notwithstanding 
all reports to the contrary,” this is 
Miss Grahame’s own venture; and, 
“notwithstanding all reports to the 
contrary,” what the dickens does it matter to anybody but the ‘lady 
herself whether it is or not? However, “notwithstanding all 
Teports to the contrary,” I wish ker well in her plucky attempt. 

NESTOR. 
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THE PRINCE OF WALES’.—THE 
YOUNG AND DANCESOME 
COUNTESS, 
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A SHILLING SHOCKLET. 
By a Lady of Title. 





CHAPTER II. 
EN WHICH I OBTAIN A SITUATION AND WE LOSE OUR FURNITURE. 





“ LOOK ’ere, old cockalorum,” said the shorter of the two vultures, 
turning to dad, who sat composedly smoking a long clay, while Pecky 
and myself assisted nature by 
giving an extra tilt of lofty 
scorn to our disdainful noses, 
“don’t let me and my mate 
disturb the ’armony of your ’appy 
fireside. All we wishes is to 
make ourselves as agreeable as 
possible, only, of course, when 
you tries to touch us for a bob 
you outrages our purfeshnal 
dignity. Now we'll just step 
upstairs and commence the hin- 
ventory, and when that’s finished 
we'll make ourselves comfortable 
in the wash’us and give you no 
trouble at all till they comes to 
cart the things away.” 

“Tam grateful for your delicacy 
of feeling,” returned dad, care- 
fully wiping an imaginary tear 
from the corner of his left eye. 
“Tt is a very painful thing, my 
friend, to be ruthlessly despoiled 
of household goods which, though 
in themselves insensible, are yet 
made sacred by that halo of 
sanctity which long association 
and possession throws around 

= even the humblest utensil of 
domestic use.” 

“Why, lor’ bless yer, guv’nor,” ejaculated the vulture, pausing at 
the door which opened upon the staircase, “if I’ad that there bald 
‘ead o’ yourn, and that there gift o’ the gab, blowed if I wouldn’t be 
a vestryman or a dook at the very least. You’re sure to fall on yer 
feet, you are, wherever you goes;” and placing his finger on the 
side of his nose, in token of profound admiration, he disappeared up 
the staircase, closely followed by his fellow bird of prey. “ Fortu- 
nately,’ observed dad, philosophically, “what little furniture we 
possess has not yet been paid for, so, despite the cold blooded cruelty 
of our unnatural landlord, we shall be little worse off than heretofore. 
However, suppose we hold a committee of ways and means, or rather, 
a council of war. Pecky! was that a knock at the door? Pecky 
vanished, but returned almost 
immediately, accompanied by :a 
small dirty faced boy witha terrific 
squint, who carried a large string 
of onions in one hand, and held a 
letter tightly grasped in the other. 

“Tt’s that little wretch Johnny 
Stumpleaf,” she snapped, “and he 
insists on seeing you.” 

“Please, miss!” chimed in 
Johnny, “mother said as I was to 
give this inter yer own ’and, and 
can yer send ’er that fifteen pence 
yer borrowed last Saturday ?” 

The latter portion of his sentence 
was unheeded, for seizing the 
missive, which was thickand heavy, 
and bore a large black seal, I tore 
it open, and, mastering its contents 
ata glance, burst into a wild yell 
of triumph, and then waving the 
open epistle aloft, executed a 
frantic pas seul of mingled delight 
and defiance, to the utter astonish- 
ment of dad and Pecky, and the 


unrestrained satisfaction of Johnny Stumpleaf. 


“Why, in the name of——!” gasped dad. see 
“ Now shut up, you dear old duffer! ” I exclaimed, sinking grace- 


fully into the coal scuttle, exhausted by my efforts,“ and I'll explain 
everything, “In the first place,” taking a small printed cutting 
from my pocket and throwing it towards him, “ read this! 
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He read aloud :—“ Required by a young lady of taste and'refine- 
ment, a situation as governess or companion to a young nobleman of 
good social position. Highest references given and expected. 
Address, stating full particulars, together with amount of salary 
offered, to Miss Montressor, care of Mrs. Stumpleaf, Greengrocer, 
Bulldog Row, Hackney Downs.” 

“And now this,” and I tossed him the letter just received. He 


again read :— “THE MOAT, DISMALBURY. Thursday. 
“The Ear] of Bloodwort presents his compliments to Miss Montressor, 
and, in answer to her advertisement in the Hackney Trumpeter, 
begs to state he is desirous of obtaining the services of a governess 
for his only son, Viscount Mandrake. The education of Viscount M. 
has, owing to peculiar family circumstances, been somewhat neglected, 
but with the exception of chronic melancholia and occasional attacks 
of homicidical mania (to which he is unfortunately subject), Miss 
M. would find him an agreeable, tractable and docile pupil. He is 
twenty-six years of age. The highest salary the Earl of B. could 
offer would be six hundred (£600) per annum, but this would not 
include washing. In the event of Miss M. feeling disposed to come 
for twelve months on trial, the Earl of B. would suggest Wednesday 
next as the most convenient date. References can be exchanged in 
the interim. The Earl of B. likewise begs to inform Miss M. that 
she will be expected to bring with her a cup and saucer, tea-spoon, 
knife and fork and two pillow cases.” | To be continued, 
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A Chance for a Shin-dicate. 


Suns of beef have gone up to a price alarming, 
Most likely because of our climate charming ; 
But some people say 
(Don’t men-shin it, pray— 
If you do, you may haply get thrown through a “ windy”) 
That unless the price falls, there will be a (beef)-shin-dy ! 
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A CAREFUL MAN. 
Mabel.—“ Johnnie, how rude of you! You hardly raised your cap 
at all when Miss Bellasis passed, and she is always so nice to you.” 
Johnnic.—“ That’s just where it is, don’t you know—when a girl’s 
so partial to a man: if he pays her much attention she begins to think 
he’s serious.” 
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Essence of Romance.—No. 2. 
OH, HIS OFFENCE 
WAS RANK. 
SCARCE twelve months wed- 
ded, Portia seeks 
From gay Bassanio separ- 


ation, 
And brings before the solemn 
beaks 
A dreadful tale of immo- 
lation. 
What has he done? Why, 
everything 
A husband bent upon 
destroying 
His poor wife’s peace of 
mind can bring 
| To bear against her that’s 
annoying. 


But what’s the worst thing 
he has done,— 
His darkest, cruellest 
manceuvre ? 
Of her back hair made heart- 
less fun, 

And punned upon her 
dress-improver ! 
Enough! the Court is 

satisfied 
That full _ protection 
should be lent her ; 
No wife, it holds, should 











“BRITISH WARRIORS OF THE PAST.’ 
Suggested by a visit to “Waterloo” (Ashley Place). 


be so tied, 
No husband in such ways 
torment her. 











TURF CUTTINGS. 
TO THE EDITOR OF “ FUN.” 


Sir,—Observation makes it clear that spring will very soon be 
here ; and when its balmy breezes blow and crocuses peep forth, you 
know, and lambs begin to skip and bleat, and youths and maids in 
secret meet, and “charing”’ women, fat and lean, invade the house 
and clean and clean, Trophonius attends on fate and ceases then to 
hibernate—in other words, the dry old chip pokes forth his nose and 
gives his tip. I think I see you, all this while, suffused with a 
derisive smile, and murmuring, “ A pretty thing to gabble thus about 
the spring, when winter’s not half drained his cup, and shows no 
sign of ‘packing up!’” But that’s the way with all you chaps who 
think you know a lot! Perhaps you do, my boy; but, anyway, the 
spring is coming, as I say—you take my tip as strictly true (and put 
your money on it, too). If scepticism still obtains in what you’re 
pleased to call your brains, and your perception is so dense, no more 
I'll keep you in suspense, but show you plainly what I mean by 
“spring is coming.” Sir, I’ve seen (it proves your prophet never 
naps) the entries for the handicaps! There! After that, I s’pose I 
may presume you've nothing more to say, and, consequently, I am 
free to try and see what we shall see. 

It's rather premature, no doubt, to judge before the weights are 
out, but I shall do so if I like, and one or two my fancy strike, which, 
spite of handicapping don, you ought to keep your eye upon. 
Sabrina, which I much admire, is entered for the Lincolnshire: 
Wise Man as well and Evergreen, L’Abbesse de Jouarre and—yes— 
Rosine. Why Not and Ballot Box, old pal, are fair ones for the 
National, and Silver Spur may wake you up (or Dauntless) for the 
Crester Cup. Next week a race at Sandown Park may eall for 
crit.cal remark, and, circled round with jest and quip, elicit my 
unequalled tip. . 

There'll also be a word or two about the dogs for Waterloo—or 
rather, I should say, they are the dogs for coursing at Altcar—with 
my exhaustive summing up of all their chances for the cup. Mean- 
time, you entertaining cuss, I'm ever yours, TROPHONTUS, 








Notes and Queries. 
WANTED to know whether, as trade always follows the ftag, it is 
wise to put a paving stone through a shop window? 
If the best thing to take the edge off one’s appetite isn’t a plane 
dinner? 
Whether a fellow pledges his word when he “ pops” the question ? 
Whether running down a street is likely to depreciate the neigh- 


ty 


Yet All Too True. 


(Mr. Justice Stephen, perplexed by the conflicting evidence ina recent “ running- 
over ” case, expressed a wish that he could call the horse as a witness. ] 


I HEARD, delivered from the highest heaven, 

The strange decree: “ For three days’ space be given 
To every breathing thing the power of speech, 

That man may learn what humbler tribes can teach.” 
I heard, and, wondering, wandered forth to see 

And hear the sequence of the weird decree. 


And I learnt from the words of the garrulous birds 
About murders most foul, in localities lonely, 
That mortals had deemed to be accidents only ; 
With jeering and jibes, natatorial tribes 
Told of seaworthless ships that career on the sea did, 
The mark of poor Plimsoll submerged and unheeded. 
A myriad of kine, with a low and a whine, 
Swore on oath they diurnally got the cold shudders 
To see so diluted the fruit of their udders. 
The horses complained of vile tortures sustained, 
Not abroad and by day, but at home, far away 
Krom the merciful ken of the 8S. P. C. A. 
(Juite a legion of cats on a legion of mats 
Told poor husbands, with glee, of the kisses so chaste 
That good wives on the lips of good lodgers had placed. 
Dusky rats would recite how, forth peeping by night 
‘rom their crannies, they’d looked upon Piety’s revels, 
Or Temperance writhing beneath the blue-devils. 
I'rom creatures canine I heard stories malign, 
But I needn’t rehearse them, for whoso will. heed a 
Canine revelation has had one from “ Ouida.” 
The lions, the bears, the wild wolves in their lairs, 
The carnivorous tigers, the jackals so wary, 
And sanguisuge brutes of the jungle and prairie, 
With howl and with yell, raised their voices to tell 
That proud Man is, of all beasts of carnage existent, 
sy far the most deadly, rapacious, persistent. 


Beneath the fierce tirade I shrank, and screamed, 
And started up ; and, lo, I had but dreamed ! 
While all too deeply in a dainty dish 

At supper diving, Justice Stephen’s wish 

Had caught my eye, and dish and wish combined 
Had raised the phantasy within my mind. 

But still my reason forced me to agree 

That, if from heaven should fall such strange decree, 
The startling sequence shown me while I slept 

W i prove the true result : L 


7 
and so I mused aI Vv 
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OUR CHRISTIES. 












There's no denying that the Little Pauddleditch 


Amateur Christy Minstrel Troupe was a reg lar | eal = Then Bob Rabbits, him as took 
downraght failure from the ‘sa ‘Lob me weal Then on the right of the Performance when the Tambourine, he Daou the 


1 h A dfse tack. Joe Sprawlfoot ve em the frst Sentmental Copper a-standin’ in the doorway. 
them chaps didnt ought to ave use oe gong “Pat my eu iad away,” the Pa and lecKin’ at him old. “oeaiee 


they all busted out a laughin; same as vr Uke, and he got that nervous he 
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WAS 2 Comic Vrs Couldnt do nothin’ 


«#4 


in’, “cause they wonk never get it off no moye . 
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Next there was Bill Basher, him And Bill he fancies hrmself a birof a fight’ man He sard hed learn that there 
as took the other*corner. He hadnt great bolsh of a feller un the middle to Fall "2" Bones” Hed let him See he'd got Some 
been to no rehearsals and he thought musele on him anal, and he up and give it him proper! and I dont deceive vie 
“Massa Johnson”was a-matan'game 

of ham with his yokes 
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Then the carriage folks and the gentry, they ee ee downright g ORSTrePerous that the Co pper 











he borrowed a ho 
nd “ner and a truck an 
j . nd 
dsgracejuland they tool and cleared ouk in a body Jook ‘em ty the lockup. 
Portu-gal-lantry. Brown on Black, Player White in Hand. 

(The accomplishments of the King of Portugal are said to be wondrous. ] THE civilized world seems roused at last to the necessity of sup- 
PORTUGAL'S monarch’s an all-round sportsman— pressing the infamous traffic in slaves carried on by scoundrelly 
Also, of course, he’s a polished Courts’ man ; Arab traders. We offer a humble suggestion—free, gratis, and for 
And seven languages he can patter, nothing, viz., that all expeditions against these dusky sons of the 
While his skill at “sculping” ’twere hard to flatter. Desert should be armed with rifles that “go off at a tan-gent.” 

Now some shine in large, or else in small trades, 





Put he seems a king (not a “ Jack”) of all trades. Horse MARINES.—Epsom Salts. 
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THE INGENUOUS CONSUMER AGAIN. 
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He was such a sympathetic soul, was the Consumer! “Great strike among the “There,” he said, heartily, “that’s right ; I’m glad to see the employers 
employed,” he murmured. “Ah! very right,too. They ought to have ten pounds a and the employed have come toa satisfactory agreement between them- 
t selves; excellent thing for the country when things are made up onan 
amicable basis. Perhaps the employers may stand to lose a little— but still—”’ 


Ww eek, of course.” 

















And he was so sympathetically enthusiastic that he positively felt compelled to go and grasp both parties bythe hand, “ Whata very generous old gentleman,” 
thought both parties. 


Serrivan . 


But when the next bills came i 

uA ‘ hh > f ne ign me U } en . 4 sas 

“What right have thoes smalened to hdl sopegenll wa 7 cer get /h, it’s J who have to puy for all this, is it? Ooh! Inever thought of that,” said he. 
themselves with chuckling. ¢ These disgraceful agreements are the ruin of the country!” The employer and the employed contented 
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[See Cartoon Verses, p. ' 
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THE NEW ACT. 


[Is ita vision? Is it really too good to be true; and have we, reading in our 
newspaper about the working of last session’s Act for the Protection of Children, 
dozed and dreamed a lovely dream to the effect that at last some protection was to 
be extended to the long-suffering adult? Perish the dreadful thought t N 0, no,— 
surely, surely it must be true, for have we not before our eyes the official report 
upon the working of the measure by our youngest Tommy, watching affairs in the 


interests of immaturity ?] 
THE REPORT :— 


Look here! This new Act won't do, and that’s all aboutit! The 


practical bearing of its working upon the youth of the metropolis is 
most unfair and invi- 


dious, and the prin- 
ciple of the whole 
thing is wrong and 
all humbug. 

Now, there’s that 
grumpy old cove next 
door, with the red nose 
(this refers to our ex- 
cellent friend and 
neighbour, Gruffum, 
who does not appear 
to love boys), why, me 
and George and 
Sammy had got him 
into such a state that 
he didn’t dare to put 
his head outside the 
door unless he was 
certain we were at 
school only last week, 
and now, blest if 
there he isn’t standing 
at his front gate, with his hands under his coat-tails, and glaring as 
defiantly as you please! No, it won’t do! 

Why, it was only last Tuesday fortnight that Sammy, he waited on 
a chair behind the old feller’s own gate and emptied a wine-glass full 
o’ blackbeetles down his neck, and wasn’t he in a rage—oh, no! 
Yelled out to a pleeceman like mad, he did, and pointed down his 
back, and the pleeceman thought he meant he’d got a flee, and 
pounded his back till he’d smashed all the beetles inside the old 
cock’s jersey. And then the old feller says, ‘‘ Pleeceman, I give that 
boy next door but one in charge;” and the pleeceman says, “ You 
can’t, mister, because the law says boys must be allowed to be boys, 
and to «lo as they likes.” Then Old Gruffum says, ‘* Well, bless me if 
I don’t larrup that beast of a ‘boy till he can’t stand up!” and the 
pleeceman says, “ I’m afraid you mustn’t do that neether, sir, because 
his parents could bring an action against you and get you locked up, 
and the magistrate would call you an inhuman brute and an un- 
reasonable savage, and a disgrace to your country.” 

“Then what am I to do, pleeceman?” says the old geezer, and the 

leeceman says, “I’m afraid you can’t do nothink, sir, but grin and 
bear it.” 

“ Bear it!” shrieks the old feller: “ well, but must I grin and bear 
any blessed thing the young tyrants like toget upto?”’ And the pleece- 
man says, “Yes, be- 
cause, you see, the 
British boy is the pet of 
the legislators, and the 
wuss he is, the more 
they pet him up. Bless 
your soul, he is at 
liberty to cut yer head 
off if he likes,—his 
parents ‘ud only be 
bound over to bring him 
up if called upon, and 
they'd never be called 
upon.” So the old felier 
sneaks indoors a-swear- 
in’ and lookin’ a fool, 
and me and Sammy and 
George bought some 
crackers in celleybra- 
tion of our victory, and 
vi a fine evening of it 
; throwing them intc 
Gruffum’s chimney pots, and nearly burnt the house ages, ya oan 
the proper state of things. | ¥ 
PB Pc Pyar ll yess s, = going to school, if I didn’t catch 
defiant as you please. “Why, h :” ¥ ey am yey Ay dntan 
ee voce ell pes ~ ysis by ah never dared to do such a thing 
soudineds “Gar ae an : ammy and | had been in the neigh- 

- And, what's more, he began to grin, and took a sight at 











me, and did a cellar flap on the garden path, and says, “ Vow, perhaps 
you'd like to try some of your little games with beetles and crackers, 
my young friend? If so, go it, and don’t mind me!” 

Well, thinks I to myself, there’s something wrong somewhere. So 
I thought it best to be cautious, and so didn’t say a word back, but 
off I went and consulted with George and Sammy ; and Sammy said, 
oh, bosh, there wasn’t anything wrong, and it was only old Gruffum 
trying to bounce it, and we’d soon make him sit up, you'll see. 

So, after school, we all went by, and there was old Gruffum making 
faces at us, and Sammy he up with his pea-shooter and catches the 
old feller fine, right in the eye, and, before you could think, out pops a 
pleeceman from behind the shrubs and takes poor Sammy into 
custody ; and poor Sammy is in a reformatory for three months, and 
then to report himself at the pleece station for three months more, 
and all for doing next to nothing, for the doctor says old Gruffum 
may not lose the sight of that eye. 

Well then, George said he wasn’t going to stand that sort of thing, 
and it wasn’t constitutional; and he meant to strike a blow for 
freedom: so he smashes all old Gruffum’s windows all round the 
house, and hangs his pug in the front garden. And now poor George 
is in the reformatory, too, for two years, and all his pocket money is 
to go to pay old Gruffum—and, I say, if here isn’t the pleeceman 
coming up the front garden to take me off, for setting fire to the old 
beast’s tool house and killing all his fowls with a stick. 

No, the new Act won’t do ; boys mustn’t be punished for anything, 
it’s un-British ! 








Not a hundred miles from Holborn. Examiner.—“ Who is our 
Prime Minister? ”’ 
Pupil.—*“ Dr. Parker ”"—(laughter)—“ well, mother says he is, and 


she oughter know.” 
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“THE PROPER STUDY OF MANKIND IS MAN.’ 


City Dandy.—“ Don’t black the uppers,ard don’t brush the 
trousers.” 

Shocblack (experienced).—* All right, guv'nor, not me.” (Svtt? 
voce) “A penny turn! Trousers !—eight-an’-sixpenny kicksies, 4$ 
the sight of a brush ’ud send the nap orf inter lic’idation !” 
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NOT A PETRUCHIO, 
ITe,— SAY, DEAREST, WILL YOU BE MINE?” She.—“* WILL YOU ALWAYS LET ME HAVE MY OWN WAY?” HTe.—“IN EVERY- 
THING.” She.—* AND LET MA LIVE WITH US?” He.—"* WILLINGLY! ” She.—“ AND GIVE UP YOUR LATCHKEY?” He— VL 
SINK IT IN THE DEPTHS OF THE RIVER.” She.—“ AND LEAVE ALL YOUR CLUBS?” He.—*“ EVERY ONE!” She.—“ AND ALWAYS 
COME HOME TO TEA?” He,—* ALWAYS!” She.—‘ AH, THEN I’M AFRAID YOU'D BE A BIT TOO SOFT FOR ME!” 
The Newest ‘‘Pet.,’’ NEW LEAVHBS. 
(A Lay for the Ladies.) “ LITTLE Saint Elizabeth, and other Stories,” by Frances Hodgson 
(Society, which for the present seems to be in a petless condition, may be glad to Burnett (Frederick Warne and Co.), There is tenderness and beauty 
know (on the authority of a horticultural contemporary) that the common blind- in these stories, and a special charm about the characters, which the | 
worin is a docile animal, eminently fit for a lady’s pet. It would, it is said, speedily ; . . , . ect Bi 
learn to feed from its owner's hand.} authoress has the happy faculty of creating. The illustrations are Le | 
'T1s discovered that the blindworm is a gentle and refined worm— | equally beautiful and are exquisitely engraved ; altogether it isa dear, 7 
A worm that will not turn or be severe : delightful _yolume.—* rricks with Cards, by I rofessor Hoffman ag 
‘Tis a pretty little creature, so sweet in form and feature, | (same I ublishers). ; 1 is ee oo Professor 
So let me keep a blindworm, mother, dear ! | professes it to be— A oe Manual 3 lie’ I~ fallow, Bey | 
I would fondle it and pet it, and don’t you, ma, forget it— | complete that anyone croeny Snare ho vith aeny 708 co to t > ik 
And always that nice reptile should be near. | advice and instructions Wad’ may, Wien, pda - songs} niarenig ih 
With choice tit-bits I will feed it, so give me (for I need it) | an adept in erent sr gg hapa s Spare - oe: ) ia 
A pretty little blindworm, mamma, dear. | (David Bryce and : on, ilasgow de is is a modern instance of | if a 
; , vitality of wise saws. Over two-hundred and fifty years have passed 
Refrain. Oh, a blindworm ; ym, & blindworm, and gone since these “resolved meditations and premeditated i 
A cultured and refined —— , resolutions,” with all their quaint reasoning and reversible readings, 
A gracefully designed worm—for ’twill cheer. were first given to the world; yet they re-appear with an evergreen 
A lovingly inclined vo freshness, as edifying now as then. 
A happy-in-its-mind worm— ; “ Misery Junction,” by Richard-Henry (John P, Fuller). This is a 
I only crave a blindworm, mother, dear! careful collection of smartly written short stories, produced by the 
And when Edwin, my betrothed one—that fashionably clothed one— remarkably happy junction of the twin-talents, Richard-Henry, or 
Comes to whisper words of love in my small ear ; the two clever authors * rolled into one.” Some are stage stories ; we 
How pleased he’ll be to see me, with my wormlet,wee and dreamy— will goa stage further and hope they will carry these clever story 
So let me have a blindworm, mother, dear ! writers (and playwriters, too) another stage towards popular 
Or else when he comes wooing, a billing and a cooing, favour. 
And asks me what will prove his love sincere, ‘The Insurance Year Book, 1890” (Simpkin, Marshall and Co.). 
I shall have to answer, sweetly, “If you’d give me joy completely As a “(Guide for persons effecting Insurance,” it points out all that 
Go and purchase me a blindworm, Edwin, dear!” is necessary to be known in a clear and comprehensible way.— 
e Refrain. “ For, dear love, the much maligned worm “English and French Cookery,” edited by Percy Lindley (123125 
Turns out a quite refined worm ; | Fleet Street). This is the first volume of “ The Housekeeper Series, 
- Yes, as a pet ’tis quite without a peer— | to be followed by other subjects of similar domestic interest and im- 
5 So buy a well defined worm, | portance. If all are equal to “ Cookery” they will be well done. 
A darling, weeny, kind worm— 
A bright and beauteous blindworm. Edwin. ds LOVE.—The acquisition of everything—reason excepted. 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 48. 








Here you have a critic, when the play is by nobody in particular, 
attributing the actor’s failure to the dulness of the play. 
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And this is he, when the play is by no end of a swell, attributing the 
same actor’s failure to his inability to speak the brilliant dialogue. 








For Rich Readers Only! 
(All poor or, at all events, lowly born readers are warned off, on pain 
of penal servitude for ever.) 
[A Grand Court Directory and High Class Arrival List, “for the Rich only,” is 
announced.) 
GoopD news for the Rich we bring 
(For the rich are the Nation’s salt), 
And, mind, if the bells don’t ring 
At this news, ‘tis the bells’ own fault : 
‘Tis about a new book we'd treat 
For the Lofty and not the low ; 
And so, ye élite, if ye’d make life sweet, 
You must be in The Court Bureau, 
You know— 
The new and emphatic and aristocratic 
Grand new publication to startle the nation, 
The glorious Court Bureau ! 


” 


‘Tis a weekly (not spelt with an “a 
Yea a “ Court Directory,” mind— 
And in it (so rumourers say) 
All “ West End arrivals’’ you'll find. 
One Mallock—who used to ask 
“Is Life Worth Living ?”—you know, 
Has been chosen to bask in the glorious task 
Of directing The Court Bureau, 
To show 
What wonderful writers and common sense fighters 
You'll find in the swellish and swallowed-with-relish 
Great Blue-Blooded Court Bureau ! 


No paltry “ commercial ” folk 
In this Book of Books is allowed— 

Yea, none who bear Work’s foul yoke 
Must appear in this gracious crowd ! 

Then let us give heartful thanks, 
Deep gratitude let us show, 

That only the pranks of the “swaggerest ” ranks 
Can be found in The Court Bureau ! 

May it grow, 
That new most haughty (but never naughty), 
Sweet aristocratic and most ecstatic, =— 
Great stand-offish Court Bureau ! 


—————__—_ 


Would Jubi-leeve it? 


FIFTY years of the penny post has proved what a fit man for his 
post was Sir Rowland Hill. He had an up Hill fight of it, though, 
for many were the people who ran down Hill, and vowed his penny 
wise scheme a pound foolish one. And now the Jubilee of his work 
is celebrated in the good old English style with a big feed, followed, 
of course, by post prandial speeches. So Hogarthian in its detail 
was the picture drawn by the Postmaster-General of the marvellous 
leaps and bounds in every department of the Postal Service of late 
years, that it might be fitly termed the Raikes’ Progress, | 

















Fen Larks! 


THERE is an epidemic of rats in the Lincolnshire fens ; we never 
heard of fennything likeit. Thefarmsare sustaining an amount of farm 
from the depredations of the pests which is quite appalling. They 
make burrows in the land, bur-owse on the young crops, and gnaw 
the pitted potatoes and mangold toa gnawful extent. The land is 
riddled with their runs, and the peopled are puz led what to do. 
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SOCIAL STATUS. 


Daughter of City Magnate-—“ My papa is an India merchant. 
What is yours?” 

Son of Suburban Poulterer.—“ Mine ’—oh, er—a Turkey merchant. 
Will you have an ice?” 
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OR, A WEEK’S WEATHER IN JANUARY, 1890 (ALMOST A LITERAL Fact). 
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THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER AT THE TUDOR 
EXHIBITION. 


“Go see ze collection of ze House of Two Door? ma fo?, vil you? 
I vil go see ze collection of ze Houses of Forty-two Doors,” I reply 
to ze lovally Mees Jollidogue as ve promenade ze Street of Regent. 
Bientét, ve entare ze New Gallery : enfin, je comprends, it is ze collec- 
tion of ze antique of ze time of your Royal Tudors I have come to 
see—ze antique of ze time ven from ze stage of your history ze play 
of ze Two Roses vas vizdraun aftare so long a run, and zey put on ze 
Field of ze Cloth of Gold. 

Your Richard ze Tree remark at Bosvort zat he sink zare vare six 
Richmonds in ze field. Sans doute he had dine before ze fight, but 
if he had come to ze New Gallery he would have seen more zan six 
Henry ze Sevens: ma foi, I count fifteen. As for your good queen 
Bess, I tell Mees Jollidogue she must have been ze professional beauty 
of her time, for, voila, here are forty-von of her portraits. I vondare 
she stand so much sitting. Zare are also trente-six tableau.r of your 
Henry Eights, who vas call ze Bluff King, I suppose because he 
bluffed so many peoples. Vat a lot of mozzares-in-law he must have 
had, And, vraiment, vas he not a lady killare? Zare are lots of 
portraits of ze only vomen he evare married : some of zem executed 
by Holbein, most of ze originals vare executed by ze gentleman on 
Tower Hill, ze artest of ze cut and block. He vas nice man, Henry 
Eight, and vos nice king—for ze Cannibal Islands. As for his vives 
la belle Catherine of Arragon found him too arrogant, Anne Boleyn 
did not succeed in bowlin’ him out, Miss Seymour did not live long 
enough to see more of him, Anne of Cleves he did not cleave to, 
Catherine Howard found how ’ard it was to please him and soon 
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after ze acquaintance he cut her dead. Ze only matrimonial stock 
he held ven he died vos quoted at Parr. 

I tell Mees Jollidogue it vas strange so wretched a péere as Henry 
Eight should have so good a leetle son as Edward Six, who founded, 
for poor boys, zat grand school vich is full of ze sons of rich men 
for whom it vos nevare intended (it is true, indeed, in your England, 
zat from zose who have not, zat vich zey have is taken away). 

Ze tendare hearted sistare of Jollidogue vipe avay ze eye from her 
tear before ze portrait of ze lovally unhappy Lady Jane Grey—ze 
vite Qveen zat vas sacrifice in ze state game of chess, 

Zen ve come to Mary. Ma foi, she vas too fond of making it varm 
for people who disagreed vit her, and who lost ze game; ma foi, 
maintenant ze got ze stake, as certain asze victims of her fad are got 
ze chop off ze head. 

J’aime beaucoup your good Qveen Bess, but Mees Jollidogue sink 
she vas too cruel on zat Earl of 8S X zat love her toX 8S. Mees 
Jollidogue cannot forgive ze Earl of Leicester for zat he vas so 
unkind to ze Amy Robsart she love so much. 

Vraiment, history in England repeat itself, for, roila, here in ze 
age of your great Qveen Bess is ze Burly Cecil keeping his sovereign 
to make your country great, and encore in ze days of ze yet greater 
Victoria, roila, you have his descendant steering ze ship of state. 

I vas not avare till now zat Julius Casar lived in your Tudor times, 
maintenant he is here as you say as large as life. 

Next, I give my arm to Mees Jollidogue and we go see ze armour. 
C'est magnifique ! 

M. FUN, you must go see ze Tudors, and take vit you all ze little 
Funs, for zare zey shall find ze object lessons in your great and 
glorious history, and for ze moment live in ze bygone days. 
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SOME CURES FOR THE INFLUENZA. 7 
been announced that it isa wonder Influenza had the “ cheek” to show itself at all, Perhaps it did not 
believe in their efficacy. Just look at a few of them : 








So many “ infallible remedies” have 
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he was so bad that he couldn't Lal well! Says one ayMorily . Yer Keep yorsel? warm ! says another 
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ne Jj‘ WC? vad Ura nges they Say, 1§ Joo eNnd 
Te peel Mrown. hy hots on he pavenent,is 
good foo —for amputations . 


and Oystérs are mecommereed, ane O'%Boozer ried A ar bath every morning “ te 
this, Overaid the Chaumpagne;mixed i fo,with Rum. thing! Laicks every /Xficrobe_gorng F 











Another “Strong Man.” ut then another comes, not slow And known in many climes ; 
(SEE CARTOON.) To take his challenge up, and sO ‘Tis sport to watch, though hard to guess, 
. Perhaps outvies the first. How much by way of damages 
STRONG men are quite=—= | He'll squeeze out of the Zimes ! 
You can’t deny’t— And now, we learn, | aed ATES NEL AES 
The order of the day ; ‘Tis Parnell’s turn . : 
Exploits of brawny arms and chest To show what he can do: Sage— Without Onions. 
\re follow’d with the greatest zest, Nor can there be the slightest doubt FOLLY.—Reason out for a holiday. 
And make a brave display. That he knows well what he’s about, JAILER.—The prisoner's prisoner. 
Whene’er he buckles to. TALENT.—Admitted success. 
One works a feat FIREMAN.—A waterman. 
That's hard to beat— His arm is long, ELOQUENCE.—Oratorical <erostation. 
Something he'll lift or burst ; His grip is strong, TrusT.—A game of chance. 
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A Comedy of errors. The Caplain and the cabby. “Sh hey Come. 


(1). Tragedians Toole and Rignold by (3). Gallant little Wales of late hath (5). The nt or aage depicted doth at (7). A me meg 4 ’ a cabman had a 
r 1 j ’ : Sanyvers play chief part— quarrel! as to lare— 
the Savages were dined, suffered, it appear 7 = e — aicatecl ‘ . . ? ‘ 
And no sign of (Toma)haw kward- All its green and it ely “walleys” A Capet-al figured dameel of much AG arrel most (cab)-ranc’rous and 
: > one ! a re divil ¥ ive become qu tu “Wales” of promise in her art. un-hansom you ll declare, 
1¢sB Wis ALLY Wilicrie Uly iit . hay ‘ 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
11K GLOBE. — William Shake- 
speare—a poet of the later Eliza- 
bethan period, rather well-known 
and somewhat respected in his 
day—and since—is said to have 
held a somewhat poor opinion of 
his play, The Taming of the Shrew. 
On such a point I know of no 
person whose judgment I would 
accept and follow with greater 
confidence than that of the Bard 
of Avon—that being one of Wil- 
liam’s aliases. What he would 
think of his work now, when three 
conturies of corrupt and mutilated 
versions, and the accumulations 
of a like period of unimaginative 
stage business” have done their 
fell work, we had better not stay 
to inquire, lest reason reel—not 
that lexonerate William from all 
blame for the tomfoolery of the 
bridal home-coming scene, 





THE GLOBE — VY N(THE BO')SON I 


NOTWITHSTANDING the rough-and-tumble pantomime of this 
scene, though, the play is capable of being presented so as to arouse 
both interest and sympathy in the two chief characters, and with the 
foil of the underplot concerning the artful miox Bianca and her 
lovers, proving arational and satisfying cvening’s amusement—which, 
as generally played,-it ce:tainly does not, 

THe performance of the piece by Mr. Benson s company at the 
Gilobe is not exactly exhilarating ; except that there are many effec- 
tive and fanciful turns in stage-management, there is a decidedly 
amateurish tone about it. Mr. Benson is undignified, noisy—oh, so 
noisy !—and unconvincing (great Jupiter! how hedoesshout!). The 
maritime nature of his costume in the first act, and his statement 
that he has heard the sea “chafe like an angry boar” suggests 
the idea that he has acquired the habit from a necessity of shouting 
against the elements, but it is none the less unpleasant. Mrs. Denson 
—allowing for the greater gentleness natural to her sex—plays mach 
in the same key, the delicacies of the chiracters neither of them seem 
c ipable of giving expression to, 

Mr. OTino Stuart’ plays Lucentio with intelligence, if without 
much colour, and there is some firmness about Mr. H. Ross’s Tranio. 
Miss Marion (irey has a battery of charms wherewith to mask the 
weakness of her comedy, which is not without promise either, and it 
must be said that her scene with the tutors was a real pleasure—its 
restful quiet a soothing relief from the general boisterousness. I 
found Mr, Wier’s Grumio rather wierisome, and his preciseness of 
ufferance irritating, 

Tire CRITERION.— Cyril's Sue- 
evss is too long—always was—and 
we have now somewhat grown out 
of the late H. J. Byron’s style of 
the drama. These are two reasons 
for the rather flat result of the 
revival of the piece here last 
week, The company is not by 
any means one to complain of. 
Miss Brandon confirms the favour- 
able impression made by her per- 
formance in Caste, Mr. James is 
acapital Pincher, and Miss Brun- 
ton a very funny Miss Grannett. 
Mr. Boyne and Mr. Elwood were 
rather funny, too—in the last act 
—but, perhaps, they didn’t mean 
it,so I forgive ‘em. Their club 
scene quarrel, by the way, was a 
fine bit of acting. The Hon. Fred 
, Titeboy—so called because he js 
THE GLOBE—A PUBLIC K\rE-ERRoR. &! Ways played (having been origi- 
nally played) by a lady, only he 
— ; Pes re be trouser b ry _ a quietly well acted by 

If, doubt if Cyrt)s Sucecss will be much ofa success, 
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ODS AND WINKS.—At the Royal Victoria Hall variety shows 
4} be given on Saturdays and Mondays during February. On the 


sth lay : ’ . : : 
e i} Ma rye Antoinette Sterling will sing ita Grand Ballad Concert 
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and cn the 27th the veteran, John Thomas, and a Welsh choir wil) 
“held the fort.” On the alternate Thursdays the Operatic Tableau 
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THE GLOBE.—THE TUTORS—TUTrOR ONE, 


Concerts will be given.—The Novelty Theatre has been opened for 
six nights under the auspices of the proprietors of a journal conducted, 
more or less, on the “paste and scissors” principle. Oddly enough, 
the piece played was Aleptomania !—Mr., Grundy has prepared (or is 
preparing) “a follow” for A Man’s Shadow at the Haymarket, though 
the shadow gives no indication of fading just at present.—Mr. Edwin 
Drew's “ Dickens Celebration” is announced for the 7th inst. This 
’estival was inaugurated about seven years ago, you will remember, 
and Drew considerably.—Za Tosca is expiring, and will shortly be 
succeeded by a new piece from the pen of the untiring Mr. Sidney 











THE AVENUE.—“ FOOLS MATE !” 


Grundy, in which Mr. Hare will make his welcome reappearance. 
We cau so seldom catch (sight of) our Hare, that the occasion will be 
something of an event.—Mr. H. Newson Smith (the celebrated char- 
tered accountant) made merry some 310 distinguished visitors at his 
tenth Annual Smoking Concert held at Anderton’s Hotel last 
Thursday. The entertainment was good all round, and the only regret 
we have is that we must wait fifty-two weeks for the next one. 
NESTOR. 








Snips and Snaps. 


“MAMMA,” says Master Noddle, “ I’ve been reading in the newspaper 
that Mr. Rider Haggard gets a lot of money given him for telling 
stories: what should I get if I told one?” “A sound thrashing,” 
replies his matter of fact parent, with unmistakable conviction ia the 
tone of her voice, 

“Mr. Parnell respondent in a divorce suit!” cries a leading 
Separatist, in painful astonishment. “ Och! don’t be onasy about it : 
it only manes an extinshin av the Home Rule scheme, me bhoy,” 
explains a patriot, jubilantly. 

“I’ve made up my mind to stand for some place at the next 
Greneral Election,” observed Nuggetson. “I’m glad of that—hecause 
you'll not get a seat,” replies his good friend Prickles. 
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TOTTIE: 


A SHILLING SHOCKLET. 
By a Lady of Title. 


CHAPTER I1.—Contiaued, 


“ THE fact is, dad,” I burst out, as he finished the concluding sen- 
tence, ‘I am, and have been for a long time, utterly sick of our way 
of existence. Why 
should I go on year 
after year wasting 
my sweetness on the 
desert air — you 
needn't turn up your 
nose, Pecky —and 
never having an op- 
portunity of rising 
tothe position which 
nature evidently in- 
tended metooccupy? 
Stuck here from 
week’s end to week's 
end, like an article 
in a cheap linen- 
draper’s shop-win- 
dow, ticketed, All in 
this row two three- 
farthings — though 
certainly some 
peop!e { could 
mention would be 
dear at that price. 
Uve not been quite 
blind, thank you! 
and, seeing which 
way the cat was 
likely to jump, I 
formed my plans, 
took Mrs. Stumpleaf into my confidence, wrote my advertisement, 
aod behold the result !” 

“A nice result, truly!” sneered Pecky, spitefully, trying to hide 
her tears of vexation, “cup and saucer, teaspoon and two pillow cases |” 

“My dear child,” I returned, loftily, “ it is not to be expected that 
you should be aw fait with the manners and customs prevalent in 
aristocratic society, though you dv take in the Voung Ladies’ Lantern 
every week. No insignificant criticisms uttered by you can disturb 
my equanimity, and if you'll take my advice, darling, you'll restrain 
your tears. You know the havoc they play with what people imagine 
to be your complexion, but which you and I, love, know to be fake.” 

At this shot Pecky struck her flag, unable to conceal her rage, and, 
bestowing a sounding box on the ears upon Johnny Stumpleaf, who 
retreated, howling, she flounced into the washhouse. . 

‘“ My own little Tottie !” murmured dad, in tones of artistic huskiness 
und embracing me with emotion, 
“you will not forget your fond old 
father when in the lordly mansions 
of the great? With such a mayg- 
nificent salary you will be able to 
spare an occasional trifle for the 
author of your being?” 

Thad my own ideas upon this 
point, though, of course,I replied ia 
the aflirmative and he immedistely 
brightened up. 

‘ Understand, my dear,” he re- 
sumed, swelling portentously as he 
spoke; “I shall inquire strictly 
into Bloodwort’s character and 
position; and, though not desirous 
of being too severe, shall require 
most unexceptionable credentials 
before I intrust the flower of my 
flock to his keeping. Perhaps, now 
I think of it, I'd better run into 
the bar parlourof the‘ Lion’ and write 
out a few testimonials for you. 
I shall do the thing very genteelly, and 
they can be posted to-night. It isa 
blessing | am ayood penman, and can 
I hardly 


- 
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vary my handw riting— especially on an occasion like this. 
know whether it might not be wise to request a quarters Salary in 
advance—one can never tell, you know. However, I'll manage all 
that, my darling. Help me on with my coat! I shall miss the pain 





of seeing these scoundrels catry off my property, Ta-ta, my 
love!” 

Pecky having emerged from the washhouse, with her complexion 
utterly ruined for the time being, evinced, by sundry sniffs and snorts 
of defiance, tokens of a desire to resume the combat; but the vultures 
descending at that moment we joined issue against the common 
enemy, who, carried off bodily the whole of the furniture; and 
when dad returned we were mournfully encamped in the empty 
room, surrounded by our sole worldly possessions, consisting of three 
dilapidated trunks, containing personal belongings, an antiquated 
wash-tub, a bucket, one cracked dish and a bundle of o!d newspapers. 

As we stood surveying these imposing relics, a cheerful, “ How are 
you coming up?” caused a mutual exclamation of “ Chappie !” and in 
the open doorway stood that young gentleman himself, laden with un- 
tidy looking parcels and bottles, and wearing his bair shorter than ever. 

“ How goes it, old un?” he said, suavely, bestowing a filial wink 
upon dad, * though it’s unnecessary to ask—you're looking as fresh as 
a two-year-old, Catch hold of these, Tottie!" handing me his parcels 
and depositing the bottles on the floor; “they're some mountain 
peckers, I thought you'd be able to manage a bit of supper. I heard 
you'd got the brokers in, but I see they’ve cleared the course. What's 
the odds? It isn’t the first time you've taken the knock, and won't 
be the last. Fortunately I’ve got some oof. I touched for thirty 
quid last night, and—hang it all!—one can’t see one’s family go to 
the dogs.” Dad literally fell on his neck and wept, and it needed 
repeated applications from one of the bottles before he regained his 
composure. In the meantime, Chappie being duly informed of our 
prospects, some glasses and plates were borrowed from the “ Lion,” 
the wash-tub was transformed into a table, the mountain peckers 
(which turned out to be baked sheep’s heads) were placed thereon, 
and we made a sumptuous repast, at the conclusion of which I pro- 
posed the health of my future pupil, Viscount Mandrake. The toast 
being received with universal acclamation, we gathered up our 
worldly possessions, and as the shades of evening fell shook the 
dust of “The Laurels” (for such was our residence named) off our 
feet and went forth into the wide, wide world, 


(To be continued.) 
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A BOXING MATCH. 

Mrs. Smithington (to maid),—* There will be plenty of luggage, 
Mary—two trunks, a portmanteau, a bonnet-box 7 

Reqggie.—* And the other box, mamma—the chatterbox—me, you 
know.” 

Mrs. Smithington.—“ Take care, my love, or there will be one box 
more—on your ears,” 
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THE FLEA OF IMAGINATION. 


Reader—we showed you the visible effect of delineation of expression on our Comic Artist. Here is the visible effect 


Pas go—W ie were quite a child : , : ination: 
Tears AgO—-W 100 <0 WES G , of delineated sensation upon a highly strung imagination : 
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So the Artist went and began. 








aid the Lditor to the Comic Artist, “ Look here, I’ve been thinking you might make some 
Let's have a page about it.” 


ely drawings out of a party troubled with a flea, eh 
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The more he!tried to draw the worse it got. 


But anon, in the concentration of his mind on his subject, he began to imagine a 
sensation between the shoulders, 











He had to go and tell'the Editor that he could not do that drawing. 





up all hope of progress to attend to it. Effort 
in. t cost too much in clot i—S 
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MORE INFLUENZA. 
JOHN BULL ATTACKED BY WILD MICROBES 


‘It has ri cently been discovered that the Influenza microbes strongly resembl bishops and other fe arful and wonderful 
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parasitic nature,’ —DAILY PAPER, 
| See Carto 7) VY, 
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THH LATEST FROM PORTUGAL. 
(From Our Special Correspondent.) 


Lisbon.—A grand patriotic anti-British meeting has been held to- 
day. On applying for admissiov, I was taken in to see the secretary 


, of the affair. He is 
A: a splendid specimen 
QAQY 





of the fine spirit of 
young Portugal; his 
age is five years; he 
is a student and pre- 
sident of the Cham- 
ber of Immature 
Lunatics. He grasped 
my hand and crowed, 
but, on learning that 
I was a British sub- 
ject instantly let it 
drop, fell down on 
the floor, and burst 
into howls of distress, 
This caused the im- 
mediate appearance 
of his nurse, who 
succeeded at length 
in comforting him 
with a toy representing an Englishman hanging on a gibbet. 

Then he said, “ You are an English demon?” 

I admitted it. 

“Then you shall be admitted, and witness the degradation and 
annihilation of your dastardly country! But mind—I warn you that 
you will be insulted and trampled upon!” 

I said I rather liked that, and in we went to the meeting. 

“We are met,” said the chairman, “to stamp out the very name of 
Great Britain. Let us do it!” 

When the howls had subsided, and the nurses had supplied a little 
soothing syrup all round, the chairman—who, by the way, was a 
General of Division, aged three and a half years—continued, “ Then I 
will tell you how to begin. Let every patriotic Portuguese order 
from that accursed Manchester a British flag, and, when it arrives, 
trample it in the mire!” 

I immediately offered my services to assist in the degradation of 
my country. I said I knew of a very prompt and enterprising firm 
in Manchester who would execute the order with dispatch. The 
meeting were delighted, and declared me the only right-minded 
Englishman in existence, and at once accepted my offer to telegraph 
to the Manchester firm for several million british flags. 

In the course of five minutes I received a reply from the Man- 
chester firm ; expressing great satisfaction at the esteemed order, and 
notifying that it should be put in hand without delay. What struck 
me was the entire absence of indignation on the part of that Man- 
chester firm ; but I did not mention this to the meeting. 

“ There is another plan,” exclaimed a distinguished member of the 
Ministry, aged four years and two months, springing hysterically to 
his feet, “let us procure a hundred British gune—big guns ; a million 
British bayonets!” 

This seemed, at the first blush, comparatively intelligent, but it 
was promptly explained that the ordnance and bayonets were not to 
be employed for belligerent purposcs,—no, tLe big guns were to be 

crammed with dyna- 
mite and burst, and 
the bayoncts of the 
detested nation were 
to be bent up and 
broken—all as a mark 
of contempt for 
Britain. 

I at once said that [ 
knew of a firm of con- 
tractors who hada very 

||, large stock of the very 
| sort of bayonet re- 
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could curl ’em up. 
This offer also being 
gladly accepted, I wired to the British firm, who replied that they 
had almost concluded a contract to supply their stock of bayonets to 
the British War Office, but that, for a slight advance in price, they 
would be happy to ship them off to Lisbon. The big guns also. of 


| e nate ’ ; ’ : 4. : 
he pater pg va vere satisfactorily bespoken. 





Still the strange thing was—no apparent indignation or mortifica- 
tion in Great Britain ! 

These things being satisfactorily settled, I suggested to the meeting 
the purchase of various other British commodities—most unsaleable 
stock of Manchester, Birmingham and other firms. All these articles 
were to be employed for the purposes of insult to the hated power. 
There were, for instance, fifty bales of English-made stovepipe hats 
of an obsolete shape—these were to be kicked about the streets of 
Lisbon! The several British firms only insisted on one condition— 
the money had to be sent first. * * * 

Later.—I am leaving Portugal. It is a wretched place now, as 
everybody appears to have got rid of his entire capital and to have 
gone into the workhouse. 

Later.—Just arrived in England. Most remarkable thing !—the 
wild indignation about the insults to the British flag which I had 
anticipated with such misgivings is nowhere visible ! 

In addition to this, there does not seem to be any sign of ruin in 
Manchester or elsewhere! These British are a strange nation! Have 


they no feelings? 








Blissful Tidings. 
(“Im perfectly delighted,” said Mr. Balfour, in a recent speech, “ with the state 
of Ireland compared with what it was even twelve months ago,’’] 


BooM, ye cannons, ring, ye | Still she feels land-tyrant’s greed. 
| But what of that? For don’t we 


bells ; 
Let all gaily carol! | read 
Peasants, Peers and _ highest That Balfour is delighted ! 
swells 


Still poor tenants day by day 
Suffer from eviction ; 
Still the battering-ram’s cruel 


Don your best apparel. 
Dance and sing in wildest glee, 
All with joy excited ; 


Take your tone from A. J. B., sway 
For (as you above may see) Rules with small restriction ; 
Balfour is delighted ! | Still deep wrongs there need 
| redress 
Delighted with poor Erin’s state (Ah! when will they be 


Is the beaming Balfour ; | righted 7) 


He, he holds, has had much | But, there, a fig for these 


weight— express, 
That he drew his “sal.” for. { Since (as you read with joy, we 
True, old Erin’s urgent need guess) 


Still is unrequited ; Balfour is delighted ! 


NAUTICAL PENALTIES.—No. 1. 
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TURF CUITINGS. 


To THE EDITOR oF “ Fun,” 


Srr,—When I wrote to you last week I chancel to 
-casually speak of Sandown Park Spring Meeting and 
gave you and yours to understand, that, in “my next” 
(and this is i) I'd indicate which horse was fit, to 
take and keep the foremost place and prize in one 
selected race. Scarce could your issue, sir, have been 
by half a doen persons seen, when in a whirlwind to 
my door there came a burly visitor. He made me no 
salute or bow, dark anger sat upon his brow, and, soon 
as he could get his breath (as this deponent witnesseth), 
propounde ', in a tone irate, the question, “‘ Why should 
Leicester wait?” 

It seems the chap is one who gets a little bit by 
making bets, and (with a confidence absurd) he only 
waited for my word upon the Leicester Hurdle Plate, 
to lure his victims to their fate! “ And you propose” 
(with rage he said) “ to tackle Sandown Park instead !” 
And then he told me what was what, and bade me 
write upon the spot the tip he wished, or else he'd be 
—bad-worded—if I shouldn't “see.” Now, though for 
Sandown I gave voice, ’twixt that and Leicester I've 
ro choice, and, though the Sandown please the more, 
the Leicester comes a week before! Besides, my visitor 
(the muff) was rough and gruff and tough enough to 
make my giving him the slip impossible, so 


HERE’S THE TIP. 


THE February Hurdle Race 
On Leicester's famous course 
Will show three animals in place 
And one the winning horse. 
It seems to me there’s sure to be for Silver Sea 
A 123 chance; 
Castillian or Astrachan, may make a man 
(If well he plan) dance ; 
And p’r’aps Sherwood might, would, could, shoul! do 
someone good 
(I’ve understood so), 
Though with the throng (which can’t go wrong) The 
Tyke goes strong 
(I draw no long bow). 
Of they who all that’s coming see 
And think they’re “in the know,” 
Some say Roquefort it’s sure to be, 
Some say it’s Touch-and-Go, 


There, sir, you have within your grip as unieliable a 
tip as mortal ever penned, but it pleased my rough 
friend above a bit! 

Next week I mean to take you through the entries 
for the Waterloo, and with acumen reckon up their 
chances for the famous Cup. Meantime, much worse 
you'd, maybe, do, than keep your eye on one or two. 
There’s Gwenna (I'll deceive you not) ; I like her best 
of all the lot ; though wise are they who would befriend 
smart Fullerton and game Toughend, And now I|’m off 
to catch my *bus—Ta-ta! I’m yours, TROPHONIUS, 


Perambulatory. 


(Great indignation prevails along High Street, Kensington, owing 
to the plague of perambulators by which the adult and passenger 
traffie is obstructed.—Globe. } 


AN Old Court Suburb suffered, but was strong, 
Strong to endure, and eke for to reprise ;— 
When as perambulators came along, 
_It cussed the pushers, and condemned their eyes ! 
Yea, pretty nursemaids e’en did it despise. 
When Kensington arises in its might 
It heeds nor nurse, nor nurseling, nor their cries. 
Defying all, it fought the good old fight, 
And baby carriages it bashed in its despite. 


For why should peaceful passenger, his toes, 
Be pulverized by baby-carts galore? 
And wherefore should he suffer cruel throes 
_ When as shop windows he would stand before ? 
No marvel that those martyrs roundly swore, 
And felt as though the nursemaids they would smite ; 
Bat now these suff'rers need despond no more, 
For, lo! perambu-later on all will be right, 
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JOHNNY TOOLE AND HIS FOND ADIEU, 
DINNERS and suppers of ev'ry hue, 
Listen to my tale of woe, 
Such awful stuffing I never knew, 
I fear I never shall live it through ; 
Adieu! Adieu ! 
Listen to my tale of woe. 
[ With Apologies to “ Johnny Jones and his sister Sue.” 











Come, Warehouse ye, then, my Merry(weather) Men. 

THE conduct of the Committee of the Warehousemen and Clerks Schools ought 
to warehouse sympathy and approval in every bosom. About two years ago, 
perceiving the necessity of protecting the schools from fire, they “ pulled up their 
socks” and laid down some hose—also hydrants—on every floor. In the use of 
these a5 ip and a powerful manual engine, the boys are periodically 
instructed, one of Mr. Merryweather’s fire inspectors drilling the (w)hole of them 
(m)annually. This engine business is capital training for the boys, and will 
enable them, in after life, to go through fire and water for their employers. 





THE BILLIARD CHAMPION.—The man who made the“ coatiqnous hreak.”] 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 49. 
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his club, giving his ten guineas, like a lord, to the And here you have him teiling his anxious little bootmake1 
' ‘ ae ; ' 1} cite hl in ene f hie « » ti > r other. Trt 
f the Improvident Waiters’ Annual Beanfeast. he'll look over that account of his some time or other, | 


just now he has no time to spare. 
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the testimony of a person who views an occurrence from a Faultily Faultless. 
—Pecause he is a high witness, 'It has been proposed to establish a system by which all public clocks 
etroy I]. in: tion to being kept in perfect order, indicate unif 
ooo — —__—— ( en € t al rs. ] 
~~. BES aE NT 7 TOlP ub THOUGH when all public clocks show the “ri t 





ry / / Sil! i Viiv 
hi | Ae } / } } he i: day,” 
if I 4-94 MY | pS Many ills we shall doubtless avoid, 
Yet we can’t, in a strict (h)or-a-logical way, 
Prove the good to be quite unalloyed. 
We bethink us, indeed, of a number of folk 
Who will eat their poor heads off with spite 
When each clock is restrained from the wild equivojuc 
And all clocks are infallibly right. 


lhe salesman who swears, coming late to the store, 
[hat some clock in the suburbs was slow : 

The clerk who puts forward the “ Dent” at his door 
Acad departs ere it’s time he should go: 

The swell who his watch with the churches for aye 
Is comparing—malapropos quite 

To these gentry will seem the inimical day 
When all clocks are unswervingly right ! 


(Juite a host of Sam Slicks, who can do nothing more 
Than correcting the slow and the fast. 

Will discover with grief, like Othello of yore, 
That their poor occupation is past. 

And the merchant who, missing his train, ever curs 
Some chronometer’s freaks in his spite, 

Will be forced with unqualified fury to burst 
When all clocks are undoubtedly right ! 


Poor invalid wretches, whose pangs are severe 
"Neath the clang from one church and no more, 

Will soon die when each hour they are destined to he 
The united * bom-bom” from a score! 

Ay. and last, but not least, Jimmie Fawn will deplore 
His crack chorus cohibited quite, 

or we'll ne’er “ask a p’liceman” the time any more, 
When all clocks are infallibly right ! 








Take off Your Rats. 


THE rat epidemic is by no means confined tothe Lincolnshire fens 
In the Lothians—where the vermin are held in the greatest Lothian 
—the farms are crowded with them ; little or no business can be done 
because byre and cellar are alike overrun. The farmers of Suffolk 














aa r | LMS amd . ° ° ¢ ° " } 
eran gaRe ABE Fo are also beginning to Suffolk considerably. The reason for these 
WHATEVER IS, «IS RIGHT’'—FOR SOMEBODY. unwelcome pests swarming so is, we are informed, the close swarm 
Phyllis —“ Put if Le 1eally loves her, why Coes he pretend he weather we have had recently 
/ OOO ey ar ee oe eee a: aa , : ae 
oo OS 2e ioe On pl ple. Mrs, lODMORE is a griat friend of the working classes—dear ol¢ 


' she think + a 7 1? , 0 , aT, % 
soul he thinks it a sign of healthy trade when so ma! 





———— 
_—_... 


TI 
Stan: 
two t 
stiff 
whic 
allot 








POSS 


= ™* 
» 


fens 
hian 
lone 
ffolk 


: : 
nese 


rarm 


FEBRUARY 5, 1590. HUN. 61 





_ 












et = 

1 A news paper 
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divil, be go r 
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the Spalpane 

a leSson m 
moindin’ his 
Own business! 


Reporter, briskly, “Mornings 
l should post like to ask you 


a few questions relative’ tp the distress which | understand 
, 


id Prevalent in this district as 1 am getting up an article up- 
on that Subject for the press o € e 
J / | 


“And look at me ould meticr shmokin’ 


(2) Is ct Dsthress ye're asKin’ hegor' Come this way sorr' 


“A STORMY INTERVIE W.” 
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THE Forth Bridge has undergone its preliminary training, and now 
stands proudly forth as the first bridge in the world. The strain of 
two trains, weighing together close on two thousand tons, was a pretty 
stiff one, but the engineers speak in the highest strain of the way in 
which it was borne—long life to the undertaking. May it pass the 
allotted span. 


BL 





THE talk of the town at Maryport has been the marriage of a deaf 
and dumb gentleman with a lady similarly gifted in reticence, Happy 
man, he has no dread of his wife’s tongae. Even a curtain lecture 
from the most accom plished of spouses in the art of dumb speaking 
with deaft fingers would be robbed of its nocturnal terrorsa—he would 
be a craven indeed, who cared a dum for it, 
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DAMON AND PYTHIAS. 
Ist Bachelor.—“By JoVE! THAT FELLOW BROWNE HAS RUN OFF WITH SMYTHE’S WIFE. HERE IT IS, ‘SCANDAL IN HIGH LIFE. 


99 1 





























fnd Bachelor.—* VOOR OLD BROWNE! BUT I ALWAYS SAID THERE WAS NOTHING HE WOULDN'T DO TO BENEFIT SMYTHE,” ¢ 
More Influenza. So might microbes like stern tax-collectors, or like 

(SEE CARTOON.) | 3ogus Company starters or gas-men on strike. 
Tie acute Influenza. which lately has been Indeed, once let John Bull dream of plagues such as theze 
Undcrmining our systems and raising our spleen, That might turn epidemic and set up disease, 
Is iced, 80 the medical experts declare, And I'll warrant the nightmare disturbing his mind 
Ly robe that’s somehow pervading the air. Will be one of the creepiest-crawliest kind. 
And two Viennese doctors have caught on the wing oe — 
as lexan ined this wee microscopical thing, Protection y, Free to Raid. 
Vhich resembles a reverend Bishop tis said, THE Eesas, the Somaliland tribe, for whose benefit a little punitive 


In its contou especially ’ i iti i 
ntour pecially just round the head. expedition has started from ‘Aden, are described as a “ robber race, 














If the truth of this statement be proved to the full and their conduct, as reported, certainly co-robber-race the statement. pt 
If a Bishop-like mite has infected John Bull, During a storm of dust they descended upon Bulhar, a town under ve 
o,.” . . e,°0 . . . ‘ TY 
It is awful to think how some other mites may sritish protection (just when British protection wasn’t looking) and 7 
Spread ill-health in the same or a different wav. kicked up alot more dust, killed asnumber of the inhabitants, and, 
eee | | finally, made tracks with a quantity of portable property. If the ex- 
If a burglar-like microbe, for instance, got loose, |  pedition catches them they will probably catch it, and, perhaps, 
It inight go near to cooking the gentleman's guore ; hardly enjoy the change from Bulharian silver to Britannia mettle. 
Gold Mida! Awarded Health Exhibition, Loi d * peers we we waned . . 
2 | cep tage AWARDED SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS | 
And Highest Award Adelaide, 1887, Daan 
ile. bse, Ge epee aed at eee aon amr etes wager 
Ay.” @iC.BRANDAUER &C°$ 
Su thaains ae IRCULAR : 4 
CHILDREN, 4 | PO I NTED . | (1) 
and ‘ " 
INVALIDS O O NIN NO NN ne | 
—" oun . “ Write as smoothly as a ‘ead pencil, neither scratcl nor spurt, | 
Retail in Tins at ls. 6d.., 2s. 6d., OS., oe . ee > Se - He ee > b . ey ntion is | 2) 


Wholesale of all Wholecale Fleccne | sexi ewuaees com.cn tie tare etees | ABSOLUTELY PURE tnererone BEST 
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An carly MOTRING Arive 


(1) A play-acting donkey grew muddled 
and frisky, 
Through ass-iduousness in absorb- 
ing Scotch whisky. 
(2) A professor declares that the horse 
“eVoil luted” 





Nn ee 





SS ~ 
ww 


S 


- = 








(3) Abstracting an overcoat 
you're “ abstracted,” 
Isn't nice, when by b aks 
pains are exacted. 


TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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when 


certain 


(4) St. Valentine's Day doth again drive 
some crazy— 
The damsel here drawn isa \ 
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(5) A bag full of fowls did this 
“find” at Beckton ; 
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was a wrecked ‘un. 


(6) A“ gent” and “real lydy” drov: 


sae Jill. 
And for-we €T-Wwo0eG, 800K ' 
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man (7) An ill-tempered tram-car conductor 


went “ spilling ” 
oon A feminine fare, and was 
forty shilling. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THE LyRic.—The Red Hussar has been subjected to several altera- 
tions which may also be described as improvements. The Red As Are, 
in fact, is not The Red As Was. A stronger finish to the last act has 
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Tue LYRIC.—“ WARRANTED BURGLAR |l—PROOF!” 


heen at last (t)act on, and the whole piece pulled together generally. 
Mr. Alec Marsh has succeeded to the reversion (and gives a re-version ) 
of Sir Harry Leighton, left vacant by Mr. Coffin, and assists the 
onward Marsh of its success. Mr. Ben Davies’ hero one could hero- 
ver and over again, and Miss Marie Tempest is, of course, hailed with 
a storm of applause every time. Our artist sends us a sketch of the 
first piece, Warranted Burglar Proof. As there is nothing like the 
sketch in the piece, I don’t believe he was present. I don’t place 
much reliance on his other sketches, either. 


TOOLE's.—Mr. Toole having now given all his farewell perfor- 
mances, and being (presumably) engaged in packing up, previous to 
packing off to the Continong (just to recover his digestion and general 
equilibrium, you know, after all the good cheer and “ good-byes”’ he 
has been subjected to, and before his little run to Australia, where 
we hope he will have a big run), 7ie Bungalow will, this very night 
(Wednesday), resume its place in the evening bill. On Friday the 
anagement promise us a “gala” night. What are they going to 
give us’? I have a suggestion : suppose they hand round buns and 
call it a “ Bun-gala night ’—eh ? 


THE PRINCE OF WALES’.—Wilfrid, the hero of Marjorie, having 
been relinquished by Miss Huntington, is now played by the original 
exponent, Mr. Joseph Tapley—and most Tap(t)ley played, too! Mr. 
Tapley is a tenor, and the tenor of the part requires such a voice. 
There is too much reality about Marjorie to allow of its hero being 
impersonated by a lady, and if Miss Huntington failed, she is entitled 
to what consolation may be extracted from the fact that success was 

MO MORE YUST NOW, BUT Come ep 
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TOOLE'S.—“ THE BUN-GAL(OW !)” 


im possible, She could not do the deed, and we couldn’t even accept 


the Wilfrid~—I mean, the will for it! By-the-way, Miss Hunting- 
ton's defects of articulation and manner were rat] r more dwelt upon 





in connection with Marjorie than with Paul Jones, although they 
were quite as palpable in the latter, as I took the (almost lonely) 
liberty of pointing out at the time. “ Kindness to a new comer,” 
explains it, I suppose, which is a praiseworthy motive ; but the kind. 
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THE CouRT.—“TO THE REST-OUE!” 


ness is a mistaken one. When the critic elects to tell the truth, 
when the actor is no longer a new comer, it is bound to look some- 
thing like unjust severity. 


Nops AND WINKS.—The combined efforts of Miss E. Bessle and 
Mr. 8. Herberte Basing, have produced an excellent version of 
Janville’s Gringoire, which was played with gratifying success at 
the Park Hall, Battersea, last week. The authors sustained the parts 
of Loyse and Gringoire with credit—not to say renown, Miss Mary 
Bessle appearing as Nicole Andry. The performance is to be repeated 
this evening at the “smoker” at Brunswick House, Vauxhall (the 
London and South Western Institute).—Mr. and Mrs. S. L. Hasluck 
gave one of their deservedly popular dramatic and musical recitals 
at the Steinway Hall last Thursday. Mr. C. D. Cleveland, a pro- 
mising pupil of Mr. Hasluck’s, assisted on this occasion.—TZhe Home 
Feud will appear at the Comedy on Friday. It is a new play by 
Mr. Walter Frith.—The production of Les Cloches,at the Opera 
Comique, is cloche at hand. It may be expected to occur on Monday 
next.—Cyril’s Success is to be—or has already been, perhaps, ‘“ when 
this you see”—replaced with Our Boys at the Criterion.—Miss 
Charlotte Morland and Miss Florence Bright will give a matinée, at 
the Comedy, on Tuesday next. Miss Morland will contribute a 
comedy-drama, entitled Quicksands, to the festivities, while Miss 


sright, in conjunction with Miss Eva ditto, presents Tabitha’s Court- 


ship, a comedietta, as her share.—M. Bruet and Madame Riviere, 


who appeared at the Alhambra a few years ago, without gaining much © ‘ 
favour, have been re-engaged at that house. As these duettists come 


to us now with the cachet of ‘ Exposition” success, and as, more- 





THE AVENUE.—“ DR. BILL!” (Mr. Smalipuss thinks he'd like to live iu the gra J 
style. The “little account” yor his first splash cures him for ever). 


over, we have lately become somewhat accustomed to the peculiarities 
of the café chantant artiste, their chances are considerably bettered 
NESTOR. 
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TOTTIE: 


A SHILLING SHOCKLET. 
By a Lady of Title. 





CHAPTER III, 


WHICH MAY BE READ TO THE TUNE OF “THE GIRL I LEFT 
BEHIND ME.” 


PEcKY and I spent the next few days under Mrs. Stumpleaf’s hos- 
pitable roof, where (in consideration of our having been customers, 
and the daily pay- 
ment of two and 
threepence) we en- 
joyed the use of a 
small bedroom and 
a plentiful supply 
of weak tea, bread 
and butter and 
bloaters for our 
morning’s repast, 
together with some 
eloquent homilies, 
delivered with 
much energy and 
oratorical power by 
Mrs. Stumpleaf 
herself, on what 
she was pleased to 
term “the ikeyness 
of gals nowadays.” 
Dad and Chappie 
found shelter at 
the friendly 
“ Lion,” where they 
agreed to remain 
until my departure. 

“Tl tell you 
what we'll do, old 
un,” said the latter, 
digging our paren- 
tal relative in the 
ribs, “ we'll start a champion Turf Tipster’s Syndicate and Universal 
Sporting Commission Agency. The flat-racing season (suggestive and 
appropriate phrase that !) is close at hand. We'll take an office, have 
flaming advertisements in the sporting papers—the style of thing 
that’ll suit your literary abilities down to the ground ; and as modern 
scientific old jokers have arrived at the conclusion that there’s a mug 
born every minute—though in my opinion that’s a miscalculation, 
there can’t be less than two—if we don’t pack up a tidy parcel by 
the end of the year, I’ll suffer myself to be hung up outside the Dogs’ 
Home as a warning to importers of preserved horse essence!” 

In addition to this generous and straightforward offer, Chappie had 
meanwhile advanced thirty shillings to replenish my wardrobe, and 
as the Earl of Bloodwort had by letter testified his admiration and 
approval of the references forwarded, and which were indeed written 
in dad’s choicest style, nothing remained but the arrival of the day of 
departure. 

And it soon came. 

Ah me! ahme! An undefined feeling of impossible expectancy 
thiills my inward consciousness as I kneel sorrowfully beside my 
shabby little trunk, tenderly 
handling carefully treasured 
relics—valueless in themselves, 
but around which a wealth of 
tender recollection and damp 
sentiment hovers! That powder- 
puff and box bought in the Low- 
ther Arcade by dear old Percy 
Dashington! That cigarette- 
case which had originally con- 
tained a dozen  Bospherian 
Beauties, purchased for four- 
pence halfpenny in the Black- 
friars Road the night we had 
been to see The Turkish Tribune, 
or, The Lights of the Harem at 
the Surrey Theatre! Let me 
Lae see—that was Fred Simpleton— 
e poor old Fred! And _ those 
garters! they came in the shape 
of a valentine from dear little Reggie Thickhead after I had accused 
him of kissing Pecky in the passage the night he brought the new 
pearl powder! The hot tears surge upwards, blinding my vision, 
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and taking the starch out of a pair of lace cuffs which I vainly en- 
deavour to recollect how I came by. Outside there is a street organ, 
playing with a tenderness and expression that is absolutely madden- 
ing, “I'll give him beans to-night!" The crooning lilt of the exqui- 
site melody pierces my soul, and I cannot even smile scornfully when 
Pecky insinuates that I “have had too many winkles for tea, and that 
I know they never agree with me!” 

The weary night passes, breakfast becomes a thing of the past— 
the growler threatens to part asunder every time it ferociously elbows 
the curb—there is a confused crush—a shaking of hands, a mingling 
of vague sentences, a faint delicate perfume of cachous as I accept 
Pecky’s parting kiss, and the last thing I dreamily see and hear is 
dad offering to toss the cabman double or quits for his fare, while 
Chappie suggests the alternative of “an up-and-a-downer” as an 
arrangement equally deserving of consideration. 

Then the whistle shrieks, and—a page in my life is turned down. 

(To be continued.) 








A Valentine from Mr. Fun 
TO THE PRETTIEST GIRL IN THE WORLD. * 


So sweet and young and chastely fair, 
Will you, now, be my valentine ! 

Come, will you greet the spring with me, 
And, laughing, say that you'll be mine? 


On thy rare beauty let me gaze 

While, toying, braid thy soft brown hair, 
To hear the merry, silvery laugh 

Clear ringing through the sunny air. 


To feel thy warm breath on my cheek, 
And gaze into those love-lit eyes ; 
To pledge my constant troth to thee— 
True as the deep blue of the skies, 


What shall I give for one fond kiss 
From those sweet rosy lips of thine? 
For that sweet bliss, and look of love ; 
My heart shall be thy valentine. 
* WHO is the prettiest girl in the world? will our lady friends help us to decide ? 
—ED. FUN. 
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| A MODEL MISS-TAKE. . 
Inquisitive Model.—“1 hear you had a delightful sketching tour, 


fr. le; and these, I su are the spoils of the expedition * 
ve oe ( Lincy Doy page conceited, but he thinks she might 


have chosen a more suitable expression. 
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AN AWKWARD PREDICAMENT. 

Two valentines have been sent to the house, an ugly and a pretty 

one, and yet Miss Brown and her niece of the same name cannot come 
to any satisfactory conclusion as to the rightful ownership of them. 


2 cece aS — <a - ns - —_—. 


Esau and Jacob Redivivi. 


{Sergeant Ablett, of Millwall, is justly incensed by the offer of a relic-hunter to 
purchase his Victoria Oross, The would-be buyer reveals the shameful fact that 
live persons now living have already, to his knowledge, disposed of their Victoria 
Crosses for cash.—See Press.] 

FRoM the Occident fair to the Orient’s rim, 
From the ice-fields of Iceland, appalling and grim, 
To the deeps where Antarctica’s water-nymphs swim, 
Was no mortal more happy than he: 
For he'd erstwhile performed a redoubtable deed 
At the risk of his life, and the powers had decreed 
That 'twould be for his courage a suitable meed 
If they gave him the famous V. C. 
So he gazed on his prize with commendable pride, 
And “I swear by my honour,” he fervently cried, 
“That whate’er in my future career may betide 
Of misfortune, privation, and loss, 
Yea, howe’er I may writhe beneath Poverty’s smart,— 
Yet, so long as the life-blood flows warm from my heart, 
There is naught upon earth that shall tempt me to part 
With my precious Victoria Cross!” 


And to seasons, long seasons, in Amurath wise, 
Had succeeded ere ever again to our eyes 
Came the form of that hero of doughty emprize, 
And a hoary-haired creature was he : 
Yet what pleasures, we thought, in his heart must be shed 
To reflect on the deeds of a day that is dead, 
With what sacred and soulful affection, we said, 
Must he gaze on his treasured V. C.! 
So we entered his house, and expressed a desire 
To behold his award,—to behold and admire : 
But how deep was our grief when the grey-headed sire, 
With a shrug of his humerus os, 
Calmly told us that soon of his ornament he 
Grew so thoroughly tired that, while out on a spree, 
He was glad for the price of another day's glee 
To exchange his Victoria Cross! ! ! 


Oh! the relic-collector is crafty and keen : 

Oh! the relic-collector is measly and mean : 

Oh! the relic-collector of conscience, we ween, 
Is as barren as barren can be : 

But the relic-collector should really by law 

Be well punished, who seeks, with accipitrine claw, 

From its owner by specious allurements to draw 
The sublime, honorific ¥. C. 

Oh! the puissant arm may be vastly inspired, 

And the puissant heart superhumanly fired, 





And the puissant deed through creation admired ; #4 
Yet the price of a fourpenny “ doss,” re 

Or an ounce of thick twist—be he never so brave— e 

Is sufficient reward for the vandalist knave — 

Who his right for a handful of silver will waive 
To the royal Victoria Cross ! 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR OF “FUN.” 


S1r,—Just allow me to remark, in reference to Sandown Park, I’ve 
promised long to glad your eyes with words concerning its Grand 
Prize, and as, from all you’ve ever heard, you know I never break my 
word, you will not be surprised this trip because I here attach 


THE TIP. 
LET winds blow high, let winds blow low 
(And why they shouldn’t, Z don’t know, 
Or why they should likewise also), 
But keep your eye on Touch-and-Go. 


Though Tonans may your fancy strike ‘i 

(And you may back it if you like) ; ee 

Ride ye by train or horse or bike, Be: 

I think you ought to back The Tyke. 

The Scottish Minstrel sings a stave 

You'd like to bury in a grave 
Jeneath an everlasting pave, ce 

While Gonfalon aloft does wave. F 
(A gonfalon’s a kind of flag— 

A pretty name to give a nag) ; 

If Magyar lands a single mag, 

Conservator no more may brag. 


There, Sir, accept these lines pro tem. (I’ve nothing more to add to 
them) ; next week I start from equine clogs to give a tip about the 
dogs, well known to all—to me—to you—as runners for the Waterloo, 
So, trusting you're, just now, no wuss, I’m ever yours, TROPHONIUS, 
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ADDING FUEL TO FLAME. Me ‘ 
Mrs. Biggs.—“ Mariar ’Awkins, I’ve jest received a hugly and hin- 
sulting valentine, and I has my serspicions as it’s come from you.” 7 





Mrs. Hawkins.—“ Lor’, Mrs. Biggs, ‘ow could you go for to think 
sech a thing of me? Why, it was on’y the day as was the day before | 
the day before yestiddy as you said to me as ‘ow you'd ’ad your 7 
phuttygrarf took, an’ you was a-hexpectin’ the specimen. I expecks 
it’s the specimen come at last.” 


2 
5 
7 
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THE LAW OF LIBEL AT IT AGAIN. 


Our Baker reads the papers, The lesson that the members of a public board dare not discuss the reasons for not employing this or that contractor was not lost 
upon him. He has applied the ivea with success. 





















Artfully concealing himself in the breakfast room cup- “ My love,” remarked the lady of the house, “I don't think I shall deal with this baker any more—his 
board lately, he waited and tried his luck. bread has so mang rocks in it.” “Good heavens! my dear,” exclaimed her lord, “ pray don't say things 
of that sort until 
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Whether we might be overheard by someone in coucealment. Ha !—it's all rafe. 
Well, to tell the truth, I’ve fancied before now that he wasn’t a good baker.” 
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i i ot” it would save us both 
Hs No sooner were the fatal words uttered than our Baker started from his concealment with a yell of triumph. “Tibel!” said he, * Perhaps 
trouble if you were to hand me the £1,000 damages now, and I'll give you a receipt for it.” And, we tell you, that unfortunate customer was heartily glad to get out 


of it so easily, 





FUN VALENTINEggp: 
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THH TRUE CAUSH OF THE EPIDEMIC. 


AN INTERVIEW WITH THE FACULTY. 


WITH a view to learn something about the probable causes and 


rogress of the Epidemic, we lately waited upon THE FACULTY. 
, . , ” We found him 


looking highly 
elated and trium- 
phant. 

“You are the 
Faculty, we  pre- 
sume?” we re 
marked, 

“T am—no less a 
person !”’ he replied, 
with an air of com- 
fortable self appre- 
ciation. 

“ The Comprehen- 
sive Entity which 
‘recommends’ 60 
many spurious and 
deleterious articles 
(among others) through the medium of the newspapers?” 

“The same,” he said, complacently. “You've come to hear about 
the Epidemic? Well, you'll be glad to know that I have conclusively, 
and once for all, discovered the cause of it. See, I have just written 
an exhaustive letter to the newspapers about it. It will establish my 
reputation, sir, on a firmer basis than ever! They will raise a statue 
to me in Shaftesbury Avenue!” 

“And the cause of the Epidemic?” we asked. 

“ Sedentary habits, in conjunction with the prevailing bitterly cold 
weather, That’s the cause, sir. There’s not an iota of doubt about 
the matter ; it’s an established fact—a piece of history. If we could 
only have a sudden spell of warm weather, and everybody would go 
out for a long walk, the Epidemic would disappear as if by magic— 
‘lie out instantly. Kindly post this letter for me. I should not be 
justified in keeping my important discovery from the public for a 
>ingle moment!” 

* . ” & 4 * 

It was just a week after that interview that we looked up the 
Faculty again. He was just as jubilantly triumphant as before ; he 
vrasped us effusively by both hands, while tears of satisfaction ran 
down his cheeks and made little rivers down his boots. 

“You want to hear more about the Epidemic?’ he exclaimed. 
* Well, you'll be delighted to learn that I've discovered the cause of 
it—conclusively and once for all, without a possibility of doubt!” 

“That's very satisfactory,” we said, caught up and cariied away by 
his delight. “If it isn’t a secret between you and the Epidemic, 
what is it?” 

“Nothing more than the popular habit of outdoor occupation, 
combined with the present unseasonably mild weather. If a frost 
were to set in at this very moment, and the public could only be 
persuaded to remain indoors for a day, the disease would instantly 
die out as if by necromancy! Perhaps you would be good enough-to 
post this two-column letter about it which I have been writing to the 

papers: my duty to the 
public dictates that I 
should let them know at 
once.” 
* * . . 
After this we decided 
to look him up regularly 
once a week, to learn the 
cause of the Epidemic, 
\\\\ feeling the paramount im- 
portance of such know- 
ledge to humanity. So 
that day week we looked 
in again; and there was 
the Faculty, as trium- 
phant as ever. 
“Ha ha!” he cried, 
“awfully glad you've dropped in. I've just this moment discovered 
the real cause of the Epidemic—think of that! No mere guess-work 
I can tell you: I can prove every jot of it!” 

: oe we +p, tip = ~ weather do you attribute 
eieinanas te be. “4 } ta } A. dear soul, weather has nothing 
vey pcb : . . — . 1e — bearing upon it. It's caused 
. ted thes ~ A a a eae tobacco. After exhaustive inquiry, 
an sedate Undeuaiar tor » the di os intoxicants and smoke, enjoy 
ait or ee c ne ae isease, If people could only persuade 
as if at the waving eS the Epidemic would vanish 

aving of a fairy’s wand, May I ask you to drop th‘s 
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letter in the post as you pass? I lose no time in communicating my 
discovery to the editor of the Daily Press. 
* * * ia * * 

Next week the Faculty advanced breathlessly to meet us; his 
emotions seemed too deep for words. 

In his mouth was an immense meerschaum, from which he drew and 
distributed dense volumes of pungent smoke ; in his hand he grasped 
a stiff glass of grog. 

At length his feelings found utterance, though a. little thickly. 

“Ver’ glad 't’see yer, olef'ler! Gossomething "portant to commu- 
kinat—should say communicate. Dishcov’d cause Epidemic; 
Wha’ think o’ that? Just help y’ shelf goo’ stiff glass o’ grog, 
and light a pipe. D’ ye know—Epidemhic scaused simp’ and sole’ by 
absurd craze for todle abst’nence from t’bacco and alc’ol! Itsh 
on’y the todle absta’nersh that catch it! Not a shingle person got it 
thatsh dicted to reasonable use t’bacco and shtimulants! If you'll 
have the goo’ness to posht thish letter to the papers—where devlsh 
that lerrer? Oh—here ’tis—not very leg’ble, but sthill I consirrered 
it my duty to——’ave ‘nother glass, olef’ler ; wontsher?” 








A Fortunate Cat-astrophe. 

IN the cat-egory of consignments surely that of twenty thousand 
mummified cats, recently arrived at Liverpool from Egypt, is the 
queerest. It impresses the imagination and appeals to the feelines 
to consider that, after being buried decently for four thousand years, 
they have been exhumed to furnish manure for a distant land. They 
were discovered in a cats’ cemetery—a famous cat-acomb in its day, 
about a hundred miles from Cairo—somewhere about the first cat- 
aract, isn't it?—by an Egyptian fellah—lucky fellah this—who 
accidentally fell-ah into it and a good thing at the same time. From 
the locality of the discovery we presume that on this special occasion 
Cairo did neither kill the cats nor bury them. 
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THE BARE IDEA. 
Tom Box,—* Beats me how those Dashaway girls manage to dress 
80 eer eee only a curate.” 
Charlie Cor.—“ Oh, hang it! You can’ ing 
Pie the ae: ig i ou can’t say they put everything 
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(1) Young Clerklett had just bought a beauty for his Jamina, when he 
’ as he was leaving the shop. 


caught sight of a ‘‘ penny ugly one 


A VALENTINE’S DAY ROMANCE. 
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truer than life ! 





ment and dragged him in. 
think of that for a likeness ? 
Great red nose, goggle eyes, grin, and all! 
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(4) ‘‘ There, my boy!” said he, *‘ what do you 
You won't beat that in a hurry! Got it 
ike me as 


George !” said he, “it’s the born image of her governor! Serve him right 
to send it to him, for snubbing me and encouraging that ass Bobsworth- 
Smith.” So he purchased it. (2) Then he artfully stuck B.-S.’s name 
on the corner of the ugly one, and posted them both, and went home bug- 
ging himself to think he had ‘‘ made it warm” for Bobsworth. (3) But 





two peas! Young Bobsworth-Smith sent it to me this morning. Got his 
name in the corner. I’m going to have it framed for the family portrait 
gallery.” (5) But the worst of it was that Jamina thought Bobsworth had 


sent the other valentine, too, and he was mean enough to let her think so. 





as he passed the house on the 14th, the old man rushed out in some excite- 


They are engaged now, and Clerklett has taken to drink and gone to the dogs, 





All-a-Rye. 


_CIt is expected that a grant will be given ont of the 
City Parochial Charities Fund towards the extension of 
Peckham Rye.] 


AIR—“ My Pretty Jane.” 


O Fun, O Fun, O good old Fu-un! 
So clever, so clever, yet so shy, 
The papers mention an extension 
Of Peckham—of sweet old Peckham—Rye. 
The winter’s waning fast, O Fun, 
And spring is drawing near, 
So of a party now-ow make one, 
And towards the Rye let’s steer. 
O fearless Fun, O peerless FUN, 
Go, put your wheeze bag by, 
And come and frolic, likewise rollick, 
When the bloo-oo-oom—the bloom's on 
Peckham Rre! 








Then name the day—the beanfeast da-ay, 
And we—and we will have a fling ; 
Refreshments we will put awa-ay, 
And dance—yes, dance, and sing and swing. 
Bring Mrs, FUN, and the little FuNs, 
(That last babe-F UN’s a dear !), 
And let them f-ee-ee-d on milk and buns, 
While we wolf up the wine or beer. 
Then, good old Fun! O blithe, bold Fun! 
Pray put your wheeze bag by, 
And come and rollick, likewise frolic, 
When the bloo-oo-com—the bloom’s on 
Peckham Rye! 


Mrs. PoDMORE has been sniffing the briny 
at Brighton. She returned to the bosom of 
her family after a comfortable journey in a 


first cass conpon, 
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Kate-egorical Condemnation, 
[Dr. Kate Mitchell, in a recent temperance lecture, 
referred to the fondness City men have for nips of 
sherry so often in the day.] 
O, Doctor KATE, pray wherefore “slate” 
(When Kate-aloguing topers) 
These frequent sips and sherry nips, 
As though our cits. were Slopers? 
Though, as you say, these nips all day 
Rouse indigestion’s demon ; 
Yet, oh, repress, dear doctoress, 
These girds at many a freeman. 
Our sherry is made-deira, see /— 
By such attacks ; ah, sherry-mie ! 





THE best classical author to consult with 
regard to the Russian Influenza.—Microbe- 
ius, 
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THERE IS SO MUCH ARTIFICE IN 
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THE WORLD! 


Miss Blacklock.—“ MAMMA, DEAR, WHY ARE DOGS CALLED GREYHOUNDS, WHEN THEY ARE NOT A BIT GREY #2 ? 
Mrs. Blacklock (who has recently read with interest the advertisement of somebody's wonderful “ hair restorer”).— I’m suRE I Don" 
Know, MY LOVE, EXCEPT IT MAY BE THATZPEOPLE LIKE TO GO ON THINKING THEY (OF COURSE SHE WAS REFERRING TO DoGs) ARE 


NOT GREY—WHEN THEY AXE.” 








A Letter-Day Saint, 


VALENTINE SANCTUS is with us again, 
Valentine, bringer of pleasure and pain. 
Valentine gossip is everywhere heard, 
Valentine chatter, inane and absurd. 
Valentine viewers complacently grin, 
Valentine buyers are spending their tin. 
Valentine sellers are happy and gay, 

Dear to their souls is St. Valentine’s Day ! 


Valentine season is with us again, 
Valentine senders are “ fidgin’ fu’ fain.” 
Valentine poets write wretched MS., 
Valentine verses are loved not the less. 
Valentine wit is exceedingly flat, 
Valentine buyers don’t boggle at that. 
Valentine pictures all reason ignore, 
Valentine lovers but love them the more. 
Valentine haters irately display 

Scorn for old customs on Valentine's Day. 


Valentine season is with us again. 
Valentines vapid and valentines vain, 
Valentines naughty and valentines prim, 
Valentines gaudy and valentines grim, 
Valentines horrid and valentines nice, 
Valentines teeming with pious advice, 
Valentines bringing unbounded delight, 
Valentines gendering malice and spite, 
Valentines—curse them !—with “twopence 
tw pay — 
All are en route on St, Valentine's Day ! 


Valentine season is with us again : 
Valentine frenzy makes mortals insane, 








Valentines rich with a fragrance refined, 
Valentine Cupids with blossoms entwined, 
Valentine kerchiefs and valentine hats, 
Valentine hampers containing dead cats, 
Valentines twitting the rubicund nose, 
Valentines mocking the gout-smitten toes, 
Valentines showing our innermost faults, 
Valentines acting like doses of salts, 
Valentines making us naughty words say,— 
All are afloat on St. Valentine’s Day ! 


Valentine season is with us again: 
Valentines deluge our dwellings like rain ; 
Valentines cursed at St. Martin’s-le-Grand, 
Valentines scorned by each Post Office hand. 
Valentine bearers come crawling along, 
Valentine postmen should really be strong. 
Valentine knocks must be knocked at each 
door, 
Valentine postmen’s poor fingers are sore. 
Valentine bundles their energies tax, 
Valentine bags are no joke on their backs. 
Valentine pressure forbids them to “ mike,” 
Valentines almost impel them to strike. 
Valentine postmen, “grown faint by the 
way,” 
Wish that the devil had Valentine’s Day ! 





A Par-tickler! 


Now, as to the Partick election, 

Don't regard it with anguish or dizziness ; 
‘Tis but the Conservative section 
(All yearning for Tennant’s rejection) 

Who deem it Partick-ular business. 











Too Spirited. 
SOMEONE was charged t’other day 
With shocking inebriation ; 
But, before he was ordered away, 
He made a most strange explanation : 
“°T was all a mere error,” said he ; 
“T never before was so frisky ; 
But this time I succumbed, don’t you see, 
Through mixing some gin with my whisky.” 
This gin-erous man, ’twould appear, 
Believed the “ blue ruin” was water ; 
These, mixed, made his cranium queer, 
And he acted as one “ didn’t oughter.” 
To profit by this, let’s prepare, 
Such mixing is certainly risky— 
Worse—’tis “ painting the lily,” as ’twere— 
This mixing of gin with your whisky. 
If such mixing as this you dare try— 
‘Twould, indeed, “fog” your views and 
your vision— 
You might think Lord §. isn’t sly— 
That the Times hasn’t met with derision. 
You might even suppose that M.P.s es 
(Who re-meet, as I write) won’t be frisky, ey 
But will do all they vowed—if you please— ee 
If you go and mix gin with your whisky. : 








A NEW “service frock” is to be issued to 
the Army. It has large pockets on either 
side, which, like the Temple of Janus, are to 
be closed in time of peace and opened in 
timeof war. Are these tocontain the soldiers’ 
rations, and, if so,.were they suggested by the 
Rational Dress Society ? 
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THE PUNISHMENT OF PARSIMONY. 











The two strings to Josephine’s bow listen to the Postmaster-General’s prayer, and post their 


Valentine tokens early on the 13th. 
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She does so. 


WHY! IT’S MY QWN RETURNED ' 
THEN SHE CASTS ME OFF' go \vy 












_ Their consequent early receipt suggests to Josephine (who 
is a mean little thing) a process of economy. She will post 
each admirer'’s valentine to the other. 
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Unfortunately she mixes addresses, sothat cach gets his own and draws unwelcome inferences. And her only 


two chances of wedding wealth depart for ever. 














THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER AT THE SPORT 
AND ARTERIES. 


VEN Jollidogue tell me zat he go see ze Exposition of Esport an’ 
Art at your Gallery of Grosvenor, and demand vill I go too? I say 
vat do you sink? and I add zat on zis hand I vill go nap, for, voila, 
if I am not esportsmans I am not nozzink, and as I entare ze Gallery 
arm-in-arm vit my ole friend I exclaim so zat zare sall be no mees- 
take about it. “Whoop! hark forvards! also backvards, Tally ho 
Marbel Arch offsidedown!” Zey recognize me at ze vonce as ze 
esportmans, and ze artiste rolled into von. 

Mr. FUN, ole boy, you must go to ze Grosvenor, if but to see ze 
tableaux of your Sir Landseer ze great paintare of ze mare at bay and 
who vas use to say truly in ze vords of ze poet, “ my art’sin ze landszatare 
high.” I gaze upon ze “ Sanctuary” and it reminds me of ze running 
deer and ze pool of your Vimbledon of ze past—also ze “ Monarch of 
ze Glen,” ze grand stag picture vich your House of Commons believed 
too dear for tree hundred guineas, but vich sell for six tousand pound ; 
ma foi! ze price vas a staggering von, and I do not sink much of ze 
Commons’ sense. Jollidogue delight in ze tableaux of deer'stalking— 
moi, 1 am ravi vit ze live dears talking in front of ze pictures. La 
passant, I am surprise to find no portraits of ze “stags” and “ bears” 
of your Exchange of Stocks. Zare is fine picture by Mr. Hunt, 
who naturellement is au fait vit ze hunting field of ze cub’s home. I 
am surprise to find zat ze Cub, chez lui, is not your London ’Arry. 
Jollidogue desire go see ze Herrings. I reply zat I did not know zat 
to catch the bloatare vas call sport—mais je comprends your Herring 
was ze artist of ze fox hunt maintenant, not the herring zat is sent 
I admire ze model pointer, who differ 





to cross ze scent of ze renard. 


* s 





from myselve because his point has no joke about it, and sowvent my 
joke has no point. I sit down and dazzle my eye vit ze cups of your 
Duke of Portland—ze Ascot Gold Cup and ze Gold Cup zat is good 
goods of Goodwood. Mais bientét, | am on my legs to go see ze arms 
ze pieces of fowl] and ze trouser loader. Zare is von old gun made by 
von Romano vich carry me back to early Sporting Times, I suppose 
it is used to shoot ze Bird of Freedom. 

Most of all, Iam interest in ze picture of zat grand “ Stockvell,” 
who so vell stocked your country vit vinners of ze Derby. Mort dv 
ma vie! if in ze human race merit descended from sire to son, as in ze 
race of ze racehorse, zen you English vould have vat you have not 
now—somesink to say for your House of Lords, 





Mirabile Dictu! 


[The excess of births over deaths has steadily declined, in the five preceding 
years, from 375,922 to 368,597.—Liegistrar-General's latest returns. | 
Says Mrs. Brown to Mrs. Chown, 
“* What are we coming to, my dear?” 
Says Mrs. Chown to Mrs. Brown, 
“ That’s just what I should like to hear! 


‘What's happened? Speak!” cries Mrs. U., 
“Ts there a fresh outburst of rabies?” 

‘“‘ Worse !—ten times worse!” cries Mrs. B.— 
“A yearly falling off of babies!” 


A BETTER NAME vor It.—The O'He and Shea Case. 
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THE REVISED METHOD OF SALUTATION. 


. ar ; : j ‘sing the hat in salutation, met in conclave 
ent, attributing their attacks of Influenza to oe Se ee ; a 
wr pase Ragen pads ner ge of sdanouladelee an acquaintance. There should be no difficulty in this. There is a wide choice, 


O- wear several 
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‘r v- = —_ A) . 
eh faa Saul would polifely hunt af your OP course the method of forrn of the lady's 
J2y " meeling an acg amlance , saluting a lady IS very Cwde nt. - salute nmght be used wilh advantage. 
. . e - ° e . . 
The Latest Thing in Valentines, | Be she Ellen or Lillie or Mary, You can hint that his ways are pernicious, 
(SEE CARTOON.) | _ Orsome other delectable sprite, . In a comic, satirical style ;_ 
| You inform your beloved “ good fairy So he'll learn—it may be to his sorrow, 
. she —~ - = . j mm 1h Sd P 9 - e ° 
Or what wonde rful proofs of devotion | That she’s “Queen of your heart to-night.” Should he feel that it serves him well 
Are some Valentines able to boast ! is right— 
And with what an excess of emotion | Yet you also can cause a sensation When he opens your missive to-morrow, 
Are they sometimes dispatch d to the post ! | by a Valentine sent toa “* him,” He's no King of your heart to-night. 
By such elegant means you discover ! W hich expresses, not fine admiration, 
me What perhaps had lain hidden, that you're | But a less complimentary whim: HAVING A RUN FOR YOUR MONEY.— 
The platonic (or otherwise) lover If you rate him as blameful or vicious, Chasing the pickpocket who has annexed 
Of the lady you chance to adore : Or a double dyed dolt without guile, your purse. 












BIRD’S Supplies a 

Daily Luxury. 

_CUSTARD me 6 OCOA 
Variety. DOWREE B q eC. | 












Reckitt: 





Endless 
The Choicest Dishes and the Richest Custard 
without Eggs. 





CADBURY'S 


| ABSOLUTELY PURE tnererone BEST 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES, 
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=Drownine Lord Beaconsfield ts. iden of Paiibeun Ns, Cavahl red-handed. 





(1) This shootist’s aim was (so some | (3) With a good ship’s use it plays the (5) By the Mint we're told half-seve- uated aciieaiasiaih tihatiat anmatales 
Claim) deuce, reigns old many mr 
A (Cocka)-too-too utter shame, | When some menagerie’s let lcos Are lamb-Mint-ably light of gold. pe a siiek and wiih i 
(2) ‘Tis sad, of course, to face the Force, (4) These men o’ the Press are rash, so deen ai ich 
For stealing your own trap and yo “hed guess, (dress. To thus “bust” shrewd Bendizzy's Pr ahs ‘. sisal stnaty 
horse, To th view ladies’ Rash-on-all bust. By his victim in his robe-de-nutt, 
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SLASHHB3 AND PUFFS. 


author 
who 
adapts Richardson’s “ Cla- 
rissa Harlowe”’ to the stage, 
~~ | great Harloweances must, 
| no doubt, be made. If the 

| f- =~“! difficulties of manipulating 
f/ an ordinary three volume novel into 
J act and scene are surmounted by 









few, what must his task be who sets 


if I remember rightly—six volumes ? 
(It isa long time since I saw the 
work—I never had the impudence to 
j read it.) To my mind (for which, 
for its singularity in this matter, 
I feel unbounded contempt), Mr. 
suchanan’s Clarissa is, with amelio- 
ae rations, a bad play. The cause lies 
partly with Richardson’s story, partly 
with Mr. Buchanan, and partly 
with the ordinary adapting difficul- 
ties, 
THE VAUDEVILLE. —PHIL-FULL, 


I pon’? think the story either a pretty or a pleasant one to pass the 
evening with, myself —an interesting homiletic study, but studies for 
the study, say I. That is, however, merely a personal predilection, 
and, like the flowers that bloom in the spring, tral la, has nothing 
to do with the case. The spirit and bearing of the story 
(as it has been told to me) has been preserved with scrupuloug 
fidelity by Mr. Bucha- 
nan, and his third act 
is good stage craft (ex- 
cept for a wonderfully 
mal ( propos serenade, 
which two gentlemen 


» An 








pe \I ; | 
ty < 
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THE VAUDEVILLE.—“HERE'S A PRETTY HARLOWE-BULOO! THE OVERBEAR- 
ING PARENT,” 


pause in the midst of a violent quarrel to listen to!); but the con- 
struction of the other three acts is a caution to—other adaptors ! 

I SUPPOSE it was inevitable, under the circumstare «. that the 
Harlowe family should come out into 
the fields to quarrel and receive and dis- 
cuss matrimonial offers, also that much 
private and delicate business should be 
transacted in Covent Garden Market, 
but surely the extreme artificiality of 
most’ of the entrances and exits might 
have been avoided? (I wonder how 
often Hetty Belford said “Good-bye” 
in the second act, and almost imme- 
diately came back to listen to the cer- 
tainly remarkable things that were being 
said coram populo?) or, if not avoided. 
not 80 persistently drawn attention to, 
to be waiting just outside until s 

J ‘ 





THE VAUDEVILLE,—“ScorTCH.” 


As it was, everyone seemcd 
e called 1 or he said. 
<4 : 


UG A) | pee For the 


himself to extract the essence of— 








THE dialogue of the play—it is practically all Mr. Buchanan’s—is 
easy and natural for the most part, and in some of the speeches from 
Clarissa in the last act it rises toa fine height of imagination and 


graceful diction, not but what I 
think these speeches out of place 

on the stage, and had they been 

less magnificently delivered than 

they were by Miss Emery, I do 
not think even a friendly matinée 
audience would have been alto- 
gether patient under them. When 
all is said and done, however, the 
play is an interesting play, and 
for those who enjoy the luxury of 
woe it affords ample scope for 
revelry. The tears that flow will 
at least be wholesome ones. 


THE Vaudeville company is not 
wholly satisfactory, but ‘twill 
serve — nay, in some respects, __ 
‘twill more than serve. Miss 
> Emery, if she did not exactly sur- 





THE VAUDEVILLE.— 


THE VAUDE- prise, delighted her admirers, by “«erry A WAIFE 


Mindat Se A the gentle pathetic dignity and —Nov H/S WaAIrEk, 
ci “y a oe poetic insight of her acting in the 

AND ANON, HE last act. Mr. Thalberg was not an absolutely satis- 
GAVE HIS NOSE faetory Lovelace, and Miss Ella Banister, though she 


es NI . - ae 
STIL 7 = means well. is somewhat weak. Mr. Thomas Thorne 


SMILED.” grapples valiantly with the part of Philip Belford, 

and not unsuccessfully, but, for my part, I like to 

see him funny. Mr. F. Thorne goes about under the name of Captain 

McShane, with diverting results, and Mr. Cyril Maude contributes 

a particularly clever bit of character. Some handsome costumes 
are supplied by Messrs. L. and H. Nathan. 


ey, |—Miss 
§| Cissy 
esx (FTA 
‘== hame 
ttt —=——=-~ has 
Ba a opened 
~ ‘ her managerial campaign 
with a flourish — royalty 
and all—and looks like 
being in for good fortune. 
Mr. J. K. Jerome’s ‘“ com- 
paratively speaking” (as 
he puts it) new and origi- 
nal play, New Lamps for 
Old, is as ingenuously un- 
real in its story as anything you 
can find in stageland, the home 
of unrealities, and as we feel the 
characters are only “ having a lark” 
und are not in earnest, we have a 
sensation of not getting all the fun 










b . 
rs } out of them we feel to be our just 
Bm \ due, 

& | 

% , 

g \ THE dialogue is exceptionally 

s  - 


fresh and funny, though—some of it 
genuinely witty: and most of the 
acting is capital, so we manage to 


TERRY'S. — The New Manageress.— TUb along with that, and have a 


Fi gpg Sn 1 =" oP OF COURSE; good time, Mr, Penley is as comical 
; ‘THINK I'VE SOME OTHER , . “ ’ 
Gade biavins cimee Gace, SS ees. be care, “How de aot” 

and “ Good morning ! * and,“ Where’s 


my umbrella?’ and other side-splitting things, till you laugh your- 
self blue in the face. And when you see him going up and down 
in a deranged “lift” during the whole of the second act, while (in 
conformity with the rules of stageland) nobody on the stage appears 
to observe him, although the obtrusively open lift extends a third of 
the way across the stage, you have to give the thing up in despair, not 
having enough laughs left in you to do justice to the situation. 
Misses Cissy Grahame, Gertrude Kingston, and Houston, and Messrs. 
Gould and Lestocq, keep the fun going with great spirit. Mr. Kerr 
18 not mercurial enough, There is some clever acting thrown away 
upon a maladroit first piece by Misses M. A. Giffard, Miss Helen 
Leyton, and Messrs. Yorke Stephens and Oscar Adye. 


NoDs AND WINKS.—The Bohee Brothers have set up in minstrelsy 


with a goodly company at the National Hall, Piccadilly. In the 
Weg } } . ba 


=P . } 1 1 , ‘ : ° 
t OY-an 1- I shall have something to sav further on this sub- 
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TOTTIE: 


A SHILLING SHOCKLET. 
By a Lady of Title. 


CHAPTER IV. 
THE MOAT AND ITS INMATES, 


SWIFTLY sped the rattler through gloomy London and the equally 

dispiriting suburbs, until, the open country reached, the scene grew 

, I . brighter and more ex- 

oe hilarating, and my 

spirits rose in propor- 
tion. 

I had the whole of a 
third - class compart- 
ment to myself, and 
consolingly thoughtas I 
glanced at the shabby 
interior, howsoon would 
this sordid discomfort 
be exchanged for halls 
of dazzling light and 
surroundings of luxu- 
rious splendour, and 
leaning back in the 
seat and placing my 
feet upon the opposite 
cushions, I lit a ciga- 
rette, of which I had 
taken the precaution 
to bring a frugal store, 
and abandoned myself 
to pleasing reflections. 

At last, then! at last 
my cherished longings 
and wild romantic 
aspirations were about 
to be realized, and I 
was to associate and 

7 ; mingle with the real 
blue-blooded aristocracy, of wuose existence and reality the only 
knowledge I possessed had been gleaned from the pages of penny 
weekly high-class periodicals, What would they be like, and how 
should I be treated? On the latter head, however, I was troubled 
with no doubts, for I had perfect confidence in my own power of 
refusing to be imposed upon, and it was unnecessary to recall 
Chappie’s oft-repeated aphorism that “ the joker had yet to be born 
who could take a rise out of Tottie ;” but with the recollection of this 
arose a feeling of disgust and loathing against the vulgar poverty and 
contemptible gentility which I was quitting—as I firmly resolved— 
forever. No! henceforward I would fight the battle of life on my 
own account. 

“ Tottie, my child,” I observed, inwardly communing, “ you are fart 
from being a fool, and you are armed for that battle with——” and I 
drew out my little washleather purse, “ three and sevenpence-farthing 
F in current coin, a gilt Jubilee sixpence of 
such respectable exterior that it would de- 
ceive the governor of the Mint himself, 
two pawntickets—ah ! youshall coon be able 
to redeem those bangles and earrings— 
three postage stamps and a cough lozenge. 
You have likewise a small trunk containing 
a slender though fetching wardrobe. Now, 
what style do you intend to adopt as suit- 
able for the new sphere you are about to 
ornament? The grave, severe, sedate de- 
portment of the high class governess, or the 
playful prattling artlessness of a girlish 
goose? Neither! a frank. candid, knowing, 
unabashed coolness, heightened by an occa- 
sional soupgon of slang—that’s the style to 
suit you! and with your native cheek and 
average luck, if you don’t emerge success- 
fully from the fray, you deserve to become 
a curate’s wife, and darn socks for the rest 
of your days.” 

The plan of action decided on, I finished 
my cigarette, ate with a hearty relish the 
saveloy and crust of bread Pecky had 
thoughtfully placed in my handbag, and 
not forgetting to bestow equal attention 
upon a quartern flask of full-bodied claret from the wood—dad’s gift 
—proceeded to fall into a gentle and peaceful slumber. . . 

It was seven o'clock when, cold and miserable as the night itself, I 
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stood upon the deserted platform of the Dismalbury station, vainly 
endeavouring to discern, amid the surrounding gloom, some signs of 
life or civilization, and feeling that, Esau-like, I would willingly have 
parted with the certificate of my birth and baptism for a plate of hot 
pea soup. Presently a shock-headed porter shambled into sight, and 
in reply to my inquiries answered, 

“The Moat, miss? No, there ain’t no one ‘ere to meet you. It's a 
matter o’ three mile from ‘ere—straight on, up yon road,” pointing 
with his thumb, “ you can't miss it—two large gates and a avenoo of 
trees. No, there ain’t no one as can carry your trunk—it don't look 
a very big ’un, you'd best carry it yoursen: ‘tall events it won't be 
safe to leave it ‘ere.” And he retreated, 

For ever buried in oblivion are the thoughts and exclamations 
which I gave utterance to on hearing this intelligence. A man only, 
and a bold, bad depraved man at the best, could have done justice to 
the situation. How I reached my destination I know not, but some 
two hours later I found myself standing on a large flight of steps 
before an open doorway in which stood, holding a tin candlestick 
aloft, a tall, white haired, masculine figure clad in sombre attire, who, 
in response to my summons, said, interrogatively, “ Miss Montressor ?" 
immediately adding with a truly patrician smile, “I am the Ear! of 
Bloodwort. Welcome to the Moat!” | To be continued, 








Ouida Notion that—— 


THE scent that Ouida useth on her eyebrows 
Costs (say the gossipers) eight pounds per ounce. 
You'll haply at this statement make some wry brows, 
In other words, your doubt you may pronounce ; 
For, if tis true, it must cause some laments, 
’Twould prove she has no taste for common-scents, 





Robbery with Violins. 

MASTER JOSEPH THOMAS DAY is revelling in the health régime 
so efficiently provided by “three months’ hard” for stealing an old 
deaf street-musician’s fiddle. This “violin case’ was not tried at 
Bow Street—we never can manage these things properly in England— 
but the magistrate—a “sound” lawyer—happily rejoiced in the 
musical cognomen of Haden Corser, with the result that Joseph 
Thomas has exchanged the stolen fiddle for a prison cell-o, the crime 
being a very bass one. He deserved a good flogging; the cat would 
have done him more good than the fiddle. 





Not a Tailor Woe. 


THE Czar, anon, will have his clothes home-made, 
To give a fillip to the native trade. 

The Czar’s new tailors are delighted—but 

With careful scis-Czars must his clothes be cut. 





Landlord.—’Kre, 1 say, Master! This ‘ere’s a bad ‘arf crown 
you've give me!”’ f . 
Tough Customer.— That's all right! That was a——bad clas; o 


grog as you gave me /” 
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THAT BENEFICENT BRITISH RULE. 


supplied to the Hindoo. Nevertheless, this very week one thousand cases of this refreshing beverage have 





Few of us in England are acquainted with whisky as 


left the port of London for Hindostan, the price per case of a dozen bottles being only 93.” —Globe. 












What iniquities all those nationalities which are not British, said Jolin Ball,“ perpetrate upon the Aborigines who have the misfortune to be under their power. 
Look at the Boer, for instance! Now, our merciful British rule, on the other hand 
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* Hullo! excuse my interrupting you, b , ‘sa that 7” eal ‘ , one 
: pti you, but what at?” said Me. FUN. * W - (lear me!” said Mr, Bull,“ just like the blundering idiots, to leave it about 
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[See Cartoon Verses, p. 84 
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THH DOOMED OFFICIAL. 
Latest Intelligence. 


ae INCE his trial the 
WACO ay 4i&ey \ | S Chief Dockyard 
. = — Muddler, head of 
the Culpable and 
Irresponsible De- 
. a partment, has re- 
sa, = mained doggedly 
in the condemned 

cell, refusing to 

see anybody, and 

-- abstaining almost 
-«<<% entirely from food. 
~== To-day we paid a 


ao * os _ _ Visit to the prison, 
. ee, —<=* jin the hope of 
—— se > —— 4 , 
ee” ge obtaining an inter- 
~~ -- 


view. When the 
prisoner heard that 
FUN himself had asked to see him, his eye brightened for the first 
time since the sentence was pronounced, and he nodded his head in 
acquiescence, 

We found him looking very pale and haggard; we took his hand, 
which had grown terribly thin. 

“ Are you prepared?” we asked. 

He sprang to his feet with a yell. 

“No!” he shrieked, “it is too dreadful! Will you not use your 
influence—for the sake of our common humanity—to obtain a 
remission of my awful sentence?” 

“He, he!” we said, sniggering gently, “not we—we know a trick 
worth two of that. By theway, what punishment would you consider 
more acceptable than the one you're in for?” 

“ Anything—anything!” he said, feverishly. “ A lifer with hard— 
the galleys—solitary confinement, with the cat every five minutes— 
anything would be mercy by comparison! Just imagine—to condemn 
me to go out in the new British war vessel which I have been respon- 
sible for the construction of, to condemn me to remain in the very 
engine room itself! It is too inhuman for this civilized country—it 
is impossible—a dreadful dream! Why, they do not even hang the 
contractors who built the Board Schools; they are merciful even 
to the most loathsome and degraded! How can they do this to 
me? Qh, once more, in the name of our common humanity, Mr. 
Fun——!” 

“ Hum, we didn’t know you went in for that commodity; at any- 
rate, you don’t draw upon your stores of it in favour of the public, 
whom you swindle and betray, nor of the British sailors, whom you 
murder occasionally—ten or so ata time. When did you get the 
notion of common humanity ?”’ 

“Oh, only since I've been in trouble. What does a little swindling 
of the public, or any amount of betrayal of one’s country, or the 
sacrifice of a few sailors matter when it’s a question of government 
officials feathering their nests? Oh, dear, and I was so happy, so 
happy in the knowledge that I was getting together such a nice 
little nest egg for my old age ; for the contractors who supply worth- 
less goods—or forget to supply any goods at all—to the government 
are so nice and liberal, Mr. FUN! Bless you, they think nothing of a 
hundred pound note slipped into my tail pocket when I’m looking the 
other way : and a]! this happiness and satisfaction to be wrecked in 
this way, by that horrible creature, Justice! It’s too dreadful to 
think of !” And he 
howled. 

“ He, he!” wesaid, 
“it /s dreadful, isn’t 
it? Why, just fancy, 
while you're stand- 
ing trembling in 
the engine room, 
the rotten boilers 
may explode, you 
know, and blow you 
into little pieces ! 
We daresay, now, 
you could tell some 
very amusing things 
as to the material 
and construction of 
the boilers and so on 
—eh?” 
shrieked the condemned official, “it’s too 





“Oh, don't, don't!” 
awful! Oh, if I had only known that / should have to be in the 
engine room, instead of only afew common firemen and go forth. how 
differently those boilers would have been made!” 

“ Hye he ! sut ite too late to repent now, You know.” we said 


his 








“Too late. Then the skin of the vessel may cave in, or the whole 
thing may possibly capsize, and so on.” 

He dug his nails into the walls and turned green. 

“ Do you hear that sound of shouting in the streets—the sound as 
of a vast and angry multitude?” we said, encouragingly. 

“ Yes, yes!” he said, breathlessly. 

“Well, that is the British public—the taxpayers, and the sailors, 
and the firemen, and so forth. They are the parties whom you rob 


and murder. They are coming to get you out.” 

“Hal” he said, “they pity me; they feel that the punishment is 
too heavy, and they are coming to take me out, and——” 

“ And lynch you ; exactly,” we remarked, smiling benevolently. 

“Eh? What? Oh, hide me, kind Mr. Fun!” 

“ Well,” we said, “really we haven’ta spare pocket, they're all full.” 

“But you will not, will not, tell them where to find me?” he 
shrieked, rolling on the floor. 

“ We—ell,” we said, “the fact is, that’s just the very thing we're 
going out to them for, d’ye see. Good-day, they'll be with you ina 
minute, no doubt.” 

And then we went out and gave the public a minute and accurate 
description of the way to the condemned cell. 

And they went in. 








On the Strict Q T-total. 


THE Bishop of Chester’s proposition, 
To run his new “ wholesome” pubs, 

Would doubtless improve our workmen’s condition 
Much better than “social”’ clubs. 

Some suggest small fees, and some cry “ Gratis!” 
(Which, perhaps, means a rate quite large), 

So FUN says (knowing what ratepayers’ state is’, 
“ Charge, Chester! Charge!” 





No One More Surprised than the Striker. 


MR. FUN heartily congratulates a!l concerned on the termination 
of the Gas Strike, and trusts to the sa-gas-ity of both sides, to avoid 
the necessity of the lessons of the past being “retort” in the future. 
With the resumption of work, all recriminations should cease ; the 
men will find charging retorts more profitable than retorting charges ; 
and, though they may feel it hard to work with “ black legs,” they can, 
at least, rejoice that they do so with “ clean hands,” 





A “VANE” BELIEF.—P lacing faith in a weathercock. 


ay — — a - - - ——_—--— —__——_—__ 


THE POETS. 
Idiotically Illustrated by our Earlswood Artist. 





BYRON.—“ Slight were the tasks enjoined him by his Lord.” 
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PERHAPS A LITTLE CA(B)P 
-" Z Sed (awfully put out, don’t you know).—* But, HANG IT, CLARA! YOU'RE NOT GOING TO CRY OFF? A CAB WAITING FO 
8, Too 
Miss Clara (on mature consideration).—“ YES, I THINK 80; MY TASTE DOESN'T RUN IN THE DIRECTION OF GROWLERS !” 
3 — 
Court Carols.—No. 11. | And moved him from cell No. 22 B! 
THE CONSCIENTIOUS CRACKSMAN, | So the note that he wrote 
[See the letter addressed to his wife by tl k ffee | keeper (wt To his trae-hearted Polly, 
ive adresse o his wife by the cracksman collee house keeper (who unt od a . ‘ par . " 
was Charged with firing at two police-constables) describing his marvellous methods | Desiring she d send him air pistols and ropes, 
with a view to escape irom prison.] Was perused by amused 
Vicked gaolers so joll 
HE w Ys) re £ ; \ : ga jouy, ; 
te wri epee - hamse Reaper by day, : And spoilt that industrious cracksman’s foad hopes ! 
And merely a “slop ”’-shooting cracksman by night, 
But in virtues domestic But touching indeed was the letter he wrote, 
This man rose, majestic, Wherein he asked heaven his dear wife to bless ! 
O’er all the world’s woful suspicion and spite! And he waxed most pathetic 
He'd only shot bobbies when out on his lay (This thief energetic) 
They'd muddled his “ plant,” so it served them quite right. About the young daughter he longed to caress. 
Yet in prison they placed him, But, alas! o’er this meek would-be murd’rer some gloat, 
And sorely disgraced him, | And for his sad failure no sorrow express ! 
So what did he do in this terrible plight ? | Such genius and patience 
Why, he wrote a sweet note And love for relatience 
To his faithful wife, Polly, (Excuse that strange rhyme) is most rare, you’)! confess, 
Describing his efforts at “ doing a guy,” But that note that he wrote 
But he failed, and bewailed, To his sweet helpmeet, Polly, 
ne That, through being too jolly, | For weapons with which he his goalers might kill, 
Sy: He'd “stuck,” and his letter brought tears to each eye! In all parts will touch hearts 
ie | With profound melancholy 
For, when he had drilled through some courses of bricks | To think that he isn’t out crib-cracking still ! 
He felt so elated, he danced in his glee, - 
But his dance broke a “ windy,” | : . 
And then, with a shindy, | Applied Science. 
For fear of a cold quickly shifted was he! | ADDITION.—The new baby. 


DIVISION.— Differing in opinion with your mother-in-law 

SUBTRACTION.—Your wife's milliner’s bill. 

MULTIPLICATION,—The number of your rate-collector's visita after 
Quarter Day. 


And then was this genius placed in a fix. 
So he wrote to his wife (the before-menti ned P.) ; 
But (alas! for Fate’s fetter) 
They swooped on his letter 


— 


& 


primis ~ . 
ee ae RE es gee Se ERS ae Bt ogee 






RE UO, AEE BME to 


See ae 





- 


_ ene WA NT eS Sn i 








, 


ae an janis metal tes Sh 





a ya 


* 
pilin St van 


IMEI Wig een oe i 


AO Meee. 1 


ae ae ewe 
ho ae 
. Mage + 

sw 
nak a 


& Rink - 






































FTN. 





FEBRUARY 19, 1890, 





THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 
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bk UNVENIn OF PAKLIAMENT.—GOING TO HEAR THE QUEENS SPEECH. MEMBER'S COSTUME ala THIVRIER—EVERY MAN TO HIS CRAF' 


“WHO si be leader This is the question of the hour in the 
Lobby, in the House, in the country. The Tories hint in whispers at 
the retirement of Mr. Smith to the grateful shade of a coronet and 
his replacement by the Chancellor of the Exchequer; the reare even 
rumours that the epidemic, which has brought so many a great man 
to his sneeze, may influence a change in the premiership. The 
Liberal Unionists are in the like predicament, through the like cause, 
and Sir Henry James tinds himself a rung higher on the ladder to the 
premiership. Joseph meantime, seeing no chance either cf the pool or a 
division, returns from devoting himself in other lands to pyramids—as if 
they hadn't yvotaSphinx there! Whoshall be leader? was even asked 
with reference tothe larthy, but the report of even a temporary handing 
over of the reins to the Historian of Our Own Times (not the Printing 
House Square article) has been contradicted. But most speculation 
has been rife as to who will lead the Liberal-cum-Radical division. 
Will the mantle of Elijah fall on the shoulders of Harcourt, Morley, 
Labouchere, or anothet Sut while the grave fathers are discussing 
the vexed question, it is set at rest by the arrival of a vigorous young 
blooded lad, literally fresh from Oxford, by name, William Ewart 
(iladstone, who claims a monopoly of the right to be ina hurry. 

The next subject is the Programme. The Queen’s Speech affords 
promisre of a deal of frisky fighting, Irish Land Purchase and Local 
Government, Land Transter, Employer's Liability, and, when we have 
exhausted what is in it, the still wider field of what’s out of it, Free 
lducation—Mr, Walter standing (not drinks) at the Bar, the report of 





the Special Commission. Oh, we are on the threshold ofa very lively 
time. As to what would happen if the House refused the summons of 
Black Rod to attend at the Bar of the “other place” there is the same 
uncertainty as was in the mind of the member who, asked what would 
be the result of a member being named, answered, ‘* Heaven only 
knows”; but members FOLLOW THEIR SPEAKER, and a good old foot- 
ball serum takes place at the threshold of the gilded chamber. 

The Commons were not long getting to business. Zemporamutantur. 
Historicus Harcourt demanded the haling forth, bound hand and 
foot, of the hon. Member who, in fact, is the Z'’imes, Sir John Gorst 
stood in the breach, and—what was that yell of wonderment, delight, 
hilarity and consternation commingled? It had come at last. In 
that House many mountains of tall talk had laboured of old in vain, 
but this debate had brought forth the ridiculus mus, and there it 
stood in propria persona, undecided as to which side it would take, 
until at last it turned tail and Tory. 

In the ring a fight ‘‘old style’ is one with the knuckles; in 
parliamentary circles the significance is the reverse. Gladstone and 
First Lord Smith were upon the Portuguese tapis, both smiling, and 
tap, tap, tapping quiteaffectionately. After all, remembering the nasty 
ones that have been, of late years, flung across the House from either 
side, it was pleasant to see these two old English gentlemen behaving 
‘‘as sich,” 

Bang! is it another explosion in the House this Thursday night? 
No! only the Report—of the Parnell Commission, 





Very Partick-lar! 


Why is the Partick Division of Lanarkshire like an undesirable 
and empty house? — Because it has lost the Sellar it formerly 
ly Tennant-lees, 
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MUSICAL NOTES.—No. 12. 

















| 


TURF CUTTINGS.—To THE EDITOR or “Fun.” 


S1rR,—Time that ever onward jogs has once more brought us to the 
dogs, and I must place again on view my notions for the Waterloo. | 
do not know as much, of course, about a doggie as a horse; but quite 
enough I know to say which animal will win the day. And, anyway, 
they are not quite so different,you know, as might appear at first, for 
plain as day, they both of them are coursers—eh? Well, well, be that 
howe’er it may, we'll turn our glances Altcar way, and reckon all the 
rat tails up who’re nominated for 

THE Cup, 
THE haughty Glenmahra bounds swift o'er the plain, 
Oh, hot lies the scent by the spinney ! 
Oh, say, shall her colours be hoisted again ? 
The market lies fair for the ninny ! 
In Hammock there’s nothing to comfort—alack ? 
And Highness gives little inducement to back, 
Yct some may see fortune by taking a Smack, 
And pussy goes down, for a guinea! 


O’er all Plymouth Rock will stand firmly I ween, 
Oh, hot lies the scent by the spinney ! 
While some in their eye will retain Myrtle Green : 
_ The market lies fair for the ninny ! 
But Gwenna or Fullerton, sure is the pup, 
While one of them tigures as proud “runner up,” 
The other will probably capture the Cup, 
And pussy goes down, for a guinea ! 


That is the sort of tip, I guess, to quickly do the busi-ness, and 
anyone (who judges fit) may perfectly rely on it. Next time I write, 
I'll give you chaps some hints about the handicaps, which until then 
we'll not discuss, I’m always yours, TROPHONIUS, 
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On the Spout. | 
Or, THE PET OF THE PARK, | 


[During the recent Sunday meetings of strikers, Socialists, and others, in Regent's 
Park, a dangerous rival has appeared in the shape of a persistent reciter.] 


WHILE others around mere meetings hold, 
And rave about mass and class, 
Lo! one makes a pitch despite the cold, 
And ranteth at all that pass. 
Not on politics, creeds, or the want of the same, 
Does that gallant soul embark ; 
Not he; not much, no—his little game 
Is reciting—in Regent’s Park. 





Full of Ostler Joe-viality, he, 
And he don’t care a (Midship)mite ; 
Hes a Pride of Battery—Busy B. 
Though he’s only One Winter (K)Night! 
And by Little Jim-ini, there, you bet, 
The folks who have coin he'll mark ; 
All’s fish that come to his ( Dago)net, 
While reciting in Regent’s Park ! 





Like Horatius, he Keeps the Bridge—of his nose, 
Well in front in this (Kissing Cup) race ; 

And he scatters the petals of Billy’s Rose 
Right into Sal Grogan’s Face! 

Though he pines for a drink at the Mumble'’s Head 
When the welkin is growing dark— 

Right on till the Penny Showman’s in bed, 
He reciteth in Regent's Park ! 


His name is Norval he often states 
(Which you know isn’t strictly true), 

And for Burglar Bill he calmly waits, 
Till the Lifeboat comes in view. 





Then he takes his Revenge on the Light Brigade 3 et ie 

Of loafers out there for a lark, Py! Sg - A Ea? 
And departs when he thinks he’s sufficiently paid “_e——ame- Oo , are 

For reciting in Regent’s Park ! “DISTANCE LENOS ENCHANTMENT,” ETC. 


Friend of the family (to the child of artistic parents ).—* 1 saw 
your father to-day, and thought he did not look well.” 
Child.—“ Very likely—Papa looks better in the distance.” 








OUR own correspondent with the Chin Expedition informs us that 
the Chins are hatchin’ mischief, and that although the expedition is 
watchin’ for an opportunity yet they have some difficulty in catchin’ 
them, he adds that owing to the difficulties of transport their kitchin ANOTHER “CORNER” !—Starch the commodity now—this syndi- 
is bad, and that the mosquitos keep them all itchin’, | cates “stiff” prices. 
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GOING, GOING, GONE! 
Britannia.—“ AND MUST WE BE DIVIDED, Must WE PAkT?” " l Bill 
Juhnny and Phineas.—* YEA, HAND FROM HAND, My LoVe, AND HEART FROM Heart.’"—IJmmortal Bill, 
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A SLEDGE AMOUR. 

Tender Mabel.—“ THE FROST WILL BE TERRIBLE TO THE POOR WATER-FOWL,” 7 
Spooney Charlie-—*1 KNOW ONE LITTLE WILD DUCK WHO DOTES ON IT, AND I DOTE ON SLEIGHING HER, 
Perverse Mabel.—*SLAYING HER? CRUEL MAN! Poor LiTtTLE Duck!” 











Out of the Frying-Pan. | And ‘twas lifted by Mr. Justice Day,— | A Par from Polish-i’nelle. 
(SEE CARTOON.) | Though he hasn’t had nearly so much to say. | CriED a big hotel foreman 
| Up it goes! (In business a warm ‘un), 


» Indves have co hee j . ye eT 
rik Judges have long been trying to fry “The Protector Knife Polish of Acton and 


Phe Parne!! pancake, and tossing it high : And President Hannen looked anxious there, Borman 
To get it well finished as quick as they can As he turned it over with utmost care ; Will polish knives, just ! 
They send it a-tlying from pan to pan, For he feared the nation might suffer a loss, Ay, and r ‘om Seome rust, t 
Up it goes ! If the thing had been spoil’d by his final toss, Yea, were they as ancient as William the 
Indeed, ‘twas a delicate matter to make Up it goes ! Norman!” < 
Such a very particular sort of a cake ; 2.6 ; aneReeennee 
‘nd to manage it neatly of course took them And now it is dish’d, and upstairs sent, L’Ami du Purple 
long, ; To tickle the palate of Parliament, ont eos oT es . Bp i 
lor they meant to serve it up hot and strong. W here ev Tyone there was most eager to see ype sg 2 ap — 
Up it goes ! What their lordships’ verdict might happen B a eee wore See fei ea ae 
: ee to be. Up it goes ! ut a tinge that, many tell us, is divine 
It was spank’d by Mr. Justice Smith, te The “ sunset-purple ” shade 
Who can put his points with a good deal of : —— ee | Is the latest colour made, 
pith ; A MOVING TALE.—A dog's, | But ’tis a most surpur-ple-uous design. 
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AWARDED SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS 


Co 1g CIRCULAR DEN : CADBURY’S 


The Specific for NEURALGIA. POINTED 
** Tonga maintains its reputation in the treatment | ; 
of Neuralgia.” — Lancet {1 
‘Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Has proved ee as smoothly as a lead pencil, neither scratch nor spurt, 
e points | z inded by a New Pr 


effective in all those cases in which we have pre a me aca tp mp ess. \.B.—A tention is 
- also drawn to 
scribed it.” —Medical Press. : ot eh 


} their New “ Graduated Series of Pens,” which offers 
the novel advantage of each jattern beirg mace in 4 degrees of ABSOLU ELY PURE BEST 
Ss. Od., 4s. Gd., & lls. Of all Chemists, — cxibility, Assorted Sample boa, of either series, for 7 stamps, I THEREFORE (2 


mC. BRANUAUER & (¢ PEN WOR} RIRMINGHAM 
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under Coachman. tome, /s Wa ZeEnuine Kembrand? ? 
(1) A lady who sat on a rail is be- (3) A man who went ordering joints (5) Though in Barrow, these clergymen (7) A wife left her home with a coach- 
} wailing without money, revel in dances ; man so horsey, 
ler being run in for disorderly Is now “doing time "—out of joint Don’t fancy they're eager for “truck”’- Which led (wretched dame!) to 
Failing.” which is funny. ulent chances. proceedings divorcey. 





© * . f Dang . F . 
7 ee ity man vowed his state due (4) A cross crossing-sweeper vexed (6) A bobby by “Dynamite Sarah” de (8) A “real Rembrandt” in Paris is 


? 

a) iy . ° _ ‘ 1a) 4 "rime jT 

hy rug wag, non-tipping-ladies. fied was, aucing Sonsawen, e { , 

P m= 4 ‘“ ’ _ » ‘ ’ aur y . y : } ’ ' } f t I 
. n ” wes—that And now in a cell, it seems (s)wee] But “Sal,” for her sallies, again put The French a 
é ‘ ’ , 
be ‘7 ’ tra - 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 


INTERNATIONAL 
he HALL, PICCA- 
Minstrel Bohees 
to the war have 
gone, in the ranks of managers 
you'll find’em.” In other words, 
the Bohee Brothers, long known 
to “the halls”—and fame—as the 
premier twanglers of the merry 
banjo, have set up in the black art 
on their own account. It is a dark 
business, but not quite so dark as 
some of their rivals, for though the 
entertainment is full of colour, the 
advantages of light and shade are 
not forgotten ; members of the troupe 
| ranging in tint from that of a beau- 
ASS tiful daughter of the pale faces, 
\ bearing the sweet name of Barlee, to that 
| of an intensely burnt-corked comedian of 
eccentric powers, calling himself Davis. 
This is therefore essentially a variety 
} 







/ 
4 





troup. I Barleeve you, my Bohee! 


THE repertoire of the first part is of 

the usualicharacter. Mild sentimentality 

‘ concerning “Baby Nell,” “The dear old 
» Cradle,” “ Angel Mother,” and so on, com- 
> petes with the rollicksof darkie Balls, and 
' the goings on of faithless or faithful 
\| \ inamorata. In these excitements Messrs. 
| Geo. Bohee, J. Hodges, Billy Taylor (with 

a bad cold, poor chap), C. W. Chivers (who goes 


uy down and down the bass scale till one positively 
Mate, Chivers with the fear of his never coming back 
Tux INtenxation. again!),G.M. Malcolm, and Misses Josie Rivers, 
Al Haul.—Ban- Carr-Lyon, and Georgeina Barlee (aforesaid) bear 


JO-VIALITY. a worthy hand. Tiny Bohee, alittle coloured lady, 
goes through some stereotyped “comic business” 
with amusing seriousness, and Miss C. Cushman sings a solo from 
Giroflé-Girofld, supported by the whole strength of the Company, as 


a chorus, 


IN the second part the Brothers Bohee give 
their well known banjo entertainment, so well 
known, indeed, that we begin to 
almost yearn for something new, 
‘leveras the execution is. A very 
clever sketch of “nigger” cha- 
racter by Mr. Dick Davis also 
occurs in this part, in a scene 
called Go Long! As iong as 
amusement seekers have such 
good funas Go Long ! they will 
never complain of having to 
yo short. In the course of pro- 
ceedings Miss Rivers dons 
evening dress and sings a song 
with some point, Miss Carr- 
Lyon sings bass and Mr, 
Walton sings treble, but 
neither of these perfor- 
mances awaken pleasur- 
able emotions in my (per- 
haps) exacting bosom, 
The gentleman of the 
top - knot has some 
humour, exhibited in a 
quaint way, which 
meets the appreciation 
of the audience ; but on 
the whole “1am of opin- 
ion” that this is a very 
bright and pleasant 
entertainment, but 
do not think the , 
genuine darkie has // 
quite the mer- 




















Josie 





‘ 


curial “go” of 
the spurious 
article. THE INTERNATIONAL HALL.—BONEF-MIANS. 





THE CRITERION.—The revival of Our Bohees.—I beg pardon— 
association of ideas—slip of the pen.—I mean, of course, Our Boys, 
is a much more healthy looking affair than that of 

Cyril’s Success (which the manage- 

ment wisely withdrew after a short 

run). There probably never was a 

more complete bit of acting in its 

way than Mr. James’ “ butterman,” 
and, somehow, the pleasure of it 
never seems to pall. ‘“ Dossit” and 

“shop ’uns” are household words. 
“wherever the English language is 
spoken.” With Miss Brandon’s attractive 
personality for Mary Melrose, Messrs, 
Boyne and Gardiner for “ the boys,” Miss. 
Vining for “ the slavey,” Miss E. Brunton. 
and Mr. Elwood for the aristocrats, and 
Miss F. Frances (such a pretty, gentle 
performance) for Violet, this champion 
runner of comedies is well treated and is 
going well within itself yet. 






















I RATHER fancy Mr. Gittus Lonsdale has 
missed a good opportunity. Les Cloches de 
Corneville had grown quite unfamiliar enough 
to the ordinary play-goer since it first made that 
individual wild with delight that fifteen-year-old 
night at the Folly, to have stood ap excellent 
S chance of making a substantial hit had it been 
strongly cast and mounted. As it is, Mr. Lons- 
EGGS-EMPLI dale’s company is not of the strongest calibre, and 
GRATIA. —_had been, even at that, somewhat severely visited with 
misfortune for the initial performance—his tenor was 
suffering from cold, and his soubrette was entirely incapacitated. 
Under the circumstances it is not a pleasant duty to dwell upon 
shortcomings, so let us getit over as quickly as possible. 





} — MR. CADWAL- 
ADR’S hoarseness 
precludes my 
nagging him, and 
Miss Marian Erle’s 
sprightly substitute- 
performance of Ser- 
polette hardly needs the 
excuse of being done at 
five hours’ notice. Miss 
Capet makes a rather poor Ger- 
maine; she is nice to look at and 
sings pleasantly, if without much 
Y} style, but is rather prosaic otherwise. 
Y Mr. Gittus Lonsdale appeared to speak 
and sing under the influence of a sort of 
affable influenza; he also called the home 
f of his fathers * the shatto,” but did not other- 
wise greatly distinguish himself. Mr. Tom Paul- 
ton’s Baillie, if shorn of about three-fourths of its 
dimensions (not the physical, but the literary 
ones), might be regarded as humorous, and Mr. 
Ashford’s Gobo has very considerable merits. 

| Mr. Shiel Barry’s masterly perform- 
ance of the Miser, however, re- i a 
mains as good as ever, 2 ly 
and with that and the i 
a excellent music (it is 
high above the ordinary ¢ 
run of such) the defi- 
ciencies of the cast are 
very considerably 











THE OPERA COMIQUE 


—THE FOLLY A 
“ BELLS ” ;, = an covered. M. Alias 
MORE, and others have _pro- 


vided some handsome 
dresses ana the management has pro- 
vided some handsome figures to occupy 
them; thescenery is also good. Lxplicit / 


TRULY deserving of the title Grand was 
the “smoker” given by Messrs. Beauchamp 
and Chevalier at the St. James’ Hall, on 
the 13th. Literally all the talent in Lon- 
don was there and gave us a taste of its 


TOOLE’S.—THE BUN-GALA 
NIGHT. — SPECIMEN OF 


l ' : . ; sCORA- 
quality. We had a “special licence till 2 —— DEC 
A.M.,” but we, took no liberty with our 
licence. NESTOR. 
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TOTTIE: 


A SHILLING SHOCKLET. 
By a Lady of Title. 





CHAPTER IV.—( Continued.) 


STAGGERING into the hall, which was vast and gloomy, I sank ex- 
hausted upon my trunk, and in a faint voice requested the earl, if he 
was a man and 
a gentleman,to 
fetch me acup 
of tea, “for,” I 
continued, my 
indignation 
W rising rapidly 
#. as I spoke, “if 
oy thedisgraceful 
Me manner in 

m which I’ve 
my, been treated, 
% not to mention 
\\\ the trudge I’ve 
‘jhad through 
#rmud and mire 
Y yyand darkness 

Jag you could cut 
m with a knife, 
my is not calcu- 
*, lated to knock 
me - thestufting out 
of a cast iron 
steam engine, 
~ perhaps you'll 
. kindly inform 
fe? me what is?” 

R “You 
cer- | 
tainly | 
have 
cause for complaint, Miss Montressor,” he returned, with a | 
courtly inclination of the head, “and I owe youathousand | 
apologies ; but the fact is—and it would be useless toconceal | 
the truth—the whole of my servants are out upon strike, and, 
with the exception of a very ancient, and I may add, very 

worthy soul, who has been in the family for at least half a 

century, the domestic department is absolutely deserted. I 
trust, however, you will overlook this seemingly inauspicious 
reception, and I can safely promise you a more appropriate 
welcome when my establishment regains its customary | 
strength. Meanwhile, if you will step this way, Mrs. Night- 
shade will attend to your immediate wants.” 

“What's that thing on your head?” I queried, preparing 
to follow him. 

“That thing on my head?” he repeated, in a shocked tone. 
“Great——! But, of course! To you it may probably appear 
unusual. That thing, Miss Montressor, is my coronet; an 
ornament which never leaves my brow, except when I retire 
for the night. There are, I regret to say, few English noble- 
men who seem thoroughly to apprehend the ” 

_“ Well, keep your wool on,” I interrupted, desirous of con- 
ciliating him ; “I merely asked the question. I know I’ve 
seen Richard the Third wear a thing like that at the ‘ Brit.,’ 
and it struck me as being curious, that’s all. But 1’m dying 
for a cup of tea.” a 

Without further reply, he loftily led the way, holding his 
candlestick on high, through long, dreary looking corridors, 
until we reached what was evidently a kitchen; and an 
elderly crone, of most disreputable and witch-like appearance, 
wearing a black patch over her right eye, being introduced 
to me as Mrs, Nightshade, he confided me to her care, inti- 
mating that after some necessary rest and refreshment, I | 
should be introduced to my pupil. ; 

The amiable old crone, arming herself witha jug of hot | 
water and another candle, then preceded me through another 
edition of corridors, passages and staircases, apparently of | 
endless length, till finally we stood in a sombre looking 
chambre, which the dim light of the candle (endeavouring, 
a8 it seemed to me, to burn blue) vainly tried to illumine. 
This, she informed me in a hoarse whisper, was my room, 
and the one adjoining was her own apartment. A funereal 
looking bed, about the size of an eligible plot of freehold land 
suitable for building purposes, loomed heavily from a corner 

of the darkness, and being draped with curtains of a damp, | 
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mouldy, unwholesome, graveyardy appearance, gave an air of ghostly 
cheerfulness to the prospect. 

Requesting the old lady to remain while I performed my ablutions, 
I speedily effaced, as far as was possible under the circumstances, all 
trace of travel and fatigue from my appearance ; and returning with 
her to the kitchen, under the influence of a cheerful fire and a 
bounteous repast, had regained a perfectly contented frame of mind 
when I was informed that the Earl was desirous of introducing me to 
Viscount Mandrake. 

Accepting his lordship's gravely proffered arm with a winning 
smile, I again started on a personally conducted tour, and was about 
suggesting to him the desirability of laying a series of tramway lines 
along the numerous corridors, when he stopped before a ponderous 
oaken door, and taking a key from his pocket, applied it to the lock. 
At the same moment a low, delicious strain of thrilling melody fe). 
upon my ear, and as we crossed the threshold, I loosened my com- 
panion’s arm and stood rooted to the spot. 

Reclining carelessly in an easy chair, while with languid grace he 
poised a concertina in his uplifted hands, was a man with a fair 
drooping moustache and the crisp clustering curls of a Greek god. 
His eyes upturned, as though seeking inspiration from their starry 
brethren, fell upon me. My heart throbbed—I felt a stay-lace go, 
and half involuntarily I murmured, aloud, “ This is indeed a toff!” 

(To be continted.) 








Sloy(d)-dogs ! 
[A conference on the subject of “Sloyd,” and the desirability of making it part 
of training of certain school children, took place recently.) 

AS to “Sloyd”’’s true fitness for true work, 

‘Tis not for FUN, at present, to decide ; 
Sut one thing’s certain—that, though school-boys smirk, 
This, and all sorts of tasks, they'd rather shirk— 

In point of fact, they'd like to “let ’em Sloyd.” 





A “MAN” OF THE WoRLD.—The Isle of Man. 
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THEN SHE TURNED CRUSTY. 


Miss Lotta Gushe.—“W hat lovely port, Mr. Beeswing, I suppose it’s very old?” 
Beeswing.—“I believe you. 
| «down you were quite a baby.” 


Why, I should think when I put that wine 
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Pomum Ambrosianum, 


[A German analyst has discovered that the apple contains at. 
once meat, drink, and medicine—in fact, all the elements which 
life requires. He declares it a superexcellent food for both body 
and brain.) 


WITH strength superhuman, in beauty supernal, 
Speeds Wisdom apace on her journey eternal 
And Ignorance shuns, as the goddess advances, 
Her puissant arm and her basilisk glances.— 


She stretches her wand o’er traditions long cherished, 4 ' 
And lo! the traditions for ever have perished. q 
Our loves and our hatreds she calmly reverses ; 3 
Proves curses are blessings, and blessings are curses. x 


But no reformation she’s wrought in creation 

Can equal in value her last innovation : 

And none of her countless high priests has a greater 3 
Philanthropist proved than this last innovator F 
Who dares with a time-honoured prejudice grapple : 
And show the good points of the much maligned Apple? 


Ever since ’mid the planets hung terra superba,* 
Have scientists sought to discover a herb, a 
Decoction, a powder, a mystical essence, 

A something whereby to give rejuvenescence 

To drooping old age, and to cope with the fickle F 
And merciless reaping of Azriiel’s sickle. 
| But culler of herbs and ingredient mixer 

Have hankered in vain for the vital elixir. 

In vain till a chemist, who vastly more wise is 

Than all his precursors, at last there arises : 

| A chemist whose name through the breadth of creation 

| Mankind should adore with a deep adoration ; 

A chemist who proves that most likely the chap’ll 

Exist in etcrnum who sticks to the Apple! 


i gs 





We have held it for ages a fact beyond question 
That apple-devouring meant rank indigestion. 
We've blamed the poor fruit for a numberless legion 
Of nondescript pains in a nondescript region. 

Our children who ate it we’ve doctored with senna ; 
We've deemed it a pestilent thing from Gehenna ! 
But, lo and behold! from our rare benefactor 

We learn that the super. who’d make a good actor, 
The novelist wishful of myriads of readers, 

The journalist eager to write trenchant leaders, 
The labourer yearning for sinew and muscle, 

The pugilist bent upon winning each tussle, 








ONE VIRTUE DOES NOT MAKE AN ESTIMABLE CURATE, The preacher ambitious of well crowded chapel, 

Miss Potts.—“ How do you like the new curate, dear?” May have their desire, if they'll stick to the Apple! 
Miss Jecks.—“ Oh! he'll be lovely for the summer, dear, if he only plays lawn In brief, if twould please you to reach, hale and hearty,. 
ennis as well as he intones. Tt reer , 

1e age of the ante-diluvian party, 
Get apples, my friends,—there is nothing to beat ’em ! 
New Leaves. With all of your getting, get apples, and eat ’em ! 

In Longman's, apart from the charms of “ Virginie,” Mr. Val. Princeps’ story, and Get apples,—eat apples,—and sickness you'll banish, 
the charms of other writers, an additional one hangs round Mr. Arthur Somerset’s Get apples,—eat apples,—and sorrow will vanish ; 
simple subject of “ Snails."—Lippincott's has one complete story, “ The Sign of the Get apples,—eat apples,—and soon, sir and madam, 
Four,” of considerable proportions, and some dozen other articles of lesser size, but | The time will come round when our forefather Adam, 
not of minor importance —In the advent of Stanley's return, more than ordinary | (Whom erst you've considered a culpable chap) ‘ll 
interest attaches to Mr. Herbert Ward’s article, “ Life among the Congo Savages,” | $e censured no more for devouring an Apple! 
in Seribner's—though not to the detriment of other parts of the number.—There * “ Terra superba suspensa.”—Musty Old Driveller. 


is @ high-toned spirit about Mr. William Morris’ poem, “The Hallin —— — ALE Aa NS 
the Wood,” in The English Illustrated, a few excellent drawings of 
Mr. Hugh Thomson's to “ A Whitechapel Street,” and a good ring A Brand-new Blush. 


¢ } > ? : 4 ? ‘ “se ’ ‘* > : ] € , a | > hs T » > _ ; ; 4 4 
about the Re v. H, K. Haweis Bells and Be lfri¢ 3." —The Religious | [A new blush has, it is said, been invented. It can be laid on half an hour or s 
rract Society's Serials are always notable for the evenness of their | before it is required to act, and can be set, like an alarum clock, for any certain time.] 
excellent art and literature.—The quality of the art part of Jllus- | 4 new blush has been invented And who pose and shift and baw! 
trations is uneven,—There is always full measure of everything in So the fashion prints announce 80 
Houschald Words —Babyhood, Baby, and The Child's Guardian are | And to all ‘twill be presented | Proving Liberals they are not 
periodicals in which much may be found that is good for both Ata certain price per ounce These and certain por + Reggae 
mothers and children.—Those who wish to know all about the | When you lay it on you time it | Who of promises are flush 
“Influenza” may read Hygiene, and be satisfied.— The Young Manis | er your face to swiftly rush | Yea. and vari thor 4 faleace” 
Gat af wood edvics and aut les —Th ‘ af 4 “ae y g y = , and various other “ fakers, 

good examples. e appearance of The Life | g ve dared mm | Mi 
Boat reminds us that the funds of the National Life Boat Instituti Lg) teeta bones Seay becky ge renee Canines AO 

‘ a) Lire boat institution Our description of this blush! 


are never equivalent to its needs, commensurate to the good done, | | And in fli ies” 

ve , ' ‘ , ; ' iit certain flighty “ladies 
or sufficient for what might be done by it. The worthiness of its work 7 — — will serve a mission, | Who just aa nalts our stage 
; » sufficient sti , t may help in styl ique | « id 
should be sufficient stimulant to its supporters. | Ber. bn Aeeeee ae | So-called “actresses” whose trade 





? “The Era Almanack,” conducted by Edward Ledger (49 Wellington | Many a patent politician, 18— 

Street, Strand). This is a capital day book, as good as it has been | _, To berouge his startling “ cheek.” But why stain Fun’s harmless 
for years, and a pleasurable pastime for hours. Its short stories are Certain prattlers known as Tories, page id ~ 

bright and its “ Replies to Questions” are sparkling —“ The Magic Who, apart from grins and gush, | These, and many, many others 
Lantern,” by a Fellow of the Chemical Society (Perken, Son, and Often tell—well, let's say “stories,” | Workin ha + id ife’s swift 
Remington). This tells of all about the Lantern, “its construc- Well might use the newest blush ! rush speng str patipt ie 

Hon and use,” in its simplest and most complicated forms, all its Many so-called Liberals also. Have need, alas ! my brothers, 


W ) prosess t 10 a Of e’en a painted blush! 
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eglar shameful that there {eller served us! Me ax Bull 
gback was on the road and we see’im a standin’at the 
door. Could yer Give us poor tradesmen a job o work Mis- 
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VERY EFFICACIOUS. 
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. 
Tath} >?” replied the practical 
; 1 Africa—that terrible slave trade!’ “Bless your soul, my dear madam ! haapenate, tg rhs Geeta thie to _ 
“What dreadful things they do in omen Me stiles - coed ~ fst te philanthropist ; “never more mistaken in your life ! 1€ sles 
said Britannia; “ what a sad thing that nothing ca world. Observe :— ; 
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en 























“You simply go to Exeter Hall or the Mansion House, and take a table with “ And then, in impassioned language and " ye tear in each eye, deplore the 
a bottle of water and a tumbler upon it, and place your umbrella and hat thus, doings in Centra rica. 
and draw off your glove, thus:— 





ao 


ee 
. \ i i 
mal 


hs 
; 
le 


4 





“The effect is marvellous and instantaneous. In the heart of Africa the brutal s 
rises, and pate the head of his slave and sets him free, and from t} 


lave-owner feels a sudden pang of conscience, and (with a large tear in his eye) 


mat hour becomes as gentle and humane a creature as myself!” “Let's try it, then,” said Britannia; ; C 
apd they did. But we haven't heard from Africa yet what the result is. 
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THE PARNELL PEEP-SHOW. 
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Verses, p. 96. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


IN THE ASCENDANT. 
Stage I—THE SHUDDER. 


INQUIRER. I perceive that you veil your eyes, as if to shut out the 
sight of some repulsive object, and turn away, shuddering. 

Society. You have observed correctly. I do indeed hasten to cast 
out from my mind all recollection 
of yonder burglar, who but now 
stepped from the Black Maria into 
the gaol. Oh, I could not touch 
the dreadful creature —I should 
scream! Just imagine—a convicted 
criminal! a low and dreadful crea- 
ture. Let us converse on other 
topics. 

* * om 

Stage IT.—DAWNING INTEREST. 

InQ. Ha! good morrow, fair 
Society. Why, ye seem hugely taken 
with your newspaper this morning ; 
is there any news of a nature 80 
engrossiny—— ? 

Soc, Yes, indeed. See, here is 
a long letter from a burglar—a 
letter intended for his friends, but 
intercepted by the prison autho- 
rities. A most interesting 

Ing. A burglar, quotha. But 
surely you would shudder to read 
aught of burglars? for, look you, 
was it not a burglar whose terrible 
image you sought to banish from 
your mind that time———? 

Soc. Yes, indeed, and no less 
than the same who has penned this 
very letter. Let me read it to you 
—see, such fascinating details of a 
criminal’s method; such enchant- 
ing particulars of his family life! 
Pray let us proceed to the place of 
his incarceration, and peep at him 
through the bars—or peradventure 
we might succeed in attaining to 
an interview with him—in his very 
cell! 

INQ. But you would faint to find 
yourself in such proximity to a 
criminal ! 

Soc. I? Nota whit! The fellow 
is so interesting. . . . Ah, 
here he is. We will shake hands 
with him, 











” * . 
Stage I/1.—THE RAGE. 

INQ. Why, fair Society, ye are 
busy. It must needs be an interest- 
ing task which calls you forth in 
such unwonted energy ! 

Soc. Yes, indeed. I am engaged 
in drafting a memorial to the 
Home Secretary praying for the 
immediate release of that burglar 
who wrote the letter. 

INQ. What? Praying the autho- 
rities to let loose upon yourself so 
great an enemy as this’ 

Soc, Oh, yes; for, mark you, he 
is no common burglar—he has a 
| most terrible and stirring history, 

‘LT assure you! a history full of the 
most daring crimes and escapes 
from justice. Therefore I would 
have him free that I may invite 
him to visit me in my palatial 
abodes. 

. o o 

Stage IV.—NrEw CHARMS. 

INQ. Your cheek is flushed, your 
manner anxious with a nervous anxiety. Can it be that the 
E pidemic—— ? 

_ boc. Not so. It is the latest news of the Great Burglar. Why 
just fancy !—inquiries have established the fact that he has com- 
mitted more and more awful cr'mes than were at first enenected 











Regicide and body-snatching are among his milder habitual pastimes. 
Oh, he must be set at liberty! He is tooenchanting. I will rush to 
the Home Secretary myself. . . . Alas! alas! The dull unsym- 
pathetic Home Secretary sees no reason why that lovely burglar 
should be set at liberty. It is too much to be borne—I will—— 

Inq. Ha—what terrible sound, like to the tramping and shouting 
of the French Revolution, greets mine ear? Is it some popular 
frenzy which——? 

Soc. Even so; it is Society—myself—marching in its thousands to 
the prison to set free the burglar and take him home to tea. See—the 
prison walls are hurled down, the strong doors fly in splinters be- 
tore the dynamite—the burglar is carried to the outer air upon the 
shoulders of triumphant earls—he is placed in a sumptuous carriage, 
and rolls away to the homes of the select. 

” + * x * nn 
Stage V.—THE CYNOSURE, 

Ing. And who is this who, the garter girt about his leg—a thick 
one—and a velvet robe adorning and distinguishing his person, sits, 
the centre of a fashionable and worshipping throng? [s it—as I 
guess, the ? 

Soc. It is—the Great Burglar. He has just been raised to the peer- 
age for marked success in making himself talked about. Is he not 
lovely ? Hark—the Duchess of Dash even now gazes up reverentially 
in his face,and murmurs rapt inquiries touching the smaller—yet 
how engrossing !—particulars of the criminal’s existence. She asks 
him what sort of socks and neckties are most worn by burglars, and 
how many lumps of sugar a prison breaker takes in his tea, and 
whether homicides eat bloaters or meringues. And now seven un- 
married ladies in their own right advance and formally offer him 
their hands and titles, but he coldly refuses to wed anything lower 
than a duchess, 

* ” ” * ” *% 
Stage VI.—APOTHEOSIS. 

InQ. And this new book you peruse so rapturously ? 

Soc. It is the latest poem, by an eminent poet, to the Great Bur- 
glar. It was written in commemoration of the great banquet given 
to him by the leaders of myself, and the literary, artistic, scientific 
and diplomatic world, also the bench of bishops. On this occasion 
the Great Burglar was solemnly introduced to Mr. Barnum as the 
highest honour within the power of myself to bestow upon him, and 
to-morrow the (ireat Burglar starts on his lecturing tour round the 


world. Alas! it is very bitter to lose him so soon ! 
[ Tears and curtain. 
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ANOTHER LITTLE COMPLIMENT GONE WR 
Mr. Middlings —“ Awfully smart dance this, isn’t it?” 
Miss Prettypert.—* Yes, indeed. After talking to so many clever 

people it’s quite a pleasant change to come across somebody—like 
you, ind there was anawkward pans, 
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: . A “FLIMSY” ESTIMATE. 
Mr, Giblets—“T "EAR AS THERE’S A SIGHT 0’ GENTLEFOLKS UP AT THE ’OUSE, Mr. CouPLES!” 
Head Keeper.—“ THERE’S A SIGHT 0’ FOLKS, CERT’N’Y ; BUT I DON'T EXPECT AS THERE'S A FI’-PUN NOTE AMONGST ’EM!” ; 














The Gift of the Gab. What a boon, when your “boss” becomes crusty and cross, 
YOU may gain a vast store of the scientist’s lore, If upon him you roundly can “ruck” ! 
And a job mighty soon gets the “collar less loon 


You may drink of Piéria’s streams ; 
You may skilfully write—you may volumes indite— 
On abstruse and archaical themes ; 


Who the “ bogie” can plaintively “ chuck.” 
What redoubtable blows you can give to your foes | 
How the false-proven heart you can stab! 





French and Latin and Greek you may easily speak, : ' ne 
And at Euclid and Surds be a dab; With what sycophant ease your rich friends you can “ squeeze ” 
But on earth you possess not a If you're blest with the Gift of : 
satel — the Gab! 


chance of success 
[f you haven’t the Gift of the Gab. 





uit tempus, forsooth (but old Fun 
was a youth) 
When the world would\to Modesty 


bow : 
Ah! that day has gone by, and 


| lo the talented race who their 
fancies can trace 
Upon canvas, perchance you be- 








Fe long ; 
' Or Promethean fire may your spirit emoluments high 
inspire . Are attained by fanfaronade now. 
: Pill your frenzy finds freedom in We've Sreeeyy rio tar that 
g song ; meek talent non eat, 
: Or, in theatre packed, every réle you And = pitiful creature should 
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A FRIENDLY MEET-ING. 





Gab? | — 
| Malefactors, ape , 
With he cTOWi j ud.—“ WELL, WHAT DID YOU THINK OF THE MEET?” How ye use your nefarious wits ! oe 
aeee Ph ee | | zien (ninting ‘ony of enn ee UsDER-) There's “é Demon about whose at 
All your hopes dying out by de- | DONE? 1 COULDN J mat MINE=—I1 a MPs ! Eumenidesque knout | 
grees ; . ° Is adapted to giving you fits ! : 
You will never get rich if unable to pitch There’sa Demon about who means “ eg you out, Lat 
The desirable “ blarney ” with ease : ’ And, when once he your bodies shall na »» Xai 
You will pose, like a fool, as the miscreant’s tool, Ye are surely undone a for the good Mr, FuN 
You will pay double fare for your cab, | Is not short of the Gift of the Gab. 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 




















TuHAt BLUE Book.—ITS EFFECT U’?ON SOME DIFFERENT PROMINENT MEMBERS, 


THE most, perhaps the only, amusing feature about the Report of 
the Commission is the excellent delight with which the other party 
proclaims its non-vindication and its opponent's annihilation. The 
Tories insist that the case of the 7imes against Mr. Parnell and his 
party (except with regard to the letters) is proved to the hilt. The 
Parnellite-cum-Radical contingent brandish the Report in the faces 
of the Government as if it were a shillelagh, and protest that it has 
the effect of canonising the Parnellite band in a heap and branding 
the Ministry, the 7'imcs, and everybody who dares to think contrary to 
Messrs, Parnell and Gladstone—or, rather, contrary to what they, those 
gentlemen, think—with eternal infamy. 

First Lord Smith, on Monday, intimated that an opportunity 
would be offered for the battle to be transferred from the columns of 
the rivals to the floor of the House. 

The debate on the Address was enlivened by a considerable 
amount of Balfour Booing by Mr. O’Brien. Mr. Wyndham made a 
maiden speech, and the Gladstonites showed by their cheers and 
compliments that generosity to opponents still lives in the House. 

Lord Randolph is giving his mind to Liquor, only of course, 
in a parliamentary sense. Mr. Picton wants to take the duty off 
tea. FUN wishes him prosperity to his campaign. 

Perhaps Mr. Balfour's smartest hit on Tuesday night was his quota- 
tion of the attacks made by Parnellite organs on Lord Spencer and 








Sir George Trevelyan, when they were guilty of the crime of holding 
office as Lord Lieutenant and Chief Secretary. After all, when Bal- 
four baiting is going on, the baiting isn’t all on one side. 

Bad news on Wednesday. The gloom caused by Mr. Biggar’s death 
is not confined to the Irish Benches. Those who differed with his 
views, and disapproved of some of his tactics, had still for him the 
respect which consistency, tenacity and firmness wring from even 
opponents. With the late Member for Cavan, his cause was his first 
consideration, and to that all others, including self interest, were 
postponed. There are many men of higher pretensions on all sides 
in the House, of whom so much cannot be said. It is hard to say how 
far or near the Promised Land he sought may be from his people. 
One thing is certain, the labour of his life was to lead them within 


its borders. 


Dr. Clark made a bold bid last week for the title of the Parnell of 
Scotland—and Mr, Gladstone coquetted gracefully with the question 
of Home Rule for the Land o’ Cakes, hinting at a sort of all round 
Home Rule and Imperial Federation Scheme, and not forgetting to 
pat on the back Gallant Little Wales. 

Mr. Stansfeld is anxious for a reform of County Councildom. 
Certainly the new broom wants a little more birching. 





A NIcK NAME.—Old Harry. 








The Oddities of Affluence. 





I'VE often noticed people say If up and down the world he went 
(No words are spoken trulier), And ordered things extensively, 
As one perceives from day today | You'd say it was an artful game 
“ The rich are so peculiar.” And gird at his duplicity, 
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Their acts, if done by other folks, | Yet whenarich man does thesame 
Would hardly bear publicity ; You call it eccentricity. 

It is the very best of jokes : 
The rich man’s eccentricity ! 

if any man without a cent 
Should goand live expensively. 


If into circles where there glows 

The lamp of proud exclusive- 
ness 

The pauper tries to poke his nose, 





It’s held to be intrusiveness. 
In lordly halls they welcome not 
Professors of mendicity ; 
It is, to revel in the lot, 
The rich man’s eccentricity. 


The rich man likes the best of food, 
Big rooms with fittings sump- 
tuous, 
He likes to have a wife who’s good, 
And gay and rich and scrump- 
Cu0Uus ; 
Whatever he desires he buys 
(Or gets with more simplicity), 
In such peculiar conduct lies 
The rich man’s eccentricity. 


In trim-rigged yachts of costly 
build 
He likes to do his sailoring, 
And deck his form with only 
skilled 
And fashionable tailoring, 


With those who go in shoddy | 


drest 
He scorns to hold complicity, 


| 





He likes to wear the very best— 
The rich man’s eccentricity ! 


Let others join the pushing 
crowd 
(Where corns and no compunc- 
tions are !), 
He likes to sit among the proud 
Where public shows and func- 
tions are. 
He likes in all to seem au fait, 
And show no gauche rusticity, 
And thus unconsciously display 
The rich man’s eccentricity. 


He likes to have—to keep his 
state— 
Subordinate and menial, 
He wants, where’er they congre- 
gate, 
His friends to be congenial ; 
He much desires his life to spend, 
In unalloyed felicity— 
In point of fact there is no end 
To rich men’s eccentricity. 





Notes and Queries. 
WHETHER Musical Honours are not due to the composer of Acis 


and Galatea’ 


How many scholars have been “ plucked” from the tree of know- 


ledge ? 


Whether the Influenza isn’t making all the running in the papers 


just now? 


If when a washerwoman dies her remains are generally mangled ? 
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Court Carols.—No. 12. 

[An owner of slum property in an 
utterly insanitary state (the property— 
not the proprietor) was actually fined the 
other day (the proprietor—no¢ the pro- 
perty).] 

0, WEEP, gentle FUN! though 
you're swre to shed tears, 

And for solace you'll fly to the 
magnum that cheers, 

When you hear —for you're 
tender and kind— 

When you hear—though you'll 
scarcely believe your own 
ears— 

That a slum owner, martyred by 
justice’s jeers. 

Has for letting vile dwellings 
been fined ! 


For merely allowing his tenants to 
herd 
In underground cellars (‘tis really 
absurd, 
And proves so-called Justice is 
blind !) ; 
Yes, only for letting some houses 





unfit 
For pigs to consort in, this landlord 
was hit ba 
By the Law—and most cruelly | yy 
fined ! | jj 


SSeS 


How can house-owners properly 
gather up wealth 
If they have to consider their 
tenant-scum’s health ? 
Why, in gains they would sovn 
get behind! 
It isn’t in reason such things to 
expect— 
Yet for showing sublime disregard 
and neglect, 
Here!—in Britain! —a slum 
owner's fined ! 
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What business of Ads is it? (ah, 
just reply !) 
If his tenants through stenches 
and squalor should die? 
Or that some in fell sickness 
have pined ? 
His duty is simply to scoop in his 
rent, 
Yet his care of this duty doth 
Justice resent, 
And this martyr is shamefully 
fined ! 


0, Liberty, Freedom, and Justice 
—can you 
Unmoved and unblushing this 
sufferer view ? 
Can you let such a man be 
maligned ? 
What !—you can? Then avaunt! 
_ you no righteousness know, 
Since, it seems, you’ll no vestige of 
sympathy show 
To a slum owner wickedly 
FINED! 


ON SMALLER 
POWERS. 


I DON’T see why all this 
fuss should be made about 
Portugal, after all. The 
mouse tries to steal the rat’s 
cheese, what then? Why, 
of course, he don’t get it. 
But the rat needn’t sit up 


on the end of his tail and begin cock crowing. A parcel of nonsense, 
that’s all it is, I say. Who caresa rap about it ?—Idon’t! We make a 
great deal too much row about how we keep Portugal, and Denmark, 
and Belgium and what not in their places. It’s easy enough to turn 
the chickens out of their fowl run when you happen to be a tom cat. 
And when the Prussians went at the Danes,and made the Austrians 
join in the job, over the Schleswig-Holstein affair, great wonders, 
of course, were done then, and poor little Denmark had to cave in, 
The Austrians, though, had to pay pretty dearly, for pitching 
into the little power, afterwards. Quite right, too! I always like to 
see the big bully fall down stairs and break his nose, after he has 
punched the little boy’s head. It’s easy enough to talk about the 
attitude of England, when we have only got to bite the tail off such 
& very small shrimp indeed. 
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RRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknorw! 
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THE RETURN OF THE PRODIGAL; OR, THE REVOLT OF MAN. 


Mrs. B.—‘ OH, HENRY, DEAR, WHAT WILL MA SAY?” 
Mr. B.—“ BOTHER MA—SHAY WHAT SHE LIKES, I’M ALL RI. 


999 


| Sensation, Tableau, Curtain and Curtain Lecture. 


In the old days people took a quiet back seat over such business as 
we have had lately. Nobody wanted to write a three volume history 
then, about the Conquest of the Isle of Man—nor the Isle of Wight 
either. It’s a beastly way everybody has got into lately, of swag- 
gering over every little tin pot affair that’s going forward. One 
might just as well talk about “gallant capture of two ten year old 
burglars by a constable.” I suppose the next thing we shall hear 
about is that somebody has had a row with the Leper Island, and 
intends to bombard it unless an apology is offered within four hours. 
If we'd only keep ourselves to ourselves, and not make such asses of 
ourselves at times, it would do us—oh ! such a power of good. Africa 
puts me in mind of the garden of an empty house, next door to my 
school. It was a place to always have fights in, or else to throw 


things in, like caps and such like. 


Then, there’s another sort of cackle that’s always going on on the: 


other tack. That’s the talk about always preserving the indepen- 
dence of the smaller Powers. That means, because my next door 
neighbour now and then makes my dog beg fora lump of sugar, I 
must needs go and punch his head, and get mine punched back 
again more likely than not. And as to Congresses? What are Con- 
gresses, I should like to know? Only excuses for a lot of fellows to 
meet to patch up old, and make a pack of new agreements a great 
As to this talk about smaller Powers, bah! I say. 


deal worse. 
DIOGENES TUBBS. 
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THEY WERE THE DEAREST OF FRIENDS. 
Miss Purrington (who knows how well she looks in the saddle).—‘ YoU ARE NOT RIDING THIS SEASON, DEAR. , 
Miss Lascher.—“ No, DEAR ; 80 MANY PEOPLE RIDE NOW, THAT ONE CAN’T FEEL SURE OF NOT BEING MISTAKEN FOR ONES MILLINER. 
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EK v’RYBODY must have heard. or read in book. Since the Parnell Commissioners have made report, 

Of the Peep-Show Showman and the urchin who And set men a-trying to find what they mean, 
Had parted with a copper to enjoy a look We've now got a Peep-Show of a newer sort, 

At the celebrated battletield of Waterloo ; Wherein may be witness’d a most Irish scene ; 
Napoleon and Wellington stood there at the fight,— And Johnny Bull, who stares at it, declares he can 
The one on the left and the other on the right,— Spy a downright villain and a martyr’d man ; 

sut the boy could not be certain which was which, and so But conflicting versions pose him, and he can’t quite tell 
He requested the proprietor to let him know. Which figure of the pair may represent Parnell ; 
That Showman’s answer it was kind and clear, So Smith, the Showman, is appeal’d to here, 
And his was a thoroughly obliging voice,— And gives reply in an obliging voice,— 
‘ Jist whichever you pleases, my little dear ; ‘ Jist whichever you pleases, my little dear ; 





You pays yer money and you takes yer choice!" You pays yer money and you takes yer choice!” 
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Ne new nsec bonnely. Too proud ie wane ‘em 


(3) A girl-parachutist, the fair Muss (5) For stealing two orange 
De Voy, at Pink’s 
Though of pluck not De-Voy'd Got a month—not the 


found a lake lamp her ioy. frue justice, methinks, 





(') Aladdin and sweetheart at feud on 
the stage, 

Sow, alack, a-lass wild, and a-lad- 
ina Tage, 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES, 
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Ss merry March Winds. 





aN A 
sa '/7/ 
||| FS CA 
NSS KN Oy 












iz —~ YS Sess 
.a 


t 
tes HRS 


th fertous driving. 


a (ady arachul<F meels 
ip |, cold reception. 





fa j 
\ , i 
‘ ui // { 
‘ a ' 
; * a " ibd 
ly . +4 444 sb he 
> 
. j > 
» 4 mt ee j 
} { 
r 
c } 


| t | 
A month fer 
| Slealing: 2 oranges 





AY serious mislake for Loth 


&, somMeCcHne 


(7) A schoolboy refused wooden shoes 
for his use, 
So we couldn't, it seems, well sa-bo ! 
to that goose, 
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are for (4) The gendarme who “ran in” an 
actress of fame, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


, Miya ALON DE Be 
ef / UNION.—The 
A ¢ Ire 
| s | 







fancy ball —or 
Array Union— 
of these gay 
revellers on 
) Pancake Eve 
was in no hurry 
, toleaveoff when 
once it com- 
menced opera- 
tions, and the 
first drink I had 
the next morn- 
ing, before let- 
ting myself in 
with my latch 
key, was out of 
my land lady’s 
- milkcan, which I found 
providentially on the 
doorstep. It was an 
awful night—outside I 
mean. Inside, it was 
less of a damper, and 
the members of this 
intellectual society 
showed themselves as 
ready with their “ under- 
standings” as they have hitherto 
been with their brains, They shine at both 
ends it would seem, 
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ARRAY UNIONIST! 
dierent fj 

YOuR dramatic critic, by the way, would like BS F 
to call attention to a smart little “dramatic Yy * Ze 
incident, by. KE. A. Morton, in the last issue W/o (i 
of this society's handsome magazine, The Salon Wi fp J 
—though I rather fancy that the society be- j 
longs to the magazine and not vice versa! 


The piece I refer to is called Miss Impudence, 
and contains just the sort of bright, naturally 
vivacious dialogue in which acouple of clever 
performers would find themselves happy and 
appreciated, There is a good selection of high- ) 
class engravings in the magazine, and the 
editor's notes are interesting and comprehen- 
sive. 


THE OPERA ComIQUE.—I hadn’t room last 
week to express myself pic- 
torially concerning’ the 
doings at this house, so I do \ 4 
4, *othis. Ihear (butadmit | --§ 
that it is no evidence) that \ ' ; 
the sterling qualities of the opera =---~~»»_—-@_ 
/are proving attractive to the pub- 
lic; 80, perhaps, after all, Gittus TAE OPERA OCo- 
(if he'll allow me to call him so) MIQUE.—V ERY 


alia GERMAINE TO 
a8 GOttus, — as THE MATTER, 
























TOOLE’S, — For his Bungala night Mr. Fred 
Horner had Hornermented the auditorium of 
Toole’s from top to toe with natural flowers—and 
very sweet they looked, “and smelt so—nyum.” 
He also gave us an uncomfortably shaped book 
of sketches and a new front piece, This 
Vj, Was @ tragedyette in blank verse, four 
/ characters and a duel, 
co called Jsalda. Messrs, Bro- 
die, Roe and Stockton, and 
“ Miss Featherstone did what 
was set down for them “ ex- 
cellent well,’ and the 
author was called over the 
coals—I mean over the 
- — pole—and told not 
. “< todoitagain. The Bun- 
THE OPERA Coppeta— ee (K) NIGHTLY galow has arranged to stay, 
In spite of all we said 

againstit. The“ larks” 
actors and actresses take with it make it @ case of ao somes hie 
own author,” which is bad form, but it keeps the fun alive. Miss 

















Marie Illington, a new comer to the cast, is a deliciously funny ele. 
ment in it—reminds you of Mrs. John Wood every other minute, too, 


even to the voice. 





THE EMPIRE.—Mr. Edwardes’ new 
departure — Miss Amy Roselle’s arrival / 
here—has met with the success which, 
in the hands of this incomparable 
réciteuse (if I may put it that way—I 
must have my joke), is merited. It is 
something of a feather in the cap of 
music hall audiences that they have \\}\\* 
taken so kindly to the intellectual 4 XS 
feast provided for them by Miss <7\WAN Ss 
Roselle, but it must not be forgotten $8 (ei 
how both entertainment and aud- \j 
ience at “the halls” have ad- 7 
vanced in late years. Anew 7, 
*2 i yh lage recital, ae = Hh 
OMIQUE.— by Mr, H. Saville he 
rg — Clarke, was 
DOW. recited by aw 
Miss Roselle 22 --———~~__ ett a 
for the first time =———— 
on Thursday last. It is 
called “ The Siege of Luck- 
now,” and is a stirring story of a “last bullet” reserved for a wife, 
rather than she shall fall into the hands of the mutineers; all 
ends happily with the skirl of the bagpipes and Jessie Brown's 
“Dinna ye hear it?” all complete. Those who get on the spot at 
ten o'clock and hear it will find it well worth the trouble. 


ES’S — Mrs. LAnartry, 
| Cd™ 3 after a long seal 


LOGPLOD 











THE OPERA OoMIQUE.—“OH, CHRISTOPHER!” 


Pa 


nas made her reappear- 






\ \\\\\ 34} Y ance in the character of 
\\’ Ww yw" Rosalind, the one she 
w aii’ first appealed to our favour 
\ ll << in (unless you are going to 
SSS" gount Hester Grazebrook in The 


| julli||! Onegual Match, which I am not), and 
Hi || Hl Mr. Hare, another too long absent one, 
"has made his reappearance in A Pair 
of Spectacles at the Garrick. 







ad) Nops AND WINKS.—Mr. fo 4, 
Sutin J, N, Ellaby has been in- YJ \ 
a1 structing and amu- 
 &®* sing theinhabitants  ~ 
ye" Of Peckham withre- - 74/7 
Kane citations from Shake- / Y//; 
speare, FUN and other “7 





| (less important) authors 
| |. during the whole of last 


7, j° Week, The intellectual Tax Garnick.— MR. 

WW 2 Wf and hilarious level of the HARE HASMa rey 

me Je vicinity is considerably 4 pair of Spectacles. 
ANN raised.—To-morrow (Thurs- 


day) evening Hamlet will occupy the place of The 
Shrew at the Globe. Mr. Benson will play Ham- 
THE St, JAMES'.—A let—I suppose I ought to say “enact the melan- 
ancy oF Fae choly Dane,”—Mrs, Benson “the fair Ophelia,” 
YEARS AGong, | and Mr. Charles Cartwright the King. Good—I 
await the issue. Do you also , 
await the issue—the one containing my Seay 
views of the matter.—On the 17th inst, 
Miss Olga Brandon will join the ranks 
of the matinée-ers, and give a play called 
Corresande at the Comedy. The cast 
promised is a strongone—a reallystrong © 
one, not one of those strong ones where wn 
no names are published !—A_ benefit / 
matinee at the Grand on the 11th inst, 4 
and a performance at the Britannia on a 
the following evening, merit your special 
and kindliest attention. The proceeds will 
be handed to Mr. Edgar Newbound, a clever 
and diligent actor, who, after years of steady 
work and thrift, has, through a long and 
terrible illness, which has exhausted the little THE OomEDY.—ANOTHER 
savings it took years to accumulate, fallen a 
upon evil times, Your own NESTOR can vouch for this deserving 
case, NESTOB. 
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SUTIIE: 


A SHILLING SHOCKLET. 
By a Lady of Title. 





CHAPTER YV. 
MY PUPIL, 


« MANDRAKE,” said the earl, “ this is your new governess.” 
Again his dreamy blue eyes encountered mine, this time with a 
slightly dif- 
ferent ex- 
pression,and, 
bounding to 
his feet, he 
commenced 
to thump, in 
a terrific 
manner, a 
huge drum 
which stood 
by the side of 
his chair, 
Ceasing as 
suddenly as 
he had be- 
gun, and 
deeming it 
probable 
that this act 
might be 
construed in- 
to a token of 
welcome or 
satisfaction, 
I stepped 
forward, my 
heart beat- 
ing with un- 
controllable 
emotion, and 
timidly fal- 
tered, in a 
tone intend- 





7” 


ed to be dulcet, “ How are you coming up? 

He shivered slightly, and without seeming to notice my proffered 
hand, said, slowly, the liquid accents of his deep rich voice pene- 
trating my very soul, “ What size do you take in coffins?” 

Before I could undertake to answer this inquiry, the earl, tapping 
him lightly on the shoulder, said once more, in a slightly elevated 
voice, “Your new governess, Mandrake— 
governess |” 

“Ah! yes—governess, of course—gover- 
ness,” he repeated, thoughtfully, his eyes 
never leaving my face, “but I could have 
sworn she was dead. Did you enjoy yourself 
at the inquest? It must have been warm 
for you. Have a brandy and soda? No?— 
then you shall hear me play ‘The heart 
bowed down,’” and with a preliminary 
flourish of the concertina and an impressive 
drum accompaniment, he proceeded to play 
that exquisite melody with such an infinity 
of pathos and expression that the tears 
started unbidden to my eyes, and even the 
earl sniffed in a tremulous, though perfectly 
aristocratic manner. 

“It is the only tune he plays,” he remarked, 
explanatorily, as the last wailing note, like 
the echo of a troubled soul in the direst pangs 
of influenza, died sadly away, “ but he plays 
it with some feeling.” 

“Feeling!” I cried, enthusiastically, ““why, | 
he knocks holes into Chirgwin ! ” 

“Chirgwin !” said the earl, with a slight 
elevation of the eyebrows, “ Lord Chirgwin?” 

‘“‘No—the White-eyed Musical Kaffir.” 

“Ah, indeed! It may, perhaps, be as well 
to mention, Miss Montressor, that the intro- 
duction of the name of any person holding 
a social rank beneath that of baronet, unless it 
should chance to pertain to any member of 
the household, is, by my express command, | 
entirely forbidden at the Moat.” | 





with his partners. 





She (overhearing conversation 
tel] her he said all that to me after our last 


Saying this, with some slight hauteur, his lordship turned to the 
viscount. “ Lessons to-morrow at nine-thirty, Mandrake. We will 
say good night—it grows late, and Miss Montressor is tired after her 
long and wearisome journey.” 

“Good night,” he exclaimed wildly, seizing my hand, “ you—you 
are sure you're not dead ?” 

Replying confidently that I was, on the contrary, very much alive, 
and figuratively speaking, kicking, he loosened his grasp and ina 
lower tone murmured, “ What is your front name?” 

“ Tottie |’ I whispered, in an equally low key. 

‘May I—may I,” with a look of ghastly tenderness, “may I call 
you Tottie?” 

A great lump rose in my throat (I am dreadfully subject to quinsy), 
and I cooed softly, “ Yes! you may call me Tottie.” 

He gurgled deliriously, and with another soul-shooting glance dis- 
appeared behind a lofty screen that stood in the centre of the 
apartment. 

As the earl re-locked the door, he glanced at me inquiringly. I 
shook my head in response, and simply observed, “Off his nut— 
Dotty !” 

‘“ Dotty?” he repeated, a look of amazement stealing over his face, 
“ Dotty! You forget, Miss Montressor, you are speaking of Viscount 
Mandrake, I could understand a butcher, a grocer, or even a baronet 
becoming dotty, as you phrase it; but a member of the peerage ! 
Heavens !” and with a curt “ Good night!” he left me to retrace my 
way to the kitchen. 

I sat toasting my tootsies over the fire until midnight, and then, 
accompanied by the amiable Nightshade, retired to rest. As we were 
proceeding along one of the corridors my foot struck against some- 
thing, and starting back I uttered a faint exclamation. 

“Tt’s his ludship’s crownet,” growled the Nightshade: “he 
allus leaves it outside his door to be cleaned along with his 
boots, and a precious job I has with it,” she added, as if to herself, 
“bath brick don't seem to git the polish on it, and he’s allus 
a-grumblin’.” 

We reached the door of my chamber. “ What became of the last 
governess that was here?” I asked, suddenly, pausing on the 
threshold. 

The Nightshade eyed me suspiciously ; then, winking her solitary 
eye in a ghoulish 
fashion and put- 
ting her hand to 
her mouth, she if 
croaked, “She's 
dead alonger the 
othersix. You can 
see her grave from 
your winder, (rood 
night!” 

(To be continued.) 
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VARY-LIKELY. 
).—“If he only knew that we were sisters, and that I should 
dance, he would vary his remarks a little more 
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THE PURPOSE OF THE ACT. 
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Tle re I cay!” an | tne P blic: * here'’sa fel] heen & ipplying me with an art lt of 100 


er 1 adulterated with ingredients calculated to poison the human system, 
within the meaning of the Act. Just have at him.” “ Ho, ho!” saidthe Law; but 


compassion had no place in its eye. 








“"Ullo,‘ullo Wot's this?” it said, as it strode in and caught the adulterator busy stirring in the ingredients. “He, he!’ sniggered the tradesman; “ well, what'll 
you take to square it?” “Five pounds fine, without the option of imprisonment,” said the Law, mollified by the offer. 
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Here, I say, you haven't done anything j Said the Public, squirming; “that fellow’ 
law, = — ny, I've accepted five poun i fine.” i “ But y st we aie os 





: still supplying me with those ingredients!” “ Done anything!" said the 
es, or prevented his going on ? said the Public. “Now 
to protect your little chest from pains—rhar’s not the mea 


man,” said the Law, gravely, “it is not my o! 
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MARCH HARES. 


«OH DEAR, OH DEAR, I WISH THEY'D BE QUIET AND LET ME SHOOT THEM IN PEACE 
AND COMFORT.” | Se rz Cartoon Verses, js LOD, 
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Poor Old Morality.— 
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THINNING US OUT. 
“Goon gracious, my love, how flat you look!” said our good lady 
one day ; “what hare you been doing with your poor self ia 
“Only been to town, my dear,” we replied, “and attempted to 








wedge our way along Fleet Street through the regulation mass of 
pedestrians. Keen worse than this—got crushed as flat as a poster 
ayainst a wall, and had to be patted circular again by three police- 
men. Couldn't get into a train—all crammed ; so had to walk home 
with the throng.” 

“ Poor lovey-dovey !” said our wife, “ I think a walk in the country 
would do you good.” 

‘Well, you see.” we said,“ soit might; but there isn’t any country. 
We hear, from a friend in those parts, that there isn’t standing room 
for a walking-stick on Salisbury I’lain, or the grouse moors—such a 
nass of people trying to get a breath of fresh air. 


“If you could only get a little piece of meat—half a chop, or an 


iii—mt iy KEPT) YOu ip 
Not to oped f we said te impossible to import 
rovisions enoug! eed the populat 11] the ships in the wor 
in't id t ‘ ld there sent shore enough f 
ps to come a t 1 bi the Atlantic We n 
é a } Tt i¢ Te @alr i T pit Ve Ca ' COO} nut ther 
t ( nv a8 a NOD OT COA to be! ad un le ra guinea Re Ht y 
snd’s too 1 t tting te serious! 
} was t tat ng K lecided to run ov LO 
iv 7 I t it y] and a stret 
_ * * * 
Years had passed when we returned to our native shore. The 
A t that shore it struck is that tnere wasa marked 
rove Tiyey Ve RAW vnat if Was—the shore was not covered with a 
4 wa 
\4 ; ++ 


Wnate the matter we asked ANXIOUSLY O! the Captain of the 


hip. ‘ Where are the English 


We lan led, Phe ¢ nanve Was extraordinary ! We could expand 
r lungs on the jetty, breathe in the streets, actually wave our arms 
on the sea-shore! What did it mean ? 


] 


We hurried to London; we alighted at the terminus without so 
much asa BQ UeCEZE we cou! ! actually walk in the streets, in place of 
being carried along by the surging mass, our usual experience of yore. 
As we reached the suburbs, we observed Villas standing in gard Ns ; 

Villas pp ed one upon another, three deep, as we had left them 
en we started on our little trip to latagonia: the shops, too, had 
provisions in their windows, apparently in actual plenty. We could 
not resist entering a baker's shop and asking the price of a loaf: the 
price Was on y Fix pence, as against two po inds ten when we left, 

We arrived home and sat down ; it seemed more like a home now, 


ricyt 


is the two other | eR, ibited by stranvera, which had formerly 
bove it, were cleared away nay, more, a space was cleared 
1A t i! | i I f — ntoust 
‘ Ba i f Iv : = { 
My vi ry { i! 
pace a ay 7 nant 
We shall go and ’ uid 
Iw ret ' re I she said: and 
P r 
} , ' ! se 4 " nent assailed ¢ ears O i 
Phew of ippeared t istate of wild surprise 
lanon we discovered the ca —it was « armour ! 
The sma!] be ys began to throw n it us, anda policeman advised 
mt take t of} al ! i | 














Crush he said, “ there's no crush in the city - what n . eon 
‘ 
mean { 
“Mean?” we said, “why, when we left these shores Re if 
VA u i nA ‘ ry h rt 4 4 
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He was an old policeman. He carried his memory back a certain 
space, and said— # _ 

‘Oh, then you’ve bin away all this time? You're used to the old 
crowded times, eh ? Oh, we've altered all that some time ago—very 
soon after you left.” 

“ Altered it!” we exclaimed, “ well, it certainly looks like it. But 
how on earth have you altered it? By what extraordinary means 
have you managed to stay the alarming increase of population ’” 

“By our System of Education,” he replied. ‘The School Board 
found out the way—there are statues to the members of it, and the 
clerks of the works, and the architects, on the Embankment. It was 
very simple ; they just educated the youth of the nation by means of 
typhoid, diphtheria, falling brickwork and so forth ; and, after a good 
course of it, we found ourselves able to breathe again. By the way, 
if you wish to decrease the population by one more, you've only vot 
to go to the ruins of one of the Board Schools and take a good snitf,” 

We thanked him, and deferred our visit to the ruins to another 
occasion, 

A Good National System of Education is a Great Thing. 





—————_— 


Not a Villa-nelle Verse. 





fA cargo of villas, filling fifty railway waggons, lias, it is said, been dispatched 
from eden to Buenos Ayres. ] ‘ 
FIFTY waggon loads of villas? Gracious! 
That's a large order (if the tale’s veracious) ; 
All made, it seems, in Sweden, or in Norway, 
From rooftree down to window-sash and doorway ; 
Now. if this be not true which we’ve been reading 
Re villas—’tis a villa-nous proceeding. 





LOVE-MAKING A LA MODE. 


Corydon,—“ You can't think how hard l’d try to make you 


, 9 


d} } ‘ ; ’ } ‘7 : . . : 
Phy U —I've no doubt yi i try hard enough; but suppose 
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(frandmamma.—“ YOUR BOOK SEEMS VERY INTERESTING ; 
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UTHFUL CENSOR. 
(Frances, aged seven, has been absorbed in a book for nearly two hours.) 
WHEN YOU'VE DONE WITH IT WILL YOU LEND IT TO ME?’ 


’ 


Frances.—*No, GRANDMA’, IT’S NOT A PROPER BOOK FOR YOU TO READ, IT’S INTENDED FOR GIRLS. 
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WAs Clongorey exceptionally gory through baton charges, and if 
so, on whose head lies the gore? This was the question on Monday 
night ; and after Mr. Sexton and Mr. Balfour had given their respec- 
tive versions, Mr. Trafalgar Graham raised the Eight Hours question— 
thought, as Parliament had shortened its own hours, it might shorten 
other people's, Mr. Bradlaugh was opposed to making hours of labour 
as limited as joint stock companies. Then rose Randy—lectured 
Government—then lectured the Northampton philosopher. 

Not an hour too soon Dr. Clark addressed words of warning to the 
Ministry regarding our policy in South Africa, and Sir George Camp- 
bell protested against the resources of the country being employed to 
advance the interests of City syndicates in Africa or elsewhere. 
Unless John Bull keeps his eyes open and his purse shut, he will, 
before 1800 has ended, be involved in another of those “ little wars” 
—s0 called, probably, because the country gains so little by them, — 

Sir Michael Hicks Beach is for winding up public companies in 
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Ssibuity of finding their respe tive occupations 48 yone 46 
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Poor Ireland’s Poor Law was discussed on Wednesday. On the 
Estimates last week the divisions were so frequent, that the 
Ministry were fain to ejaculate with Mr, Irving, “Silence that 
dreadful bell!” 

Perhaps the most touching episode of the present session so far, 
was the spectacle of the Right Hon. Hermit Chaplin making his 
blushing début as Minister of Agriculture, It was rather a thin 

ved him with a by no means thin cheer, and there 
n the voice which acknowledged the com- 


Ilouse, but it received 
was a tear of gratitude 
pliments and congratulations which came from behind, beside and 
efore him, even from below the yangway, and the bucolic minister 
was prodigal in his promise of “car ful consideration.” There was 
the Gladstonian dovecot, on Tuesday, when Mr. 


1 rumpus in 
ling the vote for South Kensington, that 


Labouchere declared, regar 
‘h had been given to the nation was rubbish, 
had been bought. This brought up Mr. 
the Commissioners, declared that the gifts 


everything there whi 
and what was not rubbish 
Mundella, who, as one o! 
inthe South Kensington Museum 

vere worth halfa million. Then, 
when the man of much mous- : 
tache had sat down, up rose 
cleanshaven Mr. Lane, who might 
be taken in a crowd for a “ pro- 
fessional,’ and with dry humour, 
which set the House in a@ roar, 
explained that he observed the 
gifts to the nation included a 
bust of the Rt. Hon. Member: 





for Sheffield. Alas! though hen ’ | 
trorate, it was “vero,” for Mr. THE D : By 

M indella, who seemed to en OY 

the joke as much as anybody, was up again to assure u3 that the 


art had been removed, 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 50. 
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vy 
aby 
Here you may obse yur artist 8 sper ess indignation on! vo 
n i Tay lTabie Ot eo D1 pict { 
A (Miss) Black Look-Out. 
[ a ( yata Radical Club the other t 
rk re }yet u the ( nservatives than [rom t 
FI } ly beyvs to differ, O, Miss Clementina lack, 


Hle thinks that in your lecture you were scarcely on the trac] 

lis true some Liberals. who are Liberals but in name, alacl 

When once they are elected, snub the voters at their back, 

Hut still, O Clementina, notwithstanding your attack, 

On such Liberals and Radicals (who all deserve the * sa: k’ 

For their efforts for the workers’ cause are but contined to‘clack ”) 
UN has not yet found that Tories (though of promises not slack 
And full of so-called measures which they think of wisdom smack) 
Have ever helped the Toiler; no, not much, Miss Clemmy Black ! 
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And here you have his articulate rage when his works are not 
mentioned at all. 


An Appeal to Druriolanus. 
‘How is it we have no smoking theatre in London? Surely the time is ripe f 
: e experiment 7—Globe, 
You will scarcely, dear Gus, be offended with us 
If your careful attention we claim 
lor this wonderful chance to increase and enhance 
Your already ubiquitous fame. 
It's a hard working age, and scant time to engage 
In well earned recreation have we, 
So we fain would obtain in the leisure we gain 
(Juite a multum in parvo of glee. 
We are anxious to smoke while to merryman’s joke 
And travedian’s croak we attend, 
And if only, dear Gus, you can humour us thus 
We shall worship you, world without end ! 
Let the marquis or dook with his fragrant chibooque 
In the boxes sit beaming and bland ; 
Let each “deity” wear a more deitied air 
With a dirty short clay in his hand. 
Till this moment has none save the critic alone 
been permitted to puff in “ The Lane,” 
Let the privilege, Gus, be extended to us, 
And millennial bliss we'll attain. 
For millennial folk have a peace pipe to smoke, 
And we deem that the pipe with which we - 
Shall our pleasures increase, while we’re watching a “ piece, 
Must a piece pipe undoubtedly be! 
So we hope, noble Gius, you'll have pity on us, 
And by fair means or foul means ordain 
That our lives be made bright by the fervid delight 
Of obtaining a smoke in The Lane. 
You, of course, will not deem that the bountiful scheme 
Any semblance of risk can contain ; 
Safety matches, no doubt, are the safest things out, 
So we really must smokein The Lane. 
Yes, we hope, noble Gus, you’ll arrange it for us, 
And our praise and our plaudits you’ll gain, 
TILL the time shall transpire when a blazing big fire 
Will result from the smoke in The Lane! 








Kurdy, Kurdy Custard! 


THE Persian Kurds, it is said, are being supplied with rifles by the 


Turkish authorities, Although nothing has o-kurd so far, the 
Armenian Christians are in a deadly funk of a_ blood-kurdling 
massacre setting in, and probably not without reason if these merry 
kurds are allowed to have their whey. 


THERE'S no satisfying some people. The last Brazilian }, mperor 


1} 


was generally supposed to be “as good as they make ’em.” A8 


narchs go—a straighter ruler couldn’t be got for love or money— 
‘ he ,1use he devots | a lot of time to scientific studies, up come the 
‘ndos an 1 his at 1 } 1 1) hia, ts—wea ] le of course. to the Bray- 
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: A Beer-tific Ballad. 
; (To be sung by Ale fellows well met.) 
| fA Bill for securing the purity of beer has been 
‘ntroduced into the House of Commons under the title 
of the “Pure Beer Act, 1890.” It is to come into 
operation next New Year's Day.] 
Ho, maties, come and listen 
With attention unto me, 
And your optics soon’ll glisten 
With unquenchablest glee. 
I have just heard a recital 
Of a Bill that gives joy’s thrill, 
And that Measure’s merry title 
Is the Pure Beer bill! 


REFRAIN, 


Ale and Arf-and-Arf and Porter, 

Will now be quite what they orter. 
And we needn’t now fear poisoning when 
* pongelo” we swill ; 
vile adulteration will 
condemnation. 
So let’s cheer with animation for the Pure 

Beer Bill! 


All meet Beakses’ 


When you puts down your dinarly 
For your pint, you’ll not complain ; 
or nothing worse than ’ops and barley 
Will your pewter then contain. 
With no cocclicussed mixture 
Then our stummicks shall we fill, 
No, “ Real malt” will be a fixture, 
By the Pure Beer Bill. 


\EFRAIN, 
though not till Januairy will this measure 
smart and wary, 
Come into hop-eration, yet we welcomes 
with a will, 
proposed assassernation of 
adulteration, 
So let’s drink a quart-pot-ation to the Pure 
Beer bill! 


I'his all beer 


New Leaves. 

HORNER’s Penny Stories for the People” 
(\V. B. Horner and Son). This is a series of 
written and interesting stories put 
before the public in an attractive form. 
Most of them garnished with a plentiful 
display of thoroughly good and artistic 
illustrations. Too much praise cannot be 
viven to such an endeavour to displace our 
interior literature by that which is both 
cheap and good.—“ Women’s Suffrage and 
National Danger,” by Heber I. Hart, LL.B. 
(Alexander and Shepheard.) The subject is 
one on which much may be said on both 
The author, however, goes to the 
H(e)art of the arguments for and against, 
ind makesa manly fight for man’s ascendency. 
= Life of P. T. Barnum,” written by himself 
(Low's Exchange). Mr. Barnum’s recent visit 

this country will give an impetus to the 
of his “Life” with its sixty years’ 
recollections of struggles and triumphs. For 
display of combined energy and talent in 
u1s OWn peculiar way, it makes, like his 
exhibition, almost “the greatest show on 
carth.”—“ Lost in a Bucket Shop,” by C. J. 
“cotter (Field and Tuer), This sorrowful 
“tory of Stock Exchange speculators is 
*nouch to make the reader shun such specu- 
ation, or go “ kick the bucket.” 

In our notice of “The Magic Lantern,” in 
ist week's issue, the names of the publishers 
‘re inadvertently printed as Perken, Son. 
id Remington ; it ought to have been 


rKen, Son. and Rayment. 
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LITTLE LORD RANDOLPH FAUNTLEROY 


“JUST LEAN ON ME,” HE SAID, WITH ENCOURAGING GOOD CHEER; “TLL WALK 
VERY SLOWLY. 
(“I have given hitherto a general think more than « yveneéral er t t } Majest 
(,overniie t il t t I & iall ontinue to lo,’ ha ly al the fl ul f wie las i oJ 


March Hares.—(SEE CARTOON.) 
OH! can’t you imagine how Mr, Smith 
Would feel if he suffer'd from nightmare 
now. 
With the germs of debate running loose in 
his brain, 
He'd be mighty uneasy. and undefined pain 
Would apparently trouble his fever'd brow. 
He'd fancy himself to be out fer a stroll 
With his favourite gun in pursuit of ground 
game ; 
But, somehow or other, his method of sport 
Would get mixed with the Parnell Commis- 
sion Report, 
Which perhaps might account for his bad- 


babi 


ar) 
al: 


ness of aim. 
He'd zealously shoot, and his gun would go 


Dang 


Loud enough, and yet never result in a kul 
, : 
for either that weapon he cou: int ho 
, 
oda , 


or he'd fire it too late, 
mprobably) wouldn't 


re 1t too 800! 


ory » ff + 
varne (no 


stand still. 


While the hares would seem smitten by mal 
ness of March, 
And defy him with gambols and leaps in 
the air; 
And he'd note they 
foes, : 
And they'd tease him and chaff him and turn 
up the nose— 
Undesirable treatment to get from a hare. 


Oh! can you imagine how Mr. Smith 
Would feel if he suffer’d from nightmare 
now? 
the forey 
T can ; 
And that under such 
man ; 
He'd deserve some alight pity, at 


resembled his Parliament 


From ging statements, you see that 


adverse conditions (pour 
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least, 
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Gold Meda] Awarded, Health Exhibition, London. 
And Higheet Award Adelaide, 1887 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


nofne — Marjorie goes along 
AY { ! Ce "3 wir a het Mr. Hay- 
‘ TH(4 [z= den Coffia’s new song, “ For 
love of thee” hayden consider- 
ably to advance its popularity. 
[ see that the Carl Rosa Opera Co (Limi- 
ted) know when they are in possession of 
. a good article, seeing that they have 
r retained the services of the charming 
Marjorie—otherwise Miss Camille D'Ar- 
ville—for a lengthy period. 
Miss Fortune our fate doesn’t carve ill 
Ia giving us “ Marjorie” D’Arville, 
Her singing’s so sweet 
That she’s always a treat 
If she isn’t exactly a marvill. 


’ 
\/ - 
: Marjorie, by the way, reached its 50th 
4 representation on Saturday last. I wonder 
| . if that’s why the authors’ names are omitted 
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from the advertisements? 
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/ By the way, Miss D'Arville is not the only 
lady in the cast worthy of poetry. Here 
goes for another :— 

Whatever may truly be thought on 
Some speeches that fall to Miss Broughton, 
Her tight little smile, 
J And Terpsichore style 
Have most undeniably cought on. 


” ar Oy —>/ MULTANEOUSLY with Mar- 
Gy OME jories attainment of her 50th 
Sy appearance, Pink Dominos marked 
up one hundred (100). This revival 
is as healthy as a first production,.and looks like 
rivalling the “ best of them.” The latter, I may 
say, is probably The Middleman, which‘ Mr. 
Willard’s wonderfully complete perform- 
ance has vitalized for a lengthy run. 
That run can never be realized, 
however, for the management are 
bound by law to produce a piece 
by Law very soon, when Zhe 
Middleman (having made his 
pile, probably) will retire. 
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I MUSTNT forget that there 
is a lady in each of these pro- 
ductions, however. 


The roughest of potters in Han- 
ley 
PLAYING DOMINOS—A PAYING GAWE. Would yield to the charms of 
Miss Stanley : 
And can we do less ?— 
If you answer me “ Yes,” pny, 
I'!] consider your conduct unmanly. = ¢ 






[ daresay you wonder what possesses me to “ burst 
nto poetry” in this fashion, all of a sudden. The 
fact is, the pantomime season is just coming 
to an end all over the country, and the local 
papers are badly troubled with an eruption of 
eulogistic verse to departing favourites (all fe- 
males—and mostly “ boys’) and I've caught the ff 
complaint. To resume :— 


This number of Fun, I could fill it NQ 


With copious praise of Miss Millett ; 
But that, let me mention, 
Is not my intention, 

I'm getting out posters to bill it, 





—- va 
But what's the 

muse nudging my 

elbow about, eh ? Ne 

Oh, I see !— '& 

Such athorough- on vale 
bred creature Tir SHAFTESBURY.—“For ne’s A JARLY Goop FELLOW!" 


my muse is, 
That she (perfectly rightly) refuses 
T's proces | n her way ‘ she's . + me +r, 


"Ery 
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infectious. Two more ladies, dis- 
tinguished on the stage, have taken 
to * the Aalls.” These are Miss Neilson 
2 and Miss Chard, The former will 
* take the largest haul (the Albert 
Hall), but hers is not a genuine de- 
parture—it’s only my little joke to pretend 
it is. Miss Chard’s, though, is a real, 
genuine, bond fide fait accompli 
(there’s a command of language!) and 
she is already a favourite at the Royal 
Music Hall. 
Oh, pity me—pity the bard ! 
The halls have run off with Miss Chard, 
Not living in swelliom, I go to them seldom, 
Which makes it uncommonly hard. 


|W —Miss AMY ROSELLE’S example is 
Bo 


Nops AND WINKS.—A new front piece, 
called Meadvw Sweet, by Terracotta 
(probably an assumed name) now pre- 
cedes Clarissa at the Vaudeville. It 
is an unusually good piece showing a 
strong sense of character in the author, 
and some capital acting on the parts 
of Messrs. Thomas Thorne and Cyril 
Maude, and Misses Bannister and 
Hanbury. — Matinée performances 
of The Fa- 
vourite of the King, a blank verse historical play, 
commenced at the Comedy on Tuesday, and 
will last the rest of the week. It hasa 
good cast, but I shall likely have more 
to say on the subject lateron,sono more 4)¥77Z 
at present.—7he Guv'nor will appear next (\. 
at the Criterion if Our Boys will give hima \_% 
chance. This is pretty much the ordinary state 
of thiogs with our boys, and the guv’nor.— > 
By the way, Miss Annie Albu is also leaving 
the stage for the nonce and taking a turn 
(in several senses) at the music halls, She 
is singing at the Alhambra at present 
with much satisfaction toall parties. Miss 
Loie Fuller, moreover, is at the Empire. 
If the music hall “arteests” have inva- 
ded the realms of “the profession” afore- 
time, the profession is now retaliating with 
considerable vigour it must be admitted.— 
Number Two is the name of a three-act 
comedy to be played at the Vaudevil'e > 
under the direction of Mr. Outram Tristrar, p.j7 aineRT HALL.—A Jt- 
on the afternoons of the 24thand 25th inst. 3, 1-LEK PERFORMANCE. 
—I see Mr. Herman Vezin has been playing 
at the Grand ina — an 
revival of The 
Man o° Airlie, 
the piece inwhich 
he made, many 
years ago, one of 
the most striking 
and artistic of his 
successes, The 
announcement 
carries your Nes- 
tor back to those 
Airlie days when 
he went to the 
theatre for plea- 
sure — not for 
profit, and his we 
heart grows soft—following the 
road long since taken by his 
head. But his emotion shall 
not unman him so as to prevent 
his noting that Mr. Vezin has 
in his company a lady, of whom 
he (your Nestor, mark you) 
hears marvellous good things, 
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Not all the smart witlings of 
Tonson | 
(Though each had an erudite Ik | 
sconce on) east 
Could damage one bit the legitimate hit. PANTOMIME’S P.P.O. 
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“HOPE DEFERRED.” 
He (having mistaken Mrs. for Miss).—“ But may I not, at least, 


hope?” 
She.—“Oh dear, yes, if that will satisfy you; but my present 
husband is of very strong constitution, and enjoys excellent health.” 


— 





“And the Spirit of Murder works!” 


[It has, says Hospital, come to light recently in America that dirt under the name 
of “Terra Alba”—absolutely insoluble in either the gastric juice or the saliva—is 
used to an enormous extent in the manufacture of candy. Six thousand tons of it 
were quite lately imported into New York alone.] 


THOUGH Law forbids, though 
Conscience pleads, 
Still on his tortuous march pro- 
ceeds, 
With reckless pride in lethal deeds 
The fiend Adulteration : 


And viands oft, beneath his | 


scheme, 
So much resemble what they seem 


That what they are becomes a | 


theme 
For sick-bed demonstration. 
A nameless grease is given, to 
spread 
On alum-white (called milk- 
white) bread,— 
Our beef was at a manger fed,— 
Our Demerara’s sandy : 
But thoughold Fun without avail, 
At these gross acts may rave and 
rail, 
By fair or foul he’ll stop the sale 
Of Terra-Alba Candy ! 


An apothegm has reached us (told 
Ry race to rising race of old), 
That Man, ere reaching church- 
yard mould, 
A peck of mould must swal- 
low ; 
But children, ere from childhood 
___ free, 
Will eat their peck and heaven- 
_ _ ward flee 
If in foul poison fair to see 
We let them blithely wallow. 
Are there not ills enow, to smite 
Our tender babes? by day and 
night 


Lurks not in wait the sickness 
blight, 
With all its horrors handy? 
Shall that, with which we hoped 
to please 
Our infants, strike them with 
disease ? 
Shall death’s dark angel hail the 
“wheeze ” 
Of Terra-Alba Candy ? 


| No! Mindless of his ancient 


name, 


| Apostate from his mirthful aim, 


Be Fun’s the task to brand with 
shame 
Those vampires, harpies, 
leeches 
Who spread disease abroad by 
stealth, 
And reck not how at heaven-gift 
health 
They strike, so long as hell-gift 
wealth 
Their gaping coffers reaches. 
Rank ghouls, who deem the ’plen- 
ished purse 
Well purchased by the 'plenished 
hearse,— 
We curse them with a deadlier 
curse 
Than that of “Tristram 
Shandy”! 
We fain would choke the fiends, 
who break 
The laws for filthy lucre’s sake 
And Terra-Alba Candy make, 
With Terra-Alba Candy! 
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THE Republicans in France apparently do not consi 
condemnation and imprisonment of the Duc d’Orléans h 


practical difference in the “ status quo” : 
a very considerable difference in the status of the young Duke, him- 


> 
Bell, n 18 now the ° 


der that the 
as made any 
they have, however, made 


*% 
at itus quod. 





= =~ ee — 


THE LICHNSED COMIQUE. 


Last week I went to a music hall. That Jones dragged me there 
and drugged me with bad brandy and water when I got there. I saw 
a fellow on the stage, and heard him sing a song that was the! height 
of idiotey. I was told he was a “licensed comic singer.” He, he! 
a good notion that ; I suppose we shall have licensed lamplighters 
next! Comic singers, too: well, they're not what they used to be in 
my day. There was some sort of fun in what they used to sing. 
However, it don’t matter much as to what some of ‘em do sing; and 
it don’t matter over much how they dress; smoke away and the 
tobacco smoke will hide ’em. Drink away and you won't be able to 
hear “em ; or, perhaps, you'll hear ‘em double, or, perhaps, you'll see 
em double : it don’t matter very much either way. 

For the life of me / can’t understand why they really can't have 
something to sing about. A man used to be on the music hall stage 
some time back, who got his whole reputation from shedding one 
pocket handkerchief after another, like an old Spanish fowl moulting 
its feathers, Then he used to swing his cane about as if he was 
playing at single stick. And he wore green coats, with gold buttons, 
tuch as no living soul ever put on his back. And that man was 
called a “society comique.” Well, well! I suppose the race of comics 
have been improved on since then. They well might be, anyhow. 

For my part, I like to see a little knockabout fun now and again, 
tho’ my liver does worry me a bit, and I can’t take steak and oysters 
with a quart of burgundy, like J] used todo. To give the what's-his- 
name his due, some of the fellows—not many of 'em—did show some 
sort of fun. But they sing what they call “ Topical” songs and that. 
I like to get a giggle at something when I can. I cou!dn’'t get it 
over that sort of thing, hang me if I could. 

In the old days Villikins and his Dinah! Sammy Slap the Bill 
Poster, and such like did have some sort of go in them. They said 
the old singers carried it a bit too far. They didn’t carry it much 
further than some of ’em have done lately. Not that I particularly 
sing out about music halls. There can be star comiques, or planet 
comiques, or comets, or professors or whatever they like to call them- 
selves, But let ’em give usa laugh when they get on the boards, | 
Say. DIOGENES TUBBS, 








Free and (Japan)easy. 
THE Japanese, when on their highways trooping, 
Indulge, ’tis said, in an habitual stooping. 
One says, politeness makes this bend essential, 
Because their attitude’s so reverential. 
But, nevertheless, when reasons wise are grouped, 
You must admit the notion’s very stoop-id. 


THE POETS. 
Idiotically Illustrated by our Earlswood Artist. 











Byrron,—“ Say, is her voice more feeble than of yore?’ 
C. Harold's Pilgrim ‘ge, 
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THE EMPLOYER’S FRIEND. 
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Our Bill don't think much ov imployera, he don't. Our Bill’s a-workin’ jest now for Mr. Pumper, the milkman, and, as sech, he gits many oppertunities of puttin’ 
domestic servents on their gard agin the unscruplusimployer. “’Ullo!” said our Bill, lately,“ you’re noo in this place, ain’t you, Sarah? Ar, you won't stop ’ere 
long! Cheerful sort of a place-and-a-half it is at this “ouse—so it is next door, and at number three, and number four, and the rest. If you take my tip you'll give 


warnin’ sharp!" 
Hy Ht\h 
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“"Ullo!” he says, next day, “ wot, you a-leavin’ a'ready ?” “Wy, of course,” says Sarah; “didn’t you tell me I'd better give warnin’ sharp?” “Oh, did I?” say 
our Bill ; “oh, / dunno nothink about the place ; I on’y come to this neighbrood yesterday.” 
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“7% 
4 bere, pow!" gays our Bill, when he'd bi : . 
' 28 OUP Bill, wi hed bin a week in them parts. “ Nice set of ers in t} 
: : : . ice set of employers they must be hi 2! ‘Hee Ty : ‘aki ’ . . 
at each house, and broke hevery bell in the street. Yah. y ‘ada’ = I b hhoee ti — nee ' re rip a kickin’ my ’eels about a hour 
if J ‘ad I'd ep it up prop ly and ‘ave a servent !” 
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VICTORY! i 
THE END OF THE GREAT FOOTBALL MATCH. ‘a 


Captain of Tory Team." WELL, IT MAYN’T HAVE BEEN QUITE FAIR, BUT WE'VE LICKED YOU ANYHOW.” 
[ See Cartoon Verses, DP. 115. i\ 
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OUR INQUISITION. 
POLICE INTELLIGENCE. 


A NEGLECTFUL PARENT. 
SARAH RAGBAG, a poor looking female, was summoned, on behalf 
of the School Board, for neglecting to send her little boy to school. 
The School Board officer explained that this was a very aggravated 





case : Sarah had been repeatedly warned, but still continued to keep 
her son away from school, thus, not only interfering with his prospects 
of a good education, but, what was far worse, slighting the dignity of 
the School Board. 

Sarah explained that she had several reasons for keeping little 
sillee from school: one was that he had no clothes; another that 
there was nobody but him to mind the baby while she was out ; and a 
third that she had constitutional objections to his catching typhoid 
and diphtheria. 

The worthy magistrate remarked that this was a serious case ; and 
Sarah, upon promising to send the boy to school, was let off with 
reven days, * * . * « 

AN UNNATURAL MOTHER. 

Sarah Ragbag, a poor looking female, was charged, on behalf of 
the Guardians, with having left her infant without anyone to look 
after it, while she was away at work, whereby it had walked into the 
fire and scorched the tip of its nose. 

Sarah explained that she had no one to mind it when her little boy 
was at the Board School, unless she stayed at home herself, in which 
case the infant would get no food. The magistrate remarking that 
there might be a certain amount of extenuation under the circum- 
stances, and, taking into account that the defendant had not a penny 
to bless herself with, let her off with a fine of one pound seven and 
ninepence. 

Sarah was also charged, at the same time, with sending her little 
boy to school without c!othes ; and also with allowing him to have 
diphtheria, 

Sarah was understood to explain that little Billee had caught the 
disease at the Board School, by having to sit in a drain pipe when 
engaged in his lessons; and the School Board officer admitted the 
drain pipe, but explained that the Board had never made any order 
that the children should catch diphtheria, and that, therefore, the 
child had contracted the disease on his own responsibility. 

_ The magistrate said it was a very serious and painful thing to 
find a mother allowing her children to have diphtheria ; and her 
conduct in not providing her boy with clothes 

SARAH, I can’t buy him any clothes as I only earn tenpence a 
week ; but I gave him a blanket. ; 

The officer explained that, as blankets were against the rules of 
the Board, it had been put among a collection of things designed to 
form a little present to the contractors in recognition of the honest 
and able way in which they had built the schools. 

THE MAGISTRATE, Well, Sarah, I shall deal leniently with you this 
time—six weeks, Y 

Defendant was led away to the cell remarking that her children 
would die now, as there would be no one to nurse them. 

~ a 7 7 as * 
A MOTHER'S HEARTLESSNESS, 

Sarah Ragbag, a poor looking woman, was charged with causing 
the deaths of her son, little Billee, and the baby, by not attending to 
them when they were suffering from a severe illness. 

Sarah made some sort of attempt to explain that she had been 








prevented attending to the children by being in prison 

THE M AGISTRATE, That is no extenuation in the eyes of the law 
The law forbids you to neglect your children, whether you happen 
to be in prieon or not, I must commit you for trial. , 
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REPREHENSIBLE CONDUCT. 

Sarah Ragbag, a poor looking woman, was charged with being a 
lunatic at large, and attempting to commit suicide. 

The officer explained that he had apprehended Sarah in the act of 
attempting to drown herself off Westminster Bridge. 

THE MAGISTRATE. Dear me, defendant. do you know that, had you 
succeeded, you might have been drowned? 

Sarah explained that that had been her object, as she had had “sucha 
doing with ’em all round,” that she was a bit tired of this world. 

THE MAGISTRATE. (kindly). Dear, dear! Tut, tut! You must not bs 
say things like that; it is our duty to consider this a very pleasant 2 
world—* Let dogs delight to bark and bite”—‘“ Where there’s a will % 
there’s a way "—“ Never say die "—“ A bird in the hand is worth i 
two in the bush "—and so forth. 

Sarah was then remanded to the workhouse for inquiries as to the 


state of her mind. 


* + * * 7 a 
LATEST INTELLIGENCE. 

Murder of the entire School Board,and the Board of Guardians, by . 

a female of unsound mind! | 













































































An A-Doll-escent Puppet. 


(Mr. Edison’s“ latest” is a Phonographic Doll, the size of a woman, which recites 

and sings. It was lately exhibited with much success at 'the Savage Club.] 
THE ever active Edison again is on the job, ) 
Extracting strange inventions from inside his clever “ nob.” f 
And the newest of his marvels, which with pleasure some extol, 
Is a curious young lady, called “A Phonographic Doll!” 


Tis the figure of a damsel—not a puppet prone to squeaks— 
But a “just-like-life” young person who, at given signals, speaks. 
She gives off recitations, ay, and songs—with “ tol-de-rol ”— 

In quite a natural manner, does the Phonographic Doll. 


“Will you walk into my parlour’? said the Spider to the Fly,” 
This automaton recited, in a fashion smart and spry, 

Quite as good as some swell actresses, who proudly pose and loll, 
Is wondrous Wizard Edison’s New Phonographic Doll! 


In his marvellous invention, though, the Wizard’s been forestalled, 
For Nature (thanks to modern cant and manners blank and bald) 
Produces many ‘“‘ misses” who can prate like “ pretty poll,” 

With about as much real brain-power as this Phonographic Doll! 
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THINGS WISHED FOR ARE NOT ALWAYS BEST. 

Miss Prettypert.— The Pytchley meet to-day, don’t they, Captain 
Scarlett? Oh, it would be jolly if we came across the hounds.” 

Captain Scarlett.—“Awfully ; I hunted this mare with ’em for two 
seasons, and one day a fellow was driving her and she came up with 
‘em and bolted through a hedge and across the grass with the first 
flight ; fellow was pitched, and the trap smashed to matchwood.” 

Mise Prett ' t wh shes tfherwis 
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MOST MUSICAL, MOST MELANCHOLY. 
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Court Carols.—No. 13. Went Hay marketing 0’ nights in quite a “tly” sense— . 
Hadedtten Munwuns And that Willard had gone Potter-ing, and Grain had dared to jest 
NMUZZLED MU waite And all without a muz—— that is, a licence! 
[A police report of the kind which may be expected if the London County Coun- : legal lic! aa? has f leas 
cil should be allowed to work its highly virtuous will.] ~ ommon per ape y “te who » dof 4 pe een, 
eiune k aot ’ one d 1en arose, and with much eloquence defended : 
Pe ING, E.S. MW illard, ( orney Grain, J. Fawn, B. Tree, He said that such a foolish farce had not for years been seen, 
~ has Pate go folk described as actors, Wc And ‘twas time such County Council freaks were ended. 
wien — at the Police Court up in Bow Street, W.C. The magistrate (B. Public) then discharged the batch of pros. 
Cestain femet really dangerous malefactors : aL. Ve (Though he didn't think they all showed very high sense) 
SS beng 9g Tes na <3 ae: A. ee eee” And he warned the would-be ep not — to interpose 
-. » vis one showe , is style » might take away their licence 
Were also charged with aiding and abetting these wild men be Cay ciyple-08 50 ange a 
In each being at large without a muz hem !—licence. : 


Police C ll A STICKER !—We have no patience with people who go messing 
Belonging to the LOG diva ee ae about with gum when they can geta bottle of Stickphast Paste at 
.C.C, , 


hen got into the witness box and confid ently swore pried stationer’s for sixpence or a shilling, and a rattling good brush 
P That the accused had treated them with great derision. thrown 10, 
“ensation and some laughter in the court this statement caused 

(Of which the hardened prisoners showed a sly sense). 
But suddenly all present with absorbing horror paused 

When ’twas shown each pro., while out, had worn no—licence! 














A Christie Minstrel. 


(The Mr. J. D. Christie, who has so vigorously “ replied” to Professor Huxley in 
the .Vineteenth Century, is said to be a Scotch confectioner and cook.) 


THIS Land o’ Cakes confectioner and cook, 
On whom some now with approbation look, 
Metaphorically hits Huxley in the eye. 
The answer this confectioner brings to book 
(Whether or no the scientist it shook) 
Must of necessity be a tart reply. 


They swore the prisoner Irving, witha Heart that he called Dead, 
Vith one Bancroft, and the female prisoner Terry, 

Had dared to “show ” unlicensed, that the prisoner Fawn had said 

,, 48k a p'liceman” ina tone derisive—very. 

t the prisoner Tree (who seemed but a Man’s Shadow at the best) 
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A WEEK’S SPORT THAT NEVER CAME OFF. 
No doubt wt was vash of yours, Mashihoy to accept his friend Dalechick’ invitation to pin him at Puddle Fen Sor a weetek oe Pe 
ana fshing, hub he wanted a change and always fancied himself a bur of a sportsman 2 ” 
Re Sn, 
> TT pt 
" (4) . \i 
' Got a little & 
zits of : 
our OWN, e 
old boy a : 
shouted Z < ~S ] 
D. when ( \ Zz % 
he met -& i 
lum at i, ¥ 
the Stakeon, : ‘ 4 
tas “Youll enpy _ ——_ : 
yourself Crstrate Lcantell you!” (2) ‘aA ' *) e > 
7 . J Cab. Roh Who wants a cab for R hab traps, like these! Its 
, . nly a matter of fourteen miles or So, and a wall ll do us gels 
all the good 1 the world” a 
4+ | 
Like to | 
turn in,eh ! i 
Here you 
are! Ww 
Made tc 
the bed M 
myself 
go [ 
Know = 
us Com - . 
fortahle “4 
Lipem | i 
i, of fresh 3 
"ke em eae I , ~- : : 
Hogs yos paar ae teeft NR e : 
, ur walk old ap! » : Know you dont mind a drop of rain,) and a <4 , 
a) ’ Pod Sy ? . ° ——< = 
There set to worlt. Sorry we cant give LE Pee the old ducK-gun’s loaded in case you might gat asnap ab. a ra 
yous plate Fatt is we Broke em ia “4 od LL, f | Some thin out of the window Ww the inSrnino: you iKnow. Youll be rooht : 
all at our Little house - ; St ZF, nV enough you Keep your togs onjand the water asi © 
WAP ITI ! dont rise in the night ng ; 
(6) . e 
“What! sing al- | 
ready ' = %, : 
Why youve had ; 
> JZ , ' neo kun atal) ' 
Def ‘ pe NN ( 
p' Mis yet. Said — 2 43 Ww 
P Dabchich ) bi 
Pe) ~ — Quite & aes le 
, . “ enous Wig { e 
But the water did rise un the night, you Kinow ! and to 9 ie | : , : 
Alte ve thes —_— WAS almost too much fresh aw take ™~ last 7 | 7 J re | h 
the bargin! Phen Mashibey yearned for his — 7 {— : 
r ‘ vy 7 j 
one pe OT 
a Some tune ! "said NL. ! AZ 
“§ ek ir 
; ; Shall u Swim to om , eo? | 
It was a bright idea of Dabchictes » : the Station ? or how? Said D. , re 
te um provise & paw of stuts to cross | a] 
ce 
a = te Fs 4 81 
! ma i) . i 4 e c} 
am A} ‘ 3 , f i ¥ } . P 
ney _ / 4 wn 
j 9) Puy; t 
; - — G 
Ave cone well - Fi. 3 _d the plessed thugs hadi’ Ceme oF al ++ we } 
= - Une endl of Mis teucnew "Te... °.39..3*. or 7 = 
oT. Aeted | WiAC 
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BOYS OF THE PERIOD—BAD BOYS AND GOOD BOYS. 
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~Or Nobody Told a Oalisdury Lay 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


On Monday Lord Salisbury gave the Lords his version of his inter- 
view with Sir Dighton Probyn in case they thought matters required 
probin’ into, 

The biggest debate, so far, of the session commenced on Monday 
with First Lord Smith’s motion to convey the thanks of Parliament 
to the Special Commissioners—Glad-Parnellites feeling, except as to 
Mr. Parnell, they have little to be thankful for, seek to amend the 

- motion, and before long; it is the 
judges who are being judged. Mr. 
Gladstone’s speech was as an oration, 
one of the most perfect ever delivered 
in that House, where he has delivered 
so many perfect ones, and deserves 
44% the dignity of a classic. In that 

2.4 speech the old man eloquent makes 
# Mr. Parnell amends for Kilmainham 
4, —even his opponents granted that 
‘yy, mouch, but added, “ voila tout!” Sir 
%* Michael Hicks Beach, following, 
came into such sharp collision with 
the Lord Chancellor of the “dim 
future ” that Sir Weather Vane Har- 
court declined to sit there to be sat 
on, and left the House with an air of 
injured innocence. Perhaps the best 

THE OLD MAN ELOQUENT. speech on Monday was that of Mr. 
J. O'Connor, the Fenian. It was 
honest, outspoken and daring, and FUN accords him the respect due 
to an open and honest partisan, but which cannot be felt for those 
who adopt a cause, not as an end, 
but as means to ends of their 
own. The Parnellites have, at 
least, this claim to respect, while 
the two great parties, betwixt 
which they have found themselves, 
have finessed with the Irish Ques- 
tion to their mutual stultification, 
the compact phalanx of Irishmen 
have remained below the gangway, 
immovable, incorruptible, and 
playing off against each other. The 
ins and the outs have scored all 
along the line, by dint of the sin- 
cerity which is the surest pilot to 
success, 

There was a rush and a ringing 
cheer when the news of the St. 
Pancras victory arrived in the FLATTENING HIS PROSTRATE FOE. 
House, Glad - Parnellites feeling 
they had put another bolt on the door of a Parliament on College 
sreen, 

The Parnellites have certainly got the Zimes down, and Mr. Tim 
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Harrington on Tuesday did his best to flatten his prostrate foe. There 
was a nice little game of hide and seek on Wednesday, when Members 
knowing if they got beyond the Bar would be prisoners till a quorum 
was made, kept dodging in and out like rabbits, 

Mr. Swift Macneil took up the ranning for the Glad-Parnellites 
swiftly. 

It is so seldom the Speaker speaks, and when he does, he speaks so 
well, that it was a rare pleasure to listen to his tribute to the late 
Sir Erskine May, when uuveiling the bust of that faithful servant of 
Parliament on Thursday. A rare pleasure also to hear the Grand 
Old Man and First Lord Smith endorsing each other's sentiments, as 
they usually do outside politics. Inside there was a pretty tourney 
on same afternoon betwixt Mr, Attorney and Mr, Ex-Attorney. 





Victory. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


AN excellent pastime is football, no doubt, 
When conditions are fair and the players are stout,— 
And by “stout” I, of course, 
Don’t mean fatty of limb, 
But abounding in vim, 
That is, physical force. 
And a capital game have the Commons just had, 
When the two sides indulged in the contest like mad ; 
With the Judges’ Report 
seing used for a bal!, 
The affair wasn’t anyway feeble or short, 
Nor, indeed, did it fail to excite one and all. 
It was here a kick, and there a kick, and ev’rywhere a kick, 
And here a bump, and therea thump, and scrimmages were thick; 
The play waxed fast and furious, 
Some of its points were curious, 
And ev'ryone work'd all he knew to try to do the trick. 
The end came, at length, * 
To this trial of strength, 
And victory feil, I'm sorry to state, 
Not unto merit but unto weight. 
Yet the leader of the vanquish'd team look’d still as fresh as paint, 
While the captain of the conquerors seem’d broken down and faint, 
As he summ'd up the result of all their kicking,— 
“Tf I’m not prepared to swear 
The conditions were quite fair, 
But, anyhow, we've given you a licking.” 


At the Sunday School. 


THEY were discussing the Biblical heroines, and one of them said 
he thought Ruth rather a forward, designing young woman, “ For,” 
said he, “ Boaz was old enough to be her father.” 

‘ But,” replied the teacher, “ he was rich.” 

And that is the sort of young woman who was giving religious 
instruction to the youthful mind ! 
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PELICAN-DOUR. 
Miss Battemony to Miss Ballonay.—* HERE COMES MY MASH—JUST BACK FROM THE PELICAN BOXING, I SUPPOSE.” 
Miss Ballonay,— 1 DON’T THINK MUCH BOXING WOULD AGREE WITH HIM—EXCEPT, PERHAPS, PROMPTER’S-BOXING,” 











newly elected members, we may mention “ St, Pantiles red nosed maids are mopping, 
Paul’s by Moonlight,” by F. 8S. Walker, Sheets of snow from roof come flopping, 
R.H.A., as one of the most attractive. Missuses are kept from shopping, 
Untimely visitors are stopping, 


THE Royal Society of Painter Etchers has 
a most interesting exhibition, not of works 
by members only, but a fine collection of 
examples by that great master, Rembrandt, | Se — 
which alone are well worth a visit. Amongst | ; Police are snowball shiers “ copping, | 
the most accomplished works by the members | In Melting Mood. Postmen go their rounds slip-slopp.0g ;— 
stand those by the two Sclocombes, C. E, | EVERYTHING abroad is “ sopping,” Cabmen's oaths are truly whopping— 
| 
| 


Etching. | ugliness and vulgarity. Of the etchings by Draggled dogs their ears are lopping, 
| 


Holloway, Wilfrid Ball, A. H. Haig, and for Thaw from every twig is dropping, Costermongers still more “ topping,” : 
eccentricity the exhibits of W. Strang, whose Sparrows deep in slush are hopping, I pause—my muse! with gin her spir-t's prop- 
“Salvation Army "isa dreadful example of Gunners in the fields are popping, ping. 
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BIRD’S Beapties a 10 
on CADBURY’S 
 POWDE COCOA 


The Choicest Dishes and the Richest Custard | ABSOLUTELY PURE tuererore BEST 


without Eggs. 
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‘ for the Proprietors), by W. Lay, at 153 Fleet 
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TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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(1) The passengers found this person 
such a “ limb,” 
They had to literally “sit on” | 
him, at anyrate. 
(2) In Dorsetshire the sparrows crowd | (4) Flower-girl brigades in 
like flies ; now a-jog, 
This man, to en-Dorset, “Spare-ow ! | 
spare me!” cries, 
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blous state ; 








ga(de) dog. 














xb ondon t Paris IQ a brea hh 


(3) “A pupil of Landseer” was in trou- 


"Twas not Land-seer-ious, though, 


Sell “ button-holes” to many a bri- 


‘ SZ “ae 
parrow/s, eas / ig AT 
a lady arbistin trouble. 
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The flower-girls brigade. 
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How he pod 
the milk. | 


all we ever look like hat? Cn = ~S 
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evival of the crinoline. 
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(5) New York to “Hoops” a(crino)- , (7) At last to flog armed burglars comes 


leaning had, | the law. 
But Hoop) proposes them this side | Those brutes will cry, “ Alash! 
is mad, alack !” when “ raw.” 


(6) Seventy per cent, of water in his | (8) This furious driver wasn't, let us 
state, 


lait, 
This “Simpson” seller sent forth | Like so-called sportemen, anxious 
for the “ gate,” 


day by day. 


uniforms 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

—Mr. BENSON pro- 
mised to giveus Ham- 
) let, and he has kept 
his word. His _ per- 
== formance, moreover, of 
what is irritatingly called 
“the melancholy Dane” dis- 
appointed nobody, and what 
more could be said for the 
most subtle rendering by the 
most practised genius ’ That 
expectation did not run high 
isa mere detail. J//amlet is 
a bit of a teaser, though, and 
the actor who falls before its 
difficulties may contrive to 
fall with honour. © Mr. Ben- 
son's embodiment is without 
colour or much depth, but he 
speaks his lines with under- 
standing—a thing more rare 
with modern actors when laun- 
ched upon a sea of blank verse 


than is generally 





rc ulized, 


UGHT Mrs. Benson played 
the m: lecene very prettily, ilbe { 


she scarcely 
ied touched the 
. pathetic nore 
but her O; 







, , . , ; ; 
had little distinction otherwise. The some- 


hat bo d 


ner 


rangvements generally exhibit a 


tableau at the end of the fourt 
“plas” 
was justified by its yrace and tou 


effect. Indeed, the stage ar- 





rreat deal of poetic feeling, and a 
prove Mr. Hugh Moss to be a stage {’ 
manager of exceptionable ability. | 
I liked Mr. Cartwright’s King, as | 
s00n as he had “vot his bearings,” wes\ 3 
and discovered that the (lobe is a i 
smaller establishment thant} 
Adel; ae i We Black spoke his 
* tedious 9 fal fos . in ver: 
‘a penblateie. and ite Unibet Ro : 
Lauertes was one of. the peeasal 
things of the evening. Mi Ada 
lerrar too, as the Queen (a tri! 
younyer lookir ig tl han Ophelia, by the 
Way), Was as pleasant to listen to as 
anybody, and pleasanter than most. 
I ALWAYS regard az invitation to S ae 
dinner with reverence, and when | 
received one from the Internat Tie GLhonr—t 
{ b last week I vave it my most 
bespt lattention. I had some doubts as tot reahouts or the 





ind a ce ltation « the club crest 
ym the « elope gay me assist 
ince, the postal ad dir thereon be 
“o D Asia, Africa, Ame? i low 
ever, by oing thr the po] 
process of “asking a p'leeceman,”’ I 
ved at my destination safely enough. 
dinner was a sort of ceremony In- 
iting the opening of a ladies’ dining 
and it was only natural that the mem- 


ld desire to try its dit ing capabilities, 

the qr tocar find character of the club I 
‘an vouch, for I sat between an Irishman 
anda irenchman,a Velshman sat Oppo- 
ite, a Greck at my oat a German 
Waiter attended to my wants and I sat 
on a Russia leather seat. Ladies who 
are likely to dine at this club—wher by 
they w ‘| declare themselves wife. 
ister or niece to a member 
or tothe latter 8 guest—will be inte reste 
a L lve " proposa 


QQ ; +} 
. ‘ vt! wing rooms! 


at ee 





of the inside, so cannot tell you at present “ How Men Propose,’ 





EER.’ mm New Readi) I). 


Tik GLOBE—“ THEY BORE NIM, BARE-FACED, ON HIS 


HAVE you noticed how draughty the theatres have become lately ? 
I’ve been tortured into song thereby as follows— 
DISHONOURED DRAUGHTS. 


When fires were rife, and we feared for our life, 
ach manager’s soul we'd vex it, 
With a stern demand on every h: iad. 
For copious means of exit 
At the end of each row 
Of seats, we'd show 
A door to the street was needf 
And the managers all, 
Both mighty and small, 
To our frightened demands were hee 






The knowledge they had 
That a popular fad, 
If it threatens the business, wrecks it ; 
And they showed their nous 
I}y making each house {4 
Consist, pretty well, of exit. -\ 


I et 


But we soon deplore 
wach extra door, 

With misery, sigh, and moaney ; 
lor the draughts that will 
Come in (in spite 

Of the notice “ Exit only”). | Da ‘ hf 

Ls ” ii 


Rheumatics and chills 4 aa 
i ; ’ Ai 


And similar ills c- 
THE GLOBE—A MAN ANI! 


(Whenever we go to the playhouse) 
‘ HER BROTUER. 


Are our dreadful 1 
Till—I tell you what. 
Our mind is a perfect cha-house! 


Hest Ks | i an 
8 - Kw obse bah — I am !— 


—that Mrs. Charles L. Carson is in 
the cast of Zhe Favourite of the Aing 
g) (which I hope to expatiate upon next week). 

jf This merry little lady is a sprightly come- 
Oddi enne of whe I havea very exalted opinion. 
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ff /// ‘and of whose performance you may expect 
ae A . <P ? 2a , ba , 
Wf ——reeeivea thoroughly biassed account.—After Easte 
f ’ ro } = . . ' = ° 
/ ¢~ the Law term will begin at the Shaftesbury. Mi 


ify f Olva Brandon and Messrs. Alfred Bish lop and E seen 
~\. join Messrs. Willard and Lart’s company for the 
/ piece. Miss Annie Hughes remains for it—it isnt 











Annie Huzhes attempting to do without her !— 
Another Richmond (theatre) will be bi 
ot" the field at Easter. Mr. Horace Len (ea 

nard is preparing to cpen it with 

a flourisn, Jim the Penman, with: 

Lady Monckton and Mr, Arthrr j~4 

Dacre in their original parts, vill ff 

Wy 


manager's Vamesakes for curtain t 
raiser, So blow the trumpe ts, bar 
the drums, See the conquering hero > NA 
comes.—QOn the 28th inst. a new ~. 
three act Comedy 

called P: digqree, will 

be played at Toole's 

Theatre, under the : 
direction of Mr. W. — 


form the opening bill, with the 
bf 
¥ 


oath Vernon, with 
uchanexceptionally NICuMOND.—*'OORAY! LENNARD IS COMING!” 
strong cast that t! 





at 
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TOTTIE: 


A SHILLING SHOCKLET. 
By a Lady of Title. 





CHAPTER VI, 


A TERRIBLE NIGHT, 


THE echo of the old crone’s words sent a cold shiver through my 
trembling frame as I securely fastened the chamber door. “ Dead 
alonger the other six— 
could see her grave from 
my winder.” That, at all 
events, was a consolation, 
doubtless intended to be 
such, but one I was un- 
able to verify—the night 
being pitch dark and the 
window refusing to open. 
It was, however, useless to 
puzzle my brains with 
vague imaginings, I could 
find no solution to the 
conundrum; so having 
made a tour of the apart- 
ment, peering into nooks 
and corners, expecting to 
see I know not what, I 
climbed into bed, hum- 
ming to myself, as I did 
so, a childish refrain that 
Pecky and I used to sing 
in our gingerbread days : 

“To-night, to-night isa very 

fine night, 

I hope | sha’n't meet any 

bogies to-night.” 

There was a nice whole- 
some sensation of mouldy 
dampnessabout the sheets 
and bed furniture that 
forcibly reminded me of 
the Viscount’s question, 
“What size did 1 take in 
coftins?” Unless the bed 
was to receive a little 
more judicious airing in 
the future, it might unfor- 
tunately be possible to 
furnish him with a too 
practical answer. sut 
what a masher, the Vis- 
count! A real, live toff! was my emphatic comment, and no mistake 
avout it. What,—and the thought took my breath away—what if he 
should fall in love with me, and propose? There’s certainly a chance. 
He’s quite off his onion—dear, dear! that odious slang! Shall I 
never be able to shake it off ?—Yes, there’s certainly a chance ; and 
if I don’t make the most of every available opportunity my name's 
not Tottie Montressor. 

In the midst of these varied thoughts that chased each other through 
my fevered brain I had quite enough sense to understand that no 
sane nobleman would ever offer to marry me—all the more reason, 
therefore, on the principle that half a loaf is better than no bread, that 
I should win the affections of this balmy lordling, who, in addition— 
but here the candle expired with a sudden flare, and I fell intoa 
sweet childlike slumber. 

Hush !—hark! what was that ’ 

With a sudden start I awoke and half raised myself upon the 
pillow, As I did so the sound of a low, wailing groan filled the room, 
followed by a dry, rattling, unearthly chuckle. 

A dim mysterious light pervaded the chamber, and, standing a few 
feet from my bedside was a tall, shadowy form, clad in a flowing robe 
of misty drapery, and having an equally impalpable umbrella tucked 
nder the right arm, while the skeleton fingers appended to that 
member and its fellow, were seemingly occupied in the solving or 
manufacture of some ghostly arithmetical problem. Lurid eyes, deep 
Set in their cavernous sockets, gleamed with a sullen fire, as slowly, 
and in an indescribable voice it murmured “ Seven ! ” 

a What!” J] gasped,and my voice sounded strangely husky, 

‘Wha-a-t’s up?—what’s your little game! ” 

There was no reply. Being now quite wide awake I pinched my- 
Seil several times, but it still stood there with a transparency that 
Was fast becoming aggravating, a chair close behind being distinctly 
visible through the lower drapery. 














‘Look here,” I cried, growing bolder, “you've made a mistake— 
you've come to the wrong shop. This isn’t a theatre, and we're not 
playing Hamlet. Don’t you think you'd better try next door?” 

Slowly the eyes were raised to mine, and the voice said, “ Dost thou 
not tremble ?—I am the Family Apparition.” 

“Indeed,” I returned, “and I fancied the eyes rather quailed be- 
neath my scornful gaze, ‘‘indeed, I do not tremble, [ar from it, Mr. 
‘amily Apparition, for I presume you are a mister if there is such a 
thing as sex pertaining to apparitions?” 

He slightly inclined his head. 

“Then,” I cried, indignantly, “doesn’t it strike you as being a most 
outrageous act of indelicacy on your part, in thus daring to invade the 
sanctity of a lady’s chamber’ Leave the room at once !—vanish !— 
skedaddle !”’ 

“Tt never struck me in that light before,” he said, pleadingly, “I’m 
very old—nearly a thousand years old. I came over with William the 
Conqueror!” (7o be continued.) 





x. 


Po-lease-holder’s Enfranchisement. 
THERE is joy in the Ratepayer’s heart, 
For the moment his mind’s more at peace ; 
Though they raise his assessment, he'll * part,” 
For he’s going to control the Police ! 





Whether “ Robert” will like the new plan, 
Has not been made manifest yet ; 

For a Bobby is only a man, 
So he may be a(p)peeler, you bet. 


Sut, Ratepayers, pause in your glee ; 
Of your cook and cold mutton take care ; 
Or else, friends (between you and me), 
When you want him, he may not be there! 


WE were greatly grieved, the other day, on seeing, ina temperance 
publication, which shall be nameless, several public men under the 
heading—“ Lecturers on the Drink.’ We should not have thought it 
of Sir Wilfrid and others. Stop, though—perhaps it means—ah ! 
—yes—that must be it. 








RAPID EVOLUTION. 


Maude.—“ How is your brother?” 
Alice (adorning herself).—“ Ob! beautiful.” a 
Maude.—“ Dear me! how he must have altered since I saw him. 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


SPECULATION is rife as to the new Fourth Party of which Lord 
Kandolph is to be the head, Mr. Jennings the tail, and it is whispered 
the backbone is to be Ca(i)ne. Will it be as successful as the first 
lourth—that is to say, will one of its members become Chancellor of 
the l.xchequer, another a plenipotentiary,a third Chief Secretary for 
Ireland, and the fourth fndian political Secretary. Randy's lead, 
erratic as it is, is by no means a bad one for ambitious men to follow, 
and the Fourth Party will go down to posterity with the I orth Bridge 
as one of the wonders of the Victorian era. 

The Government majority on Monday night's division was substan- 
tial, but not too much so, and the (ilad-Parnellites are boasting that 
the rock on which the Government stand is becoming lapped by the 
flowing tide, small by degrees and beautifully less. 

The opening sensation of the week was the correspondence between 
the Professor and the Parliamentary Hand. Professor Tyndall strives 
to give the P. H. a backfall over Pitt. W. E.G. replies with a 
lament for the days when the man of acience offered to guide him up 
and down the Matterhorn. The Professor, of course, claims that Mr. 
Gladstone is shelving the matter which fixes him on the horns of a 

dilemma, 

Randy on Tuesday delighted the whole House with his inimitable 
rendering of “See me Reverse.” Once again he and Birmingham's 
Joseph indulged in some pretty fencing, only the House has become 
somewhat sceptical with regard to contests between these two cham- 
pions, clever as they are, and regards their combats much as the public 
look upon a modern prizefight, namely, as a “kidding match.” Up 
till Tuesday, the crowd waiting to get in the Strangers’ Gallery 
reminded me of that outside the Lyceum pit, but for the rest of the 
week the C mmons played their little comedies to empty benches, 

\las! ere the above lines as to the new Fourth Party were drv. 
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The Voice of the Sluggard. 
OH! how pleasant—passing pleasant— 
Is the merry vernal-tide, 
When the year, rejuvenescent, 
Throws its winter garb aside: 
When Aurora rises early 
From her erstwhile sluggish bed, 
And the sombre scowl and surly 
From her countenance has fled : 
When the song of little birdies 
Is a sweet celestial strain 
That Italian hurdy-gurdies 
Seek to emulate in vain! 
Oh! it’s pleasant—passing pleasant— 
In the summer-time to fly 
From the City toil incessant, 
And to gaze with gladsome eye, 
From the bonnie beach at Brighton, 
In the sea’s cerulean gleam, 
And our hearts alike to lighten 
With ozone and “ love's young dream!” 
True, our bank account gets lessened 
As the days divinely pass, 
But, when summer time’s so pleasant, 
Who can think of saving brass ? 
Oh! how pleasant—passing pleasant— 
Is the merry autumn-tide, 
When Dame Nature, sere, senescent, 
Lays her flowery robe aside ! 
When the sun’s departed vigour 
Leaves us free to roam at will, 
And the bleak hyemal rigour 
Has not come our bones to chill : 
When the partridge, grouse and pheasant 
Give us exercise sublime ; 
Oh, in very truth, most pleasant 
Is the merry autumn time! 


Is there aught that’s passing pleasant 

In the dreary brumal-tide ? 
‘Tis a question which at present 

I can really not decide. 
Peradventure in creation 

There is something that can cheer 
Human souls to jubilation 

While the winter season’s here. 
3ut so much, myself, I hate it 

With its horrid winds accurst 
That in bed I've hibernated 

Since November twenty-first. 














The party was like a petty,German State army, and when the one 
man who made up the rank and file mutinied, its officers had no one 
to command, vero 

Dr. Commins’ Irish Land Tenure Bill seemed based on Commins 
sense, but the Tories would have none of it. 
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Sir E. Hamley, who is a real and a good soldier, and sees therefore 





the importance of equipping the civilian forces of the country, did 
yeomans service in striking a blow at the criminal neglect and 
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AND SHE COULD HAVE SLAPPED HER. 
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Mrs. Swaggerleigh.— WHAT DO YOU THINK MY HUBBY’S BOUGHT ME, DEAR? A HUNDRED AND FIFTY GUINEA GRAND PIANO, 


BY ERARD,” 


Her Dearest Friend.—“* How NICE! YOU'LL HAVE TO TAKE SOME LESSCNS NOW, DEAR.” 











ON A GREAT MAN’S HDBAD. 


So Gladstone has said that his head has grown larger during the 
last few years. I wonder if mine has! I daresay you're ready 


Ee 


only get worrying and stirring up things that might just as well have 
been let alone. And leave well alone, I always say. 
The phrenologists, too, are always squawking out about what a fine 





to giggle, and say that it grows thicker, anyhow. 
There’s a good deal in people’s heads, is there? 
All I can say is, that I don’t think much of ’em, 
anyhow. When a man’s bald, his head might be 
taken for a short vegetable marrow. When he 
nas haironit, fora mop. My head’s bald enough 
to play oughts and crosses on. However, I don’t Nile 
worry myself very much on that score, so I can ai 
tell you. The only thing that does trouble me 

vout it is the fellows at the shaving shops recom- 
mending all sorts of things to set it right. I 
always feel as if I could dash the soap in their 
tyes, that I do. 

[ suppose Shakespeare had a fine head. Had 
he? I’m sure J dont know. The world would 
have got on very well without him, I’m pretty 
sure. He wrote plays and that, of course. But 
What a beastly nuisance it was that he did. He 
only gave the capital for a lot of quotation 


head Byron had. Very likely he had. Ard what 
good did it do to him in the end, I should very 
much like to know? Only that he got quarrel- 
ling with everybody, and went away fighting for 
the Greeks, or some such nonsense. Don’t talk a 
parcel of rubbish to me about heads, for I 
won't listen to it. So there! 

And look, too, at what the fine heads haven't 
done. Calcraft was a decent looking old chap. 
But professional hangmen are not exactly the 
sort of men you want millions of, do you? The 
best head of a girl that I ever saw was on the 
shoulders of agirl who got a month for torturing 
a cat, and was said to have tried to poison her 
mistress. Don’t talk to me about heads. Bah! 
I say. DIOGENES TUBBS, 








Is this Pro Bono “ Public”-O? 


Lorp RANDOLPH who seldom is still, 





mongers to worry your life out at public dinners, 
and what not. And Napoleon the Great had a 
great head. Oh! indeed. His pictures always 
put me in mind of one of those waiters, with 


vslico shirt fronts, that you come across at those “ FAME.” 


beastly cheap Swiss-Italian restaurants. I don’t ‘d4rry.—“I went. with 
know why they should be so particularly ad- | Jersey Lily porform last n 
tired. Depend upon it fine heads don’t make |, ##.-*The Jersey Lil 
e men. If they did, I don’t know that the | gu‘olk Sunflower, ag’in ‘i 
“orid’s any the better for your fine men. They or without the gloves.” 





7 a fw } 7% 
u ior @ Dver, either With 


But is e’er. more or less, up and doing ; 
= Has shown by his new Liquor Bill 
sa (Though he'd therein bring “ spirits” tonal), 
Perey Wey rclds That a spirited course he’s pursuing. 


st Sain te ate tie | There is much in his Bill, as you'll see, 
ight.” | That is likely to be very handy. 
y! Fust time I ever Yet we cannot, as all will agree, 
I'll back my pal, the Dub the lively young lord “ Busy Bee,” 
For a “ bee” before Randy makes Brandy ! 
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THE BUILDER AND THE TREE. : 
A stem. TRAGS DY. } 
’ 
+f 
o. 
i 
+ 
There was a Speculative Builder who had reared, in pride and joy, a whole neighbour_ood ; Daily, with aching heart, he would gaze over the palings 
but a bitter drop lay at the bottem of his cup of comylacency, Ina plot of ground, which he at that tree. The week through he would wander gloomily 
could not get possession of, stood a TRE &—the only tree, { r miles, which he had not cut down. roucd that plot which he could not obtain pos-ession of ! 
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nd on an eminence, gazing upon that tree which disfigured his beloved neighbourhood and mocked Lim! 


He grew emaciated and pale. 





And, one fatal nigh k 
ght in midwinter, he se fro he nall me -. , ‘ 
: arc rom the pallid couch of sickness, superinduced by despair, and madly scaled the fence and cut down that tree. 4nd in 
the cold gray dawn they found } frozen: but 
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+0 @ | netiabdit appiness pon bis features, His life's work was a omplished ! 
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Sa luvar® : 
(TYNDALL ON TOASTS 
eee 
x 
i 
NV 
( 
. THE GRAND OLD ST. PATRICK. ly 
A BAD TIME FOR THE REPTILES—PROFESSOR TYNDALL “ON TOAST.” ) bie i 


| See Cartoon Verses, p. 128. \ 4 
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THOSE CHARTHRS. 


3UT lately, dozing in our library, is 
We felt our wandering prophetic vision, 


Over the fence of Time, drop boldly down 





aa i. 


And lo! a curious change, showing scant sign 
Of all that wondrous progress touching which 
The thousand books of social prophecy 
Are elouuent, 

. Within our sight there lay 
A ¢ rowded clump of ] ttle Bt] ialid nuts 
All dominated by a mighty palace. 


All ragged and unkempt, bearing a pitcher 
Which he anon, proceeding to a cistern, 
Did fill, and feeling thirsty from our ride, 
We begved a drink of water 

\t the word 


Shook all his matted locks, and grimly muttere 
“Am Ia millionaire, to deal out water?” 


Can scarce be costly?” Then he stared again. 
“Good stranger,’ he remarked, “ for even such 
Ye surely are that know so little! Zooks! 
A cistern full of water! By my troth, 
A princely property! Why, noble stranger, 
This, my poor cistern doth contain but wine 
Australian wine with which to carry on 
The household duties, wash the floors, and boil 
Such few potatoes as we can procure.”’ 
“ And this great palace ?'’ queried we, 

And he 
Bowing the head in reverence and awe, 
Replied, “ Ab, now, ye will tind water there, 
For ‘tis the mansion of our lord and master— 
Shareholder in the Water Company.” 
Thereon we bade him sit, and tell us al! 
These curious things, and, garrulous, he procee 
“Sir, peradventure ye have heard concerning 





Well, sir, the system, working ever thus, 
Began to have its natural result 

In 1890, there, or thereabouts, 

But, from that year progressed, by leaps and b 
Till agriculture, commerce, the profess 


Taking the bit between its teeth, dash headiong 


In 1900 Anno 
Domini : 
We were not 

discon- 
certed ; 8e- 
cond sight 
So oft before 
had played 
us cognate 
pranks, 
And 80, in- 
spired by 
curiosity, 
We willingly 
descended 
from our 
steed 
And set about 
exploring 
) 900, 


And forth from out a hut there came a creature, 


Our tattered friend, staring round-eyed upon us, 


“|, 


“But zounds!” we cried ; ‘‘one cup from yonder cistern 


fed,— 


The charters 
oO! the 
Water 
Com panies 

Whereby 
from time 
to time a 
re-AssesB- 
ment 

\ ielded— 
without a 
jot of 
reason 
why— 

Vast un- 
earned in- 
CTease in 
their re- 
venue ? 


yunds, 





The throne, the church, the aristocracy 
Were slowly crushed beneath its influence, 
And all became the vassals of the mighty 
Shareholders of the Water Companies. 


Ye see my little cot——’”’ 
Then on a sudden 

Our friend broke off, and dropping on his knees, 
Thrice bumped his humble forehead on the road, 
W hat time came dashing by a stately coach, 
All decked with gold and flashing precious stones, 
And drawn by twenty horses. 

Then he rose, 
And simply said, “‘ The Company’s Collector,” 
And bent his head again in reverence, 
“Ye see my little cot’ It was assessed 
Last month at seven thousand pounds per annum ; 
Its little garden at five thousand more ; 
On this assessment starts my water rate 
At just about three hundred pounds a year, 
Which represents the smaller part of it. 
I use one tap, for which I have to pay 
An extra rate of thirty pounds per ann., 
And on the handle of the tap ten pounds ; 
And on each nut—of which the tap has two— 
Seven and sixpence. Then I am assessed 
Upon the annual sum I spend on clothes 
And food and washing—other fifty pounds, 
And I pay an extra rate upon 
The expectations from my maiden aunt, 
And on the feet and inches of my stature, 
And on the daily papers which [ read, 
And on the view, and on the air I breathe, 
And so forth, bringing up my water rate 
To thirteen hundred, seventy and three 
Good pounds perannum, But my income stands 
At some twelve hundred pounds below this sum 
And thus, by virtue of their mighty charter— 
They have annexed myself and family 
In vassalage, to which their charter adds 
The power of life and death.” 

And here he turned 
Exceeding pale, and murmured, “I perceive 
I must have vexed my Lord the Shareholder, 
For yonder comes the executioner 
With rope and all prepared. Farewell, sweet world ! 


9 





CAUTION AND PRECAUTION. 
Bobby.—* Now, I sha'n’t warn you again! We don’t want no 
gallopin’ here.” 
Binks.— Gallopin'! Couldn't yer see the ‘orse ran away with me?” 
Bobby.—* Well, if you wants to be run away with, w’y not take 
im to 'Ampstead—or somewheres where * couldn't do no damag 
Binks is not sure about t 
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COLLARS VERSUS EYES. 
A doctor at Breslau states that he has found numerous cases of defective vision caused by the wearing of tight collars 
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Rifle-de-riddle-ol-deray. 
‘uch damage has of late been done by careless rifle practice at Aldershot. (ne 
lian” has been dangerously wounded in thi: thigh.) 
THERE'S a fiery firing lot 
On the job at Aldershot, 
And their bullets fly around, all made of lead, lead, lead : 
And ’tis said that those who pass, 
Even far away, alas! 
Are likely to be punctured in the head, head, head ! 
A ‘‘ civilian” there one day, 
Though not seeming in the way, 
All at once was by these shootists put awry-ry-'ry : 
For this careless firing gang, 
With a brisk and blitheful bang, 
Put a pretty batch of bullets in his thigh, thigh, thigh ! 
Now, all this you'll own is wrong, 
And you'll say, in language strong, 
Such goings on are naught but Tommy rot, rot, rot! 
So, if you go that way, 
Mr. FUN, be careful pray, 
Or by them you may soon be (Alder) shot, shot, shot ! 
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Fine Arts. 

THE Royal Institute of Painters in Water Colours has a show of 
fight hundred works, some of a high order of merit, but mostly of 
What may be called fair average work of a competent kind. Among 
rhe most prominent figure pictures stand “ The Pickwick Club,” ‘ 
| ‘laudi " J, Scott; “B.C. 85, 


} 


$s 
Clau lla and her Ravens, Ji 





(‘ollins ; ‘ Mischief,” G. G, Kilburn; “ At Waterloo,” W. B. Wollen ; 
two very clever pictures ‘ At Home,” and “ Not at Home,” E. H. Cor- 
hould, and two little gems by E. J. Gregory. The best landscapes are 
by H. G. Hine, James Orrock, E. Whimpries, Claud Hayes, Keeley 
Halswelle, I. G. Cotman, and Harry Hine. There are some very 
clever marine pictures by EK. Hayes. 

REMBRANDT HEAD.—It is always a pleasure to visit Mr. lun- 
thorne’s Galleries in Vigo Street, where a stamp of refined taste per- 
vades everything and everywhere. Added to the usual display of 
choice etchings, there is a very interesting collection of small water 
colour drawings done at Winchester, Christchurch, Romney, and 
Bosham, by I’. G. Cotman, whose work is of the most accomplished 
kind. 


Not Singular. 
(The Olaimant. who lately put up for Stoke, said he knew little of politics, except 
that he “ would never give Ireland Home Rutle.’) 

THE Claimant, called Tichborne, he put up for Stoke, 

And erratic indeed were the speeches he spoke : 

He knew little, he said, of proud politics’ school, 

Except that he'd * never give Ireland Home Rule!" 

In this, though, the Claimant does not stand alone, 

For similar ignorance often is shown. 

Full many a Member's an ignorant mule, 

Yet boasts that he'd “ never give Ireland Home Rule.” 


WHEN THE MIDDLEMAN IS Haprpy.—When hes sweating from 
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BWORD -. BAYONET. 
HE was a nice, 
kind, ready-to- 
forzive-on-the- 
shortest - no - 
tice, bear-no- 
malice-to-any- 
man mounted 
policeman, and 
that sweep had 
been owing 
him one ever since Jubilee Day. It 
was the custom of the former, on fine 
days, to get up early in the morning 
and gallop on to Wandsworth Common 
fora little bit of sword exercise all to himselfi—switching and thrust- 
ing and cutting about at nothing just as grandly as if he were busily 
engaged “cleaving the Turk’s head” at a regular Royal Military 
Tournament. It was the habit of the latter, on days wet or fine, to 
rise from his bed long before the domestic black-beetle had done 
loungin’ round and fixin’ things smooth, and to walk in and out 
Wandsworth in search of likely looking chimneys—that is to say, 
chimneys that ought to have been swept six months ago, and were 
. now in rather a bad state of choky illumina- 
tion. 

Well, one bright morning the sweet tem- 
pered policeman, looking just as spruce and 
perky as anew-laidegy, mounted 
his beautiful milk-white rce« 
yee,and went prancing off t 
the field of an imaginary Social- 

listurbance. As he neared 












“a 





P a aie” 
the boruer of the common his vision became attracted by a blac! 
something in the distance, and it was not until he had ridden some 
fifty or sixty yards into the Wandsworth wilderness that he discovered 
this “ black something” to be the very identical sweep who owed him 
one. The Metropolitan warrior reined in his comely steed, and 
thought. “ Let me see.” observed the man with the tender heart to 
himself, as he fidgeted about in the saddle and pretended there was 
something wrong with one of the stirrups, “ Let me see—this is the 
man I offended on Jubilee Day by backing my trusty charger on to 
his favourite corn, and anon. 
with the material substance of 


{his same animal, obliterating 







) 


otive motive for the day's rejoicings. 
Now, I bear that man no i]]-will,—in- 
deed, I fain would have his friend- 


| aeiiiiee ship, in case of accidents. I will 
gallop up Ww tim and apologize.” And he galloped. 
“ Hullo!” cried the sweep, when he saw the mounted menial comi! 





full tilt in his direction, “ blowed if this ain’t the old hequestrian 
copper as sold me on Jubilee Day! Crikey! what a spree!” 
The good horseman rode unwittingly forth, and, as he came within 





hearing distance of the sooty one, he shouted, “ Here, young man, I’ve 
something to say to you!” 

3v this time they had met, and the sweep, little wotting what the 
other was after, had fixed his broom fair on the figure-head of the 
whole concern. The noble animal snorted and swerved, and as it did 
so the sweep brought his weapon pong down on its off-side buttock. 

“Things is beginning to look a bit black now,” mused the sweep, 
‘‘andif I don’t want six months’ hard and nubbly, I’d better be off!” 
and sooting the action to the word, he scooted away like a three-year- 
old with the bit between its 
teeth 

This did not satisfy the Chris- 
tian time-keeper: his self-im- 
posed mission remained un- 
fulfilled—it was his‘duty to 
apologize,and apologize he must. 





So he sped after the departing dusky 

soul, yelling all the while, “ Young 

man! young man! I want you!” 
* He'll have me, too, if he keeps a 

up that pace!” exclaimed the ==. 

sweep, breathlessly ; “T must step it ———— 

a bit sprucer, or turn round and have another go in!” 


Soon, unable to keep up the running, he turned round, and fixed 


‘himself for a good old fashioned tussle. 


Up came the horseman, and up went the broom, this time vosht 
into the penitent peeler’s left optic. “Qo! my eye!” began the 
sweep when he saw the mischief he had done. 

“Pardon me, my good friend,” 
interrupted the policeman, “ but 
I think it’s ‘Oo! my eye!’” Then 
he explained to the sweep the 
reason for which he had _ been 
pursuing him over the common, 
and all the sympathy he got for 
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his trouble is containe:| here : 
‘Well, why didn’t you send us a line to say you was comin’—you 
blooming old hass?” 
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A QUIET GAME AT SKITTLES; OR, THE SHARPER CHARPED. ‘ . 
t : 
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(1) He was a young man from the country. There could be no doubt cu the first Lwo games, (9) Or, again, for him to say, “ Dang his bootun 
’ : . - ; “6 ] ’ ] a} . t > » har shane , P 
ut that, or he wouldn’t be gaping about ‘‘ Lunnon” in this manner. if he wouldn't dooble the stakes, and just step to the bar for change for a 
(2) So nothing could be more natural than for Mr. Skittleton Sharp to ask ‘‘ fiver,” although a strange, weird smile played around his face as he di: 
him to take a drink with bim, (3) And to introduce him to his friend So. (6) But perhaps it was mean for him to step out at the back door 
Mr. Cropley Quodder, and invite him to a friendly game of skittles. (4) hail a passing cab, and “step it” altogether, (7) And leave his nev 
Nor for them to stand him unlimited drinks, and let him win five shillings friends, who had been so kind to him, minus the five shillings, lamenting. 
Secrets of Success Advertisements long, puffing leaders to bias ; , 
. a ’ = A first balance sheet that might shame Ananias ; 
No. I.—How To FLOAT A COMPANY. A burst, then a call and the devil to pay ; 
A SNUG little syndicate, secret and strong ; A few jobbers settled on next settling day ; 
A tumble-down property, bought for a song ; | A race first petition to wind up to file ; 
A fraudulent sale to a dummy trustee, A promoter to Texas en route with a pile; 
With margin of “ bunce” for each syndicatee ; Some pauperized widows, some orphans who all 


tegret that they ever were born—with a “call”; 
Small creditors’ dividend—final and first ; 

A big bill of costs. The farce is rehearsed. 

No police court proceedings—the greater the pity. 
hard to succeed in the City. 


A solicitor, sharp asa terrier pup 

On the scent of a rat for a fat winding up ; 
Memorandum and articles drafted with care ; 
Eight puppet subscribers, each holding one share ; 
A glowing prospectus, a bogus allotment, | For rogues, it’s not 
A sub rosa contract (for registry not meant) ; eee eee 

A penniless peer as a prize guinea pig ; 

Smart “stags” and bold “bulls” the share market to rig; “eye 

A big fancy premium bolstered about flies a flag of distress, and if so whether the “ Union Jack” is the 
Till : + favourite bunting displayed. 
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Mrs. PODMORE wants to know whether a workhouse generally 
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OF COURSE SHE MEANT TO BE COMPLIMENTARY. 
Sir Brutus Baldwin, Lart—“WeE BALDWINS, MY DEAR LADY PRIMROSE, HAVE BEEN TORIES FROM 


THE TIME THE TITLE WAS 


Lady Primrose (whose ideas have, somehow, become a little mixed ).—“ OH, YES—NATURALLY |—ANYONE CAN SEE AT A GLANCE THAT 
THERE IK NO SIGN OF A WIG—(OF COURSE SHE MEANT ‘WHIG’) ABOUT YOU, SIR BRUTUS.” 








The Grand Old St. Patrick. 
(Ske CARTOON.) 
THERE's a highly respectable story, 
That is known both to Whig and to Tory, 
Of the Saint who was honour’d with glory 
By Erin for services done ; 
For when reptiles were plaguing her sadly, 
He stepped forth as her champion gladly, 


That they'd very soon all cut and run, 


Clean away from the Emerald Isle, 
Wiped from the annals of her zoology, 


That fled from St. Patrick’s fist ; 
His Irish friends need make no apology, 


Follows his forerunner’s ways somehow 
In giving their foes a twist. 





And pounced down on her torments so badly 


Vanish'd the forms of those “ varmints” vile 


And the modern St. Pat, for whose worship now 





This drink that we sell to some 
Does not from the sugar-cane come ; 
We adulterators 
Distill it from “ taters "— 
In fact, ’tis Potato-Rum, 
Old chum ! 
A Kidney-cum-Regent. Rum ! 


Sir John Lubbock lately did ask 
Old Goschen to take us to task ; 
But that, G. attested, 
With purchasers rested, 
So still in our fraud we bask. 
St. Lubbock looked awfully glum, 
But we put up finger and thumb 
To our artful proboscis, 
And keep up the process 
Of making Potato-Rum. 
Try some 
Of our Kidney-cum-Regent Rum ! 


And if you're inclined to be doubting 

His prowess in aught but in spouting, 

Or suppose that to say he’s been routing 
The reptiles is vain as a boast, 

Just look how he diddled old Tyndall, 

Whose wrath did consumedly kindle, 

Though his arguments seem’d all a swindle— 
Why, he’s got the Professor on toast. 





“Rum” Rum. 

[Attentior in the House of Commons to 
the fact that potato spirit was being introduced from 
the Continent—and was flavoured and sold as rnm.) 

A SPIRIT distilled from the “ spud ” 
(Which some tried to nip in the bud— 
Excuse the metaphor 
Which you we set afore !)| 
Now as Rum do we eell, oh, lud! 
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HUDSON'S 
SOAP. 


REDUCES rue HOURS 
OF LABOUR, 
A Pure Dry Soap in 
Fine Powder. 


Lathers Free ly. 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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meme: =o AND PUFFS. 


‘ —( Morning). — Beshrew me, 
by your leave, a blank 
verse play ! 

And as plays go, at least, at matinées— 

By no means utterly contemptible. 

Still, not a good play,and yet so far good, 

That he who doeth thus much dece sntly 

May hope to compass better things anon. 

The Fav’ rite of the King, for so ‘tis 


//, called 
/) Lacks force, cohesion, and dramatic 
point, 
. | Its characters are prolix in their talk 
Wife And moved by motives inexplicable ; 
And, as the tale goes on, you feel the 
world 


Is all too full of odd outlandish phrase, 
As“ by our Lady!” “Good, my lord,” 
“Goto!” 
“T cry you quits be 
“ Wench " ad lib, 
And for a dri ms 
i y ~~ / dubbed historica 
( el ‘Tis unhistorical 
t pe deed. And yet 


and “ eel and 





in- 


1% The verse is smoothly 
Tik OCoMeEDY.—MI8s DI writ, and Mistress 
i Ne } HKK FAITULE Dene 


A charming actress, 
though monotonous, 
Supported by a goodly company— 

Of which Miss Moodie, Mr. Cautley, and 

Miss Kose and Mistress Carson, were the chicf-~ 

So played the piece that boredom held aloof, 
Nor should it be forgotten, Mr. Koe 

Made up and acted Dr. Lambe with much 
Sugyestive insight and sardonic poi nt. 

Go to, young gentlemen, ye yet may writ 

A af ‘to make us all sit up ag this 

Is not that play, dear oad . 0, fare you wel 





l! Tor GComepy.—A 
CAUTLEY FIGURK. 


, he Ti — Bill is a very funny 
Dis: 4 Pe ENE. siece, but I’ve seen many a 
stomde ‘'r. I've not often seena 
more th oroughly well acted one, 
though, and therein lies the secret of 
its popularity and success, methinks, The 
combination of outraveous fun, and extreme 
delicacy of art, which characterises Miss Fanny 
Y Brough’s performance, is a delightful marvel. 
However extravagant the situation she is so real 
about everything; but all the playing is good. The 
play avounds 


in small 
\ parte, but 


thev are 


tA all well 


rs ZB, Y pias ead, 

< , “/ M iss Ken- 

] ward's 

- pi rited 

7” and comi- 

ru calappre . 

ciation of 
THEAY\i K—KAN- the Kan- 
UAHK-i MoU it, varoo 
dance 
episode, Mr. Benjamin Web- 
ster’s ‘fillingin” of the 
shadowy “ masher,” Miss 
Marie Linden’s deliciously 
knowing “ slavey,” Mr. 
Capel’s first rate impersona- 
tion of the jealous and fiery 

p lice inspector, Mias Robins’ I 
bewildered wife, and Miss 
Carlotta Leclereq’s dear old 

ma-in-law, each ar id all Tur AvENvE—Tre SuccEsson StccEEDS 

ntribute that valuabl 
quality of “keeping the game alis most effectually, and there 
is, literally, not a dull moment in the piece. Mr. Chevalier gives 











into the spirit of the thing as though blank verse, and the wrongful 
accusation and persecution of melodrama, were not. The play has 
been very expertly 
adapted, by the 
way. 





A NEW come- 
dietta, called Wiss 
Cinderella, now 
opens the pro- 
gramme. It is a 
rather comically 
crude piece, excel- 
lently acted, parti- 
cularly by Mr. 
Nutcombe Gould 
(with the most effective character, however), 
whom I do not advise to execute every night 
that rather dangerous somersault he gave us 
at the first performance—he’ll let his 
Nutcombe down once too often if he 
does | 





Nops AND WINKS,.—The Meister- 
x) singers gave a full dress performance 

\\ eA of Zhe Pirates of Penzance on 

' their own particular club stage on the , 





pd 


| 
Hy -H\ i 13th, 14th and 15th, under the direc- ‘ 
\A tion of Mr. Norfolk Megone.— & 
ff st Last Saturday, New Lamps . for ez 
i l was pre ceded by Fur Her 
A Olt | y A 
Child’s Suk’, by the late Sir a x - % 


THE AveNuk. — Miss’ Charles L. Young. Mr. Brick- jim) 
PUNNY BROUGA. well tells me that New Lamps 
is so successful that Mr. Terry 
will go on a provincial tour when he returns, so as not 
to disturb the run. I understood that Miss Grahame 
had taken the theatre for eight months, anyway.— 
‘There is not the least foundation,” says a communi- 
cation which I have received, “for the report that the 
Acting Managers’ Club intends boycotting the weekly 
press on first nights. The A. M. C. does not in anyway 
partake of the nature of an asso- 
ciation or a union,” or (they 
might add) an asylum for GY 
idiots.— The scenery of 













- 
Mr. Arthur Law's new (+) 1& 
play, Dick Venable &, at = D 
the Shaftesbury, pro- | |), IZ 
mises to be unusually [iif | yr % 
interesting. It con- | | | 
cerns itself mainly with 1] 

the famous Dartmoor | 


and neighbourhood, and 
one of the effects will be ||} 





a realization of one of 
those wild and dreadful 
rain-storms which are a TOE AVENUE.—THE SHOT AND THE LOCKER. 
staple commodity of the 

district. Umbrellas, waterproofs and goloshes on hire of the atten 
dants.—Mr. Wilson Barrett is doing great deeds in America. His 
performance of Claudian, I see by 


Sty \, one account, “caught the audience | 
¥ - the throat at St. Louis.” It must 
a have beena remarkable sight.—*s . 
("2 * the fasting man,is at present going 
. } through a forty days’ performance of 
y } eating nothing 


. at the Royal 
be 0 43 / : 
. Aquarium. He 
THE AVENUE,—INCI-DENTAL, Commenced on 
the 17th inst. 
—Mr. Augustus Harris has issued the prospec- 
tus, of the Carl liosa Opera Season at Drury 
Lane, The company appears to contain all / 
the best English talent, and the general 4 7 
arrangements are elaborate and attractive. 
— Domestic Economy, or rather the Burnand 
and Solomon version of it, will be produc{ TUE OPERA CoMig' 


1 ‘ . Thy TIOLE BLOS- 
at the { mie ly at ‘ ist r \ ce ~ ‘ TUE VI 
omedy, at Easter, Mi mode yn y; soma BOBTH OxCM 





Miss Yorke, and Miss Mary Glove and Me SSTS, MORE. 

Solomon, Dagnall and Lueyv will be the ex- 

ponents,—Something about Zhe Tomboy next week. If it doesn't gO 
Clarissa, soon, it ought to. 
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TOTTIE: 


A SHILLING SHOCKLET. 
By a Lady of Title. 





CHAPTER VI. (continued), 


A TERRIBLE NIGHT, 


“WILLIAM THE CONQUEROR!” I ejaculated, scornfully ; “a nice 
young man he was for a small tea party, with his curfew bells, and 
: his red hair, and 
his chopping off 
his six wives’ 
heads. If that 
is the only proof 
you can advance 
to support the 
statement that 
you are a respect- 
able apparition, 
I am afraid your 
testimonials are 
hardly of a satis- 
factory nature.” 

‘* Pardon me,” 
he _ interrupted, 
deferentially, 
“though you may 
be morally 
correct, I am 
afraid that his- 
torically you are 
somewhat i 

“Oh _ bother! 
I’ve no patience 
with such a sub- 
ject. No doubt 
you've been 
rather an ante- 
diluvian old rake 
in your time!” 

” A spectral 
smile stole over his features, and he indulged in a ghostly wink : but 
seeming suddenly to recollect that he ought to be above that kind of 
thing, he again assumed his sombre countenance, and gave utterance 
to a prolonged and dismal groan. 

“If that is intended as a personal tribute to my charms,” I observed, 
‘or to be merely considered as an act of politeness, you can save 
yourself the trouble of continuing the series. I cannot say that I 
have any particular fancy for howls or groans myself ; it’s doubtless 
an acquired taste. Perhaps you will kindly explain the motive of 
your visit. I’m afraid you’ll take cold if youstay here much longer ; 
it is really a most inclement night.” 

He gazed at me vacantly for a moment, and muttered, slowly, “So 
young, so fair, so knowing; yet she must follow the rest”; and, 
despite my warning, he indulged in another groan of such a terrific 
nature, that, losing all patience in waiting for its termination, I 
leaned over, picked up one of my shoes from the bed-side, and, grasp- 
ing 4 firmly, flung it, with all the force I could muster, straight at his 
nead, 

_ Right through him it went, striking the panel behind with a dull, 
hollow sound. 

. My purpose, however, was answered, for, as the shoe fell, he stopped 
Short in the midst of his groan,and said, in an apologetic manner, 
“ You were about to observe, I think . 

What could I do or say? Here was a something—a shadowy, 
unsubstantial, transparent thing, who persisted in devoting its 
unnatural existence to a study of the art of subdued howling, and on 
whom even boots had no effect. I therefore gazed stupidly at him, 
and mumbled something about “explaining to what I owed the 
honour of this visit.” 
rm Yes, yes. And yet, why should I warn you against the impend- 

“ Cock-a-doodle-d-o-o-o-o !” rang out clear and shrill from beneath 
the window. 

“ Excuse me,” he said, hurriedly, with an evident faltering in his 
manner; “J have rather an important appointment ; some other 
‘ume, when passing, I'll drop in” ; and he was gone. 

Yes! .vanished — disappeared — melted away, without sound or 
token | 
PR I confusedly endeavoured to collect my scattered thoughts, 

Ce more the dim light shone, and he was again standing there. 
te It’s really too bad of that gentleman hen,” he began, grumblingly, 
“O18 1s the third time. during the last six months, that he has played 














me the same trick. It wants, at least,a quarter of an hour to day- 
break.” 

“ But,” I murmured, helplessly, “you don't mean to say you've 
come back again ?”’ 

“ Listen,” was the solemn reply ; “I have not the time at present, 
even had I the will, to warn you of the deadly peril that menaces 
your mortal existence. For a month you are safe. As the clock 
strikes twelve on this same night a month hence, meet me at the 
grave marked ‘ seven,’ that lies beneath the cypress tree, three hundred 
paces from your window. I will then explain all. Inthe meantime, 
rest. Farewell!” 

This time he had really gone ; for although I continued to sit up in 
an attitude of expectancy, all remained dark and silent; until, as 
day began to break, I fell into a deep though troubled slumber ; 
dreaming that the Family Apparition demanded my hand in marriage, 
and that dad offered to give his consent, provided he—the F. A.— 
would become his security for a loan of twenty pounds, 

(To be continued.) 





Too Well Done. 

A PpRropos to Mr. J. W. Palmer, the stamp expert, of 281 Strand, 

a contemporary says : “It is very disheartening to hear that in spite 

of all Mr. Palmer's exertions to put down forgery in postage stamps, 

this nefarious business still continues to flourish.” He has recently 

obtained some “black impressions’’ of valuable foreign stamps 

which are, according to his opinion, better done than ever, and con- 

sequently ‘‘ more difficult to detect.” Under the circumstances, this 
looks as if it is the public who will be “ better done than ever.” 


WHAT country is that which a fastidious person would desire to 
avoid at all times ?—Messy-potamia. 
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HE INQUIRED TOO CURIOUSLY. 
Mr. Nestlington (who “can't bear not to know”).—“ You never 
notice the Jolliflowers when you meet, I observe. Why?” 
Mrs. Nestlington.—“ Ah! I don’t think I ever told you; she took a 
mean advantage of my being out of town to get engaged to Mr, 











Jollifilower.”’ 
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Pater.“ AH! THEY'LL SOON BE HERE; THAT'S LORDS’ STEAMER.” 






“SWEET GIRL GRADUATES.” 




















Miss Prettypert.—“ AND HAVEN’T THE LADIES GOT ONE?” 


Miss Jollidogue-—* THE MEN KEEP EVERYTHING THEY CAN TO THEMSELVES; DON’T THEY, DEAR? THEY WON'T LET THE GIRTON 


AND NEWNHAM GIRLS Kow,” 
GIRLS CAN DO THAT.” 


Pater.—‘OH! BUT THEY LET THEM WRANGLE!” 


His daughter and niece (ensemble).— OH! ALL. 








A BOAT RACE LAUNOH. 


THERE was Jones, there was Smith, there was Robinson. They 
were clerks in the City. Careful young men. If Jones had a 
penn'orth of violets in the morning, he didn't take a tram. If Smith 
had a cigarette, he went without his /'un. If Robinson had an 
automatic nosegay splash on his pockeyhanker, he wouldn’t have a 
box of vestas on any account, 

The bosom friends had met at Jones’ lodgings. The whisky bottle 
was on the table. The smoke of the bird'seye was wreathing the red 
rep curtains. The landlady had only come up twice to say that if 
there was any more fencing with fireirons, one respectable house 
would find its lodgers turned out into the road and their luggage 
dropped out of the first floor windows on to their heads to keep them 
there. But peace now reigned. 

“We must go,” said Smith, ‘‘to the boat race. We can al! get a 
day off from our guv'nors,” 

“ Let us go down on the "bus," said Jones; “it’s cheap,and you see 
such a lot of character on the road.” ; 

“I don't care about being chaffed by costers,” ssid Robinson,“ and be- 
ing asked to come down and have a couple of rounds on the pavement.” 

“Supposing,” said Smith, “ we do an electric launch between us. 
I know a man who would let us have it for a fiver.” 

“We'll clo it,” said they all, “and we'll have a high old time after- 
wards.” 

Bright was the day and soft the breeze as they started from 
sullocksboy'’s boathouse, Wandsworth. The bottled beer nestled 
calmly in the basket, the sandwiches were hammiest of the hammy. 
The Civil Service Stores cham] 


‘ 1A DpArnhe might have been (onliv it wasn t) 
; d 


coats and blue ties. As they electroed up the river, the soft voiced 
bargemen cried, ‘What cheer, pirates?” now and again throwing 
bits of coal at them, or anything else handy. 

“T say, ain't we a-going a little slow?” said Jones. 

“ We'd better grease the shaft,” said Smith. 

And they applied, there and then, an ounce or two of the 
superiorest Dorset, which they had aboard with them. ' 

The shaft ceased torevolve. There was no steerage way on the launch. 

Gracefully the craft turned round and round in the river. Now 
it went stern wise into the gunwale of a family boat—filled wit) 
beauty and Jobster salads, and what not. 

A breakfast roll caught Jones in the eye. 

Then they drifted on to a mild canoer, and he did one of the best 
turn overs into the water on record. ; 

The canoer’s friends, in a big wherry, hurled an oily sardine tin at 
Robinson, and Ais covert coat was made at once a hollow mockery. 

Then they drifted against a Conservancy boat : and then they we:© 
taken in hand. 

‘What's the meaning of this tomfoolery?” said the conservator. 

“Tt ain't no fault of ours,” said Jones. 

“ Why, who’s been greasing this new shaft?” cried the official. — 

“T only,” said Smith; “ put a bit of butter on the shaft to make it 
go easier, only it’s stopped altogether.” 

“You double-distilled, half-eyed, quarter-headed young lunatic ; 
don't you know that fat’s a non-conductor, and that you've 5[* Lt 
your show ; any school board lad can read that in a penny book. 

They were towed conveniently away, out of all sight of the race. 
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There is a time of year when astrange, weird change comes over the average 
city clerk. During the bulk of the twelve months he is of a robust creature ; 
he has to be czrefully looked after by his mother to preserve his vitality. 











But,a few weeks befcre the Boat Race, he is seen to (after studying a little He is noticed to carry dumb-bells about him, to wear a suit of strange, rough 
paragraph in the daily paper) expand his chest to its full proportions, and gaze dotty material, which gives an impression of increased bulk, and to have 
critically in the glass. exchanged his customary creep for a reckless swagger. 
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id, a week or two later, if you look inupon that young man, 


will find bim back in his normal state—a wizened bli; bt; 
i'd never guess he had ever been an athict« at all. 
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Hy . 
A FEMININE FOIBLE. 
HTe.— When will you be finished reading that letter?” 


She.—“ Oh! I'm not nearly done, I’ve only just begun the postscrip*. 


rr 


The “Minutes” of the House, 
(A FORECAST.) 

(Mr. Sydney Buxton intends asking the Leader of the House of Commons to 
renew a previous appeal to members to be more brief in their speeches.— Vide f ress. | 
(¢LOOMY in bis sanctum sate the eloquent M.P., 

And ululated, gemitated, fulminated he. 
Hoarsely swore he, coarsely tore he hairy handfuls from his crown : 
Sadly sighed he, madly tried he in champagne his grief to drown. 
“ For never, since Cicero flourished,” said be, 
“ Has the orator lived who could emulate ME! 
I can keep, with my wildly magniloquent powers, 
An audience in raptures for hours upon hours. 
Whene’er through St. Stephen's my pwans resound, 
With a spell as of witchcraft its members are bound. 
But now”—and again he indignantly swore— 
“Lo! the days of my pride and my prowess are o'er. 
Nevermore shall I hold Whig and Tory in thrall 
With the soft tones that win, and the loud that appal ; 
Nevermore thunder forth the sublime objurgation ; 
I'm doomed to a speech of ten minutes’ duration |” 


Swiftly out of London rode the patriot M.P., 
Northward faring, sourly swearing most despairinglee ! 
Only lately strove he greatly to amend his country's laws ; 
Now declares he nothing cares he for the erewhile worshipped cause. 
“To my home in the north,” he exclaimed, “I will hie, 
And I'll there in seclusion live, languish and die. 
For | know that my country is just on the brink 
Of fell ruin,” he murmured ; “ but how do they think 
I can guide her away from the yawning abyss,— 
Yea, or how, in a garrulous era like this, 
Agitate and requicken a moribund nation,— 
If tied to a speech of ten minutes’ duration ?” 


To the House of Commons went the taciturn M P. ; 
Members seldom there beheld him, nathless, there was he! 
“ Snakes and thunder! whata wonder! what has brought you here?” 
they cried. 
Winking wily, blinking slily, thus the sapient man replied : 
“I should oft have been with you before, had I not 
Been aware of a dreadful bad habit you've got, 
Of haranguing and clanging to long at a time, 
That it's come to be looked on as almost a crime 
For a member to rise without bluster or bounce, 
And his views with commendable briefness pronounce. 
Wherefore, being more gifted with thought than with gas, 
I was sure my short speeches would brand me an ass. 
"Till you legi 
Whic! 


passed that cAes-d wutre of tine lk vislation 








New Leaves. 


| Iw Seribner’s we are glad to see the deft hand of 
| Mr. Herbert Railton among the numerous clever 
| illustrations, There are many charming things in 
the number.—lIn the Lesure Hour will be found an 
| accurate representation of the Marinoxi Rotary Press 
for illustrated work, which is creating seome senea- 
| tion in the printing world.—The Sunday at Home, 
The Boy's Own Paper, The Girl’s Own Paper, and 
Friendly Greetings are well embellished with ar- 
tistic work.—The complete story in Lippinc:t’s is 
“Two Soldiers,” by Captain Charles King. —In 
Lonaqman’s look out for ** A Lay of London Town,” 
by Emily H. Hickey, which is full of fine feeling.— 
ile The Serial Story in Household Words is“ For Value 
Received,” just what the readers of that journal 
always get.— We//fare secms to be a new venture. Its 
proprietors will be quite capable of looking after their 
own “ welfare” but we may hope that it will fare well. 

“Mont Orgueil Castle,” by J. E. Corbiére (Biggs 
and Debenham). This is a capital book for boys, 
full of incident and adventure. It isa tale of Jersey 
during the Wars of the Roses, and a well told tale, 
too, as readers will find when they reach the tail 
end of it—“The Year Book of Photography”’ 
(Piper and Carter). The results of photographic 
experimenting during the past year, and almost 
/ everything else worth knowing pertaining to the 
camera will be found reflected here both positive 
and negative, and much that may help amateurs to 
develop into experts, if not professionals.—‘ Seven 
Song Stories,” by Clifton Bingham (Eglington and 
Co.). The stories are rather doleful, but do!ed out 
with a somewhat sweet strain of sympathy running 
through them. 

The prevalent epidemicof puzzles has brought forth 
from Guiterman and Co.a spider-web, one of someingenuity. A little 
patient perseverance, however, soon enables one to become “ fly ” ut it. 


THE CopyING PreEess.—The Scissors and Paste Journals. 
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SHARPS AND FLATS. 
The Pastehoard Merchant.—“ Yere y’are, sir ; try agin, a suvering 
toa half canter yer don't pick out the Jack.” 
Deluded One.—*“ Thanks, I’m cleaned out; but I've no doubt waere 
Ww. 
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ON “QUALITY’ IN ART. 


eat = = | 
TRAT COLLIS 


— Sa 


(E) 

(1.) THERE was a beginner who painted a picture for a high art ex- 
hibition and it didn’t stand the least chance of getting in, as it was exactly 
like what it was meant for. There was no “‘ Quality” about it. Anyone 
could tell what it was at a glance. (2.) But he gave it to the trusty 
carrier to take it to the railway station and begged him to cherish it with 
care, as the paint was wet, and the carrier swore a great oath on a pint = 
hat he would guard it like the apple of his eye. (3.) So he sat with his 
boots on it during his usual slumber. (4.) And when he got to the 





Ve 








station he confided it to Tom, the porter, with great care. (5.) Who 
gave it in charge to Joe, the engine driver, who could make nothing of it. 
(6.) And so handed it to Bill, the coalheaver, who found it useful as a coal- 
scoop. (7.) And when it got to the exhibition, the Hanging Committee 
said, ‘‘ Come, we rather like this! Plenty of ‘Quality’ in it. Some ‘go,’ 
too. A very happy impression.” And they would have hung it on the “ line” 
if they hadn't caught sight of the painter’s name in the corner. ‘‘Can’t 
recollect him,” said they, ‘‘an outsider, no doubt.” So they kicked it out. 








Peers and Pubs. Well, we've been true to such as you, 
My bold and brave Lord T., 
Tories and peers have had for years 


[At Cardiff, lately, Lcrd Tredegar enlarged on the 
affinities between the peer and the publican, and his 


eke ped hoped that, in spite of all attacks, they would Support from such as we. 
; nd or fall together. ] In Jingo days we helped to raise 
10, brother bungs, unloose your tongues Some votes, eh? One or two! 


In what’s-his-names of praise ; 


Our spirits comes to raise. 

Lord Tredegar, a brick you are, 
L. V.s with pride to view ; 

For each public print declares you hint 
That peers will pull us through. 





So, it ain’t too much, that Tories and such 
And “chuck” all fear, since this ere peer Should say they'll help us through, 


The Trade e’er gives Conservatives 
Its patronage, you see. 

The Tory creed were “ bust,” indeed, 

|-  Witkout the bold L.V. 





So own you must, ’tis only just 
(Whenever things look blue, 
Through Libs. and Rads., with wicked 
fads,) 
That peers should help us through. 


THE Russian atrocities in Siberia are stir- 
ring up the bowels of civilization. Here's a 
chance for the active and intelligent Emperor 
of Germany. The Czar might listen to reason 
and the voice of humanity, if Prussia were 
only brought to Bear. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpITor or “Fux.” 


Siz,—As one walks about the streets, the little boys and girls one 
meets—and many older persons, too—go decked with little bits of 
blue; the drapers’ shops attract our eyes, with shirts and stockings, 
scarves and ties (and other undergarments, too) precisely similar in 
hue; blue ribbons deck the bending tips of omnibus and cabmen'’s 
whips ; the hawkers everywhere dispose of little light and dark blue 
bows, and folks desiring to amuse declare that they are “ in the blews. 
This doesn’t so much indicate that people once inebriate, a sober future 
swear to pass, by taking of the pledge en masse, as that—denial were 
in vain—the Boat Race day has come again. But ere I touch upon 
that theme, I will recount to you a dream I had last night, you dear 
old chap, about 








THE LINCOLN HANDICAP. 

It’s not very much that the prophet will touch 
(Other drinkers his efforts quite cap), 

So I keep a clear head—but I never go to bed 
Without my particular “nightcap,” 

Now, I may be wrong, but I think extra strong 
Was the one I imbibed last evening, 

For I fell straightway (as Chaucer would say) 
Right into the following “swev'nynge.” 


I imagined Sweetbriar growing higher and higher, 
Till to eee it “* cut down” I expected ; 

And I thought Asperse was driving a hearse, 
To bury the hopes of The Rejected, 

Royal Star turning pale over Danby Dale, 
To Socrates’ indignation, 

And this, it would seem, was the whole of my dream, 
And I don't know the explanation. 


The Boat Race day I tee they fix, for Wednesday the 26, and as 
it’s in the afternoon, and, as I feel in decent toon, and, if the 
weather's pretty fair, the dear old prophet will be there. Ah, sir, I 
think of those old days, when poverty o'er all my ways held sway and 
sovereignty and sport, and #poilt my clothes and kept meshort. How, 
thin and meagre as a lath I walked me to the towing path, and with 
the raflish, coarse and loud, just took my chances with the crowd. 
How, tired and dusty, boots all burst, the victim of a raging thirst, 
with nothing on me but a bunch of useless keys, I'd cadge a lunch. 
How haughty beauty, driving by, regarded me with scornful eye: 
how, when J, urged by hunger drear, a luncheon party ventured 
near, no welcome made my heart rejoice, but, with a scarcely lowered 
voice they told their pampered flunkey loons to “ keep their eyes upon 
the spoons!" Ah, beastly days, for ever fled! I much prefer these 
times instead. Now, carriage, lunch and clothing fine, and drinks 
and silver spoons are mine, and, lapped in ease I do the miles while 
beauty struggles for my smiles, and, should some hungry tipster dare 
to cast his eye upon the fare, I'll call those guardians of the peace, 
the Metropolitan police, and if he don't absquatulate, he’s there and 
then incarcerate. . . . Bat, pause we here awhile, old pal, and 
speak of 

THE GRAND NATIONAL, 
Let fortune smile, or fortune frown 
On Mr, Jones, or Mr, Brown, 
Bellona's pretty sure to go some lower in the bets ; 
And, if you'll take the tip from me, 
Gamecock a better horse will be 
To land you something nice wherewith to help you pay your debte, 














Voluptuary has no claims, 
And Hettie is the least of dames ; 
But Ilex is a horse for which some kudes [lex-pect; 
Yet, on the whole, I’m plumping for 
The sterling stayer Emperor ; ’ 
Though Fétiche may be dangerous—some “ darkness” I detect. 
sut be that howsoe’er it may (returning now to “ Boat Race day”), 
no doubt you'd like to hear my views upon the merits of the crews. 
Well, Cambridge have a style that’s smart, and oer the wavelets 
gaily dart, the while the Oxford work their oars in manner worthy 
of apploars; and there is little, p’r’aps, to choose twixt light blue- 
jackets and dark blues. Still one of them has got to win, and when 
they come to do the spin it’s Oxford, I’ve no doubt, will take (to 
speak in metaphor) the cake. So fare you well, twas ever thus, 
Yours evermore, TROPHONIUS. 


— 
— 


Picture Shows. 

Tue French Gallery, Pall Mall —There is always a superior stamp 
about the works collected by Mr. Wallis. This year perhaps the most 
attractive picture will be “The Two Families” (Munkacsy) ; although 
of a totally different quality, the works of Max Liebermann must be 
held to be of a much higher order. A very sweet picture is ‘‘ Orphans ” 
(W. Firle). There are fine examples‘of Fritz Von Uhde, Heilbuth and 
Heffner. a 

At McLean's Gallery there is a mixture of French and British 
work. “Fair Critics” (G. E. Hicks) will command attention, so will 
Orchardson’s “ Music.” ‘ Gleaners” (1 Hermitte) is a grand work. 
There are good examples in landscape by Wimperis, Orrock, E. 
Warren, W. A. Ingram, and a “squally” seascape by Edwin Ellis. 

At Dowdeswell’s, New Bond Street, there is a very important col- 
lection of pictures by distinguished French artists, including impor- 
tint works by Corot, Hervier and Daubigny. Perhaps the two “ Lion” 
pictures by Swan (the painter of ‘‘ The Prodigal Son”) are amongst 
the things to be remembered. 











W £ trust there is no reliance to be placed upon the terms of the 
“ Garrick” advertisement—“ MR. JOHN HAREin A Pair «f Spectacles” 
—we hope he is in something else as well, or we sha’n’t go, we don’t 
think it would be decent. 








A “DROP” TOO MUCH. 
Masher “ Pro.”—*“ And, I assure you, when I came to the pathetic 
part you might have heard a pin drop.” 
Cynical Friend.—“ What pin? A RoLumnGc Pix?” 
| But he didn't pin his faith to this eriticiem. 
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Pillers of the State. 


(It is computed that the daily 
consumption of pills in England 
is about 5,643,961 per day.) 


WHAT a large amount of 


pills 
Do we swallow for our 





i 
(Real or fancied) in each 
town or little village 
Quite an “ Atheneum” 
we 
In our “pilling” now 
must be— 
Why, the pill-ory we deserve 
for all this Pill-age. 





THE STRIKER TO BE 
ENVIED.—The man who 
struck oil. 





Azure as You're 
There. 


THE bluebells are sweet 
pretty flow’rs, as we 
know, 

Delightful, although 
they’re so small— 

3ut the Jadies who witness 
the ’Varsities row, 

Are the sweetest “ Blue ”’- 
































belles of them all. 





THE ROUND OF THE 


PAPERS.—The Globe. Commissioners.” 








THE PARNELL COMMISSION. 


Pat.—‘ Now, boys! There's a Saxon Parlymint for yeez! Thanks the Commissioners for their imparshallity ! 
Begorra! ’*twould have been a diffzrent koind of ‘imparshallity’ if't had been three Oirsshmen was the 





———— 





THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


THE week opened with Naval Manceuvresin the Commons. All 
the sea dogs on their sea legs, on the estimates. Gourley, who knows 
something about ships, called attention to the misleading naval 
statistics placed before the country by Departmental Committees. 
This has been done before : some day, perhaps, our friend, the enemy, 
will emphasize the warnings; and then John Bull will growl and 
shell out as usual, and, as usual, nobody will be hanged. What a 
tribute to our nineteenth century civilization the necessity for an 
Infant Life Protection Bill ; but Home Secretary Matthews’ measure 


RANDOLPH, THE GREAT VARIETY ARTISTE, 
In Tore 


Characters, 
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THE PARNELLITE. THE APOSTLE OF COLD WATER. 





THE TURFITE. 
not efficacious. Still it is time we did something to crush out one 
class of farmer—the modern baby farmer. 

Reckless Randy is getting it hot; Baumann has gone down post 
haste from Peckham to Paddington ; and the Conservative associauion 
has resolved that evil manners corrupt good associations, and that 
Paddington Green objects to it’s Member “ wearing of the green.’ 
Meantime Labby at “Brum.” has been as bitter against the 
Chamberlain as Hamlet was. | : 

When on the second reading of the London Council Bill Mr. 
Baumann, the bantam Tory of Peckham, used some language more 
vehtting the ’Arries of the Rye than the Commoners. 5ir John 


4 











Lubbock, having cut the bantam’s comb, next moved the Strand 
Improvement Bill. There was much discussion as to whom the 
“betterment clause” was meant to better. 

Mr. Bradlaugh on Tuesday inquired if the Speaker had any 
objection to lady reporters in the gallery. The fair sex seem de- 
termined to get in the House somehow. Speaker thought their 
admission might lead to consequences difficult to foresee. 

Some indignant Tories are dubbing Randy double-faced. 
artist has depicted three phases of the Paddington Proteus, 

On Wednesday Sir Albert Rollit introduced his Bankruptcy Bill, 
designed to make whitewashing less easy for blacklegs. 

So Bismarck, like Wolseley, puts no longer his faith in his prince, 
and the Kaiser exclaims, “Now I’m Bizzy.” Labby starts the 
“mending or ending” of the Lords, 


Our 








A Crime Not To Be Winked At. 


[At the Falcarragh Sessions recently an evicted tenant was sentenced to three 
months’ imprisonment for intimidating certain persons unknown against buying a 
certain pig. The evidence showed that defendant had “ winked at the pig,” ef pre- 
terea nihil !—Press.] 

LET no Didymus cry that the weird “ Evil Eye” 

Is the groundless romance of a wild superstition, 
For Erin is blest with a wizard possessed 

Of the Ominous Orb in good working condition. 
The pig seller bold might his grunter have sold, 

But the pig buyers, noting that on it was blinking 
The dark Evil Eye, were reluctant to buy : 

So the wizard’s locked up for his wizardly winking ! 


And the clique of A. J. should rejoice and be gay, 
For the aim that to efforts perfervid has stirred ‘em 
At last is attained ; their ambition is gained 
Of reducing Milesian Law ad absurdum, 
They struck long ago an Herculean blow 
At the freedom of action, of s h and of thinking ; 
But fairly surpassed are these triumphs at last,— 
They've a precedent now for suppressing free winking [ 


If the possible wink and the probable blink 

Were in England a crime, ‘twere a grand innovation: 
For tradesmen might get into limitless debt 

Without fearing the horrors of stern liquidation, 
}y butchers whose meat was too wretched to eat, 

And by landlords whose drink was unworthy of drinking, 
The plea might be made that their once thriving trade 

Had been utterly spoiled by an enemy’s winking ! 
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Maud,—" How 
Mabel.—* OH, 


BEAUTIFULLY THE DARK BLUES FEATHER! 
I LIKE THE CAMBRIDGE FEATHER BETTER. 


BLUE. 


bb] 


WHOLLY 


DON'T YOU, 





Mary?” 


Mary.—“I DON’T KNOW MUCH ABOUT THEIR RESPECTIVE FEATHERS ; BUT I THINK THEY'RE ALL DUCKS!” 








A Dream of the Boat Race. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 
YEeO-HO, Yeo-ho! 
Away they go, 
And it’s very exciting to see how they row. 


Old Thames once more 
Now hears the roar 
Of the populace watching the race from the 
shore. 


And sure I am, 
His love's no sham, 
For the girl from the Isis, or her from the Cam. 


Which he prefers 
. Of these two “ hers,” 
Isa point which seems open to sundry demurs, 


Though I'm not loath 
To take my oath 
That he’s probably equally fond of them both. 








| 


| 
| 
i 
| 
' 


| 


At any rate, 
One's free to state 
That he’d welcome them sooner than many 
an eight. 


While doubtless he 
Don’t care to see 
Some land-lubbers upon his fresh waters “ at 
sea,” 
For this is clear, 
That certain here 
Are sad duffers at learning to pull or to steer. 








He had a notion that all young men ought 
to belong toaclub. It was so handy if you 
wanted a drink after the houses closed, you 
know. So he asked a gambling friend, 
“ Which is the best club you have heard of ?” 

“Hum !—if they are tramps, I prefer the 
ace |” 


THE most economical art studentess was, 
of course, a female Teuton. It is said that 
she collected all the hairs dropped from her 
friends’ eyebrows to make into a hand brush 
to wash in her back grounds. But even she 
was beaten by the dear girl, the intellectual 
laundrymaid who recited to herself only the 
most affecting pieces of Tennyson, so that 
her tears should fall on the linen she was 
getting ready for ironing, and so save the 
time in sprinkling and the waste of water. 





The “Hue of Resolution.” 

He.—“ And so you cannot marry me, 
Georgina, Oh, at least, tell me the ground 
of your objection.” 

She.— Well, George, you know you rowed 
for Oxford, and you'd always be wanting me 
to go to the Boat Race, and dark blue doesn’t 
suit my complexion.” 
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. This is the cat that went off with 
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hunny everywhere A precocious lad. AeZ 
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(3), Spring cleaning begins, and poor 
. man in a plight, 
Is ina dust-pan-ic from morning till 
night. 
, (4). This cur who beat women and col- 
lared their casb, 
Foresees lash-eration by means of 
the lash, 


the duck, 
And soon was laid flat, by a rolling- | 


pin struck, showery month. 


they don’t like, 
And the wai-ter get wages, they 


4 ec 
n-ted flocks. 


| ™ 
| ’ ’ tf) 
Ade fad NO L2ve, 


/\ 
; 


", 






(5). All sorts of strange pranks rule on 
April the oneth— ad 
Here’s a victim to fools of the 


(6). A Gendarme who dropped on some 
thieves with a box, 
Was by bunnies surrounded in war- 






ee z 


By 
All through the Moons changes 
(7). Tis bard that a boy six weeks 
prison should get 
For kissing a woman. Ah, well 
‘twas Kise-met. 
(8). To say that this lad was by Luna 


_ upset, 
Of course was mere moonshine — 


twas temper, you bet. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


VAUDEVILLE.—Mr. Buchanan is 
FANE « vioncer. A new vista opens to the 
, modern dramatist! Rack we our 





MODERN! DRAMATIC AUTHOR HARD AT IT. 


brains no more for ploteand characters. Lie we no more awakeo’ nights, 
seeking quips and cranks and ay sayings to glad the town withal, 
Away with such clumsy work! Nay, scout we even the familiar 
device of borrowing “from the French.” Rather reach us down the 
works of the graceless old dramatists who not only called a spade a 
spade, but flourished that implement before us 
at every turn. Take we their plots, seize we their 
characters, annex we their dialogue—in so far 
as we may consistent with hustling the spade out 
o’ sight—and, with a judicious filling in of gaps, 
we shall have a right good play, and one a million 
times better than anything we could do of our 
own wit, 


Yer, let not the aspirant rush thoughtlessly 
into the field, Even adaption requires some 
grace of experience and insight, and, as yet, Mr. 
Buchanan seems almost facile princeps at the 
game, What I can recall of his original work 
for the stage has never risen above an amusing 
mediocrity, and some of his earlier adaptations 
partook of the same character; but he has by 
practice developed a pretty talent for moulding 
the work of others to good purpose. Give him a 
French play or an old novel, and a thoroughly 

‘f wholesome, artistic, and amusing work is |the 
Tue Vaupevitie.— result, And with by no means any inclination 
“lony —A V&- to belittle such tasks, the gods kee his to adap- 


mck’ — Spelling tations and off original work, say I, 





, Miss Tomboy (which is The Relapse of Vanbrugh, with a differ- 
ence) isa mighty ex- 
pert piece of work, 
and I commend Mr. 
B. for it right heart- 
ily. What he owes 
) J/g & Miss Emery is in- 

yy, calculable, but it is, 
’ in itself, excellent 
7, good, Save that a 
line or two of the 
adapter’s seem to me 
quite as strong as 
‘Via many of Vanbrugh’s 

~@ which are omitted; 
“” and that the final 
dance is a nonsensi- 
cal and feeble finish 
—I can find no fault, 


AND yet | would 
willingly stand one 
or two for the plea- 
sure of such a per- 
formance of Miss Winifred Emery’s. Apart 
from the power of the thing—and, after 
two such impersonations as Clarissa and 
Miss Tomboy, there is nothing this clever 
young actress need fear to attempt—I 
never remember to have seen such a de- 
lightfal mingling of the graceful and the 
grotesque, of reckless “ tomboy ” fun and 
undeviating refinement, Her quaint atti- 
tudes in the scene with Lord Foppington 
are as pretty as they are comical. Alto- 
gether, an exhilarating picture of high 
spirits and puck-like love of mischief, 
without a grain of ill-nature in it. For 
the moulding of the character into which form, by the way, Mr. 
Buchanan deserves some share of credit. 


- 
o 





THE VAUDEVILLE, — MaipD, 
MASTER, AND MUMMER, 





Mrz. THomas THORNE’s Lord Foppington, though the lines of the 
character are somewhat unvaried, creates amusement to the fy]] 
_. measure one expects of the comedian 

of our youth, and the Vaudeville 
company, generally, gives a good 
account of itself—it is a compact 
corps, and is rapidly growing au fait 
with this class of comedy, Mr. Gill. 
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more is still a bit irritating in —&% 
style—his work is marred dread- 

fully by “gush ”—and, what renders it the 
more trying, there is good conception at the pueyaupRvILLE —AGAME 
bottom of all he does, and an intelligent OF HOYDEN SEEK, 
grasp of character. If he would only study 

the art of standing still, and the art of unaffected delivery. I think 
I see in this performance some strivings after repose, and it is well 
done ; and, by my troth, worth doing, Mr, G., for there is the making 
of an actor in you—I would not give you all this good advice, else. 


Miss SILVIA HODSON is a new recruit. whose ripe experience is 
of immense value, Mr. Fred. Thorne is bluff, hearty 
_ and humorous according to his wont, and Mr. Cyril 
7, Maude perhaps does as much as need be done with 
| Lory. And, shall Miss Collette pass without a word ? 
Well,—no. A good word go with her, I grudge it not. 


NoDs AND WINKS.—Mr. Chas. Wyndham and Miss 
Moore (also company) have returned from over the 
sea and “opened ” at the Criterion. David Garrick, 
and a speech from the manager, were the attractions 
for the first evening,—David Garrick, without the 
speech, is now the nightly bill. Mr. W. Farren is 
playing Ingot.—7he Ocean Wave show at Hengler’s 
will close in a few weeks, as the rolling deep is due 
at the Leedsand Edinburgh Exhibitions on the Ist of 
May. At present, visitors to Hengler’s may be sailors 
on the (mimic) sea, though they cannot be Henglers 
Tuk AwHAm- for fish—The farcical comedy produced at the Vaude- 


% 


ee gh ville the other afternoon and called Wo. 2, was cer- 
COMMAND svc. tainly not Al. As for Andromeda, well, one cannot 
CESS, call it ill-done, but indeed, Miss Seaton, we could not 


sit it out without danger of our unseaton our reason. 

You see our reason sits but lightly.—Mrs, Carson’s last “ At Home” 
was quite a “ bowery ” affair, from the number of floral offerings the 
lady received (as a sort of “ send-off” I suppose for her little trip to 
Manchester), I’m not quite 
sure who were the givers, but 
it may have been any or all 
of a hundred or so members 
of the profession who were 
ere But the lady plainly 
elt that one small nose was 
all too little to do justice to 
so much fragrance and so she 
characteristically carted off 
all her spoils to joy the small 
noses of the patients in the #& 
nailaeen's Hospital, Great THE ALHAMBRA.—PETS OF THE BALLET— 
Ormond Street. And good- “Ggonrare Jacopt AND LITTLE TOTTIE 
ness nose they can sniffi— Lis. 
Among the other profession 
os by the way, Isaw Mr. Jerome K. Jerome and Mr. Jocelyn 

randon. The latter, by the way, is, I understand, about to produce 
NESTOR, 





a play called The Passion slower, 
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A SHILLING SHOCKLET. 
By a Lady of Title, 


CHAPTER VII. 
THE HEART BOWED DOWN. 


A KNOCKING at the door, and a bright flood of sunlight streaming 
over the counterpane, awakened: me from a troubled-slumber. 
Almost my first 
act was to run to 
the window. Yes! 
sure enough ; in 
the midst of a 
tangled waste of 
neglected garden 
I descried a 
sombre looking 
cypress-tree, be- 
neath the shelter 
of which was, 
plainly discern- 
ible, seven little 
mounds. Then 
the Nightshade 
had spoken the 
truth, and the 
Family Appari- 
| tion had not lied 
/— providing 
‘. always the last 
gentleman was a 
reality — which, 
in the bright 
cheerfulness of 
morning, seemed 
scarcely pro- 
bable. 

However, 
while dressing, 
I carried my head 
at least half an inch higher. I was in the midst of a dreadful 
mystery, and fast becoming a real heroine of romance. Perhaps, 
even blood - curdling and marrow - freezing surroundings might 














and occasionally, turnips were the objects that saluted my stately 
— -* aint | such of the miscreants as 
reach of my outraged arm, they possessed such 
awkward and ungainly swiftness of foot, that it was a matter 
of no small difficulty to—if I may make use of the expression—get 
at them. I endured it for some time with a silent dignity, that I 
— might touch even their hearts ; but when a soulless clod, the 
uw py parent, I believe, of one of the principal of my tormentors, 
hailed me as ‘old looney,’ I resigned Fagan rather, my walk ; 
and now,” with a sigh, “my exercise is confined to the grounds, 
where, at least, I am unmolested and secure from vulgar obloquy. 
But, dear me, it’s lesson time. Your hours will be from half past 
nine until twelve in the morning; and from three to four in the 
afternoon. The remainder of the day's at your disposal.” 

The Viscount was softly playing the rollicking air which had 
greeted my ears upon the previous evening, but at our entrance he 
ceased, a glad smile lighting up the ends of his exquisite moustache 
and illuminating the whole of his superb face. 

“T thought you were never coming,” he murmured, “all my books 
are ready. What shall we commence with?” 

“ Promptitude, I trust,” returned the earl. “ Pay especial attention 
to his arithmetic, Miss Montressor, taking care, however, to omit the 
study of vulgar fractions—a system of calculation too degrading to 
be acquired by a scion of the house of Bloodwort. And now I must 
leave you; we shall meet again at dinner.” 

As soon as we were alone, the Viscount, holding a dog-eared copy- 
book in his clenched hands, dropped on his knees at my feet, and in 
a voice, the tenderness of which was blended with suppressed passion, 
as if he had a severe cold on the chest, exclaimed, “ Tottie!” 

“Really, Mr. Mandrake,” I stammered, “this declaration is so 
sudden—so unlooked for. What would the old file—I mean the Earl 
—say, if——” The door was thrown open, and a plush footman 
announced, in a sedate voice— 


“Sir Ghastly Grin!” [ To be continued, 








Not Brobdi-naggers. 
A SOCIETY paper attempts to excuse 
The women who nag—sure, no kindness were greater ; 
Their victims, though, hardly will follow these views, 
For every nagger’s an (n)agger-avator. 





EGGs-ACTLY! Messrs. Sparagnapane & Co. yearly hatch out 
numerous novelties in Easter Eggs. Their present season batches of 
“new-laid” are full of beauty and variety—nice as they are novel, 
and are sure to please the chicks. 





eventually become pleasant; and, in the meanwhile, 





they were decidedly a novelty. ; 

An unwonted bustle about the place caused me a little V\ 
surprise ; but I found the servants had ended the strike 
and returned to their duties in a body. I breakfasted 
with the Earl, who immediately, after a polite greeting, 
inquired if I had brought a cup and saucer with me, as 
requested. On my replying in the affirmative, he 
ordered it to be produced, and was gracious enough 
to approve the legend inscribed thereon, in letters of 
pink and gold—“ A present for a good girl.” During 
the meal he seemed to be extremely fidgety and uncom- 
fortable, and, on my inquiring the cause, said— 

“The fact is, Miss Montressor, my coronet is 
wretchedly cleaned this morning. Mrs. Nightshade,I | 
regret to say, is growing old, and really unable todo | 
justice to such work. Now, if there isone thing more | 
than another on which——” 

“Sling it across here,” I interrupted ; “it certainly 
does look a little bit off colour. I'll just give it a rub 
with my handkerchief, and put a polish on in a brace 
of shakes,” 

“Do you think you can?” he inquired, eagerly ; “by 
all means try.” And he pulled it off his head. 

I polished it so much to his satisfaction that he could 
not express sufficient approbation at what he termed 
my ability. 

_ “And, indeed, Miss Montressor,” he added, “I find 
it extremely difficult to maintain that dignity and im- 
portance of exterior which I hold to be compatible with 
my lofty position ; though I seldom ever stir beyond 
my private grounds, which are very secluded, and 
surrounded by the highest of walls. When first I 
succeeded to the title, it was my custom to take a 
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morning stroll (clad, of course, in senatorial robes and 
coronet) along the public highway; and you will scarcely 
credit the fact that I was absolutely regarded as an 
object of derision by all the juvenile rustics of the 
Vicinity. Stones, sticks, lumps of clay, cabbage stalks, 





Swell.—“ Very sorry, yp bry Got no coppers, 
Tramp.— Ah, thin! | 
quality would carry the dirty things !’ 


A SILVERY TONGUE. 
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ould I be afther su n’ that a gintleman of your 
= [ Gets a shilling. 
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STILL AT IT! 
(See the recent story of the Guardian, the Pauper, and the Woolwork Ship.) 
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Sir,” writes a Workhouse Guardian of our acquaintance, “I was litely taking a stroll when I came upon one sitting among thorns, and in the vicinity of willows, who 
anused himself by playing upon a penny whistle. I was struck with admiration. How beautiful a thing it is, 1 murmured, that this humble creature, evidently lacking the 


comforts of life, should thus find solace in so poor a pastime!” 


aN 


" \ . . 
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“When,'with a pang of horror, I became aware that he was a Pauper, sir, and that consequently hi , 
; , Sif, y his amusement constituted a breech of the s, rmenta, 
sir, and stamped upon my hat. Such unnatural and dastardly offences, sir, strike at the very basis of society ae ripper pie 
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ALL FOOLS’ DAY; OR, THE TORY CARNIVAL. 


AND HIS FOLLY THHERH IS NO END.” ie 
hada bss [See Cartoon Verses, p. 150. Hb 
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THB WAR SECRETARY'S Pe prem , 
. . . ’ perfidiousness 0 
\\h O° man!” 





1” exclaimed the 
Secretary for War, 
wiping his brow 
whereon stood great 
cold drops. 

.s “And such unscru- 
pulous mendacity!” 
| sobbed the Secretary 
|’ for War, shuddering. 
“And such reck- 
lees disregard of the 
welfare of the 
empire!” moaned the 
Secretary for War, 
shutting his eyelids 
tightly to keep out 
the recollection. 
He was ree limp with the horrid memory of the thing: he 
sank helplessly on the top of his portfolio of office. 
_ “Tt was an awful dream!” he murmured, feebly ; and running his 
fingers through his dazed hair. 

“Pray relate it to us,” we said, eagerly ; “ the wisdom of a Secre- 
tary for War must permeate even his dreams. Please proceed.”— 

For a moment he gazed vacantly at the wall, as if lost; then he 
proceeded, in a hollow, far-off voice— 

“ He was a Volunteer——” 

We pe him gently for fifteen to twenty minutes, until of the 
desired consistency. He sighed heavily, and said, ‘‘ Where was 1?” 

“ At Volunteer,” we replied. 

A hideous and distressing shudder parsed through hisframe. He 
groaned, and went on— 

“He was a Volunteer—is a Volunteer human ’” 

“ His patience under the official treatment of War Secretaries seems 
{o point to something more than the merely human,” we replied, 
thinking it over. 

“ He wasa Volunteer,” proceeded the Secretary for War. ‘“ And I 
dreamed that I was under histhumb, By some peculiar and unnatural 
departmental arrangement, my whole official life hung upon his 
lightest word ; without his authority I could not take up a pen, or 
approve the smallest blunder of our daily routine. My entire official 
functions were paralyzed unless he nodded his head. I could not 
append my signature toa contractor's swindle, or pass the smallest 
packet of rubbish as satisfactory, or wink my eyeat the most ordinary 
red tape muddle, or discharge the most insignificant clerk for the 
wrong doing of his superior, without the permission of that fearful 
Volunteer!" 

“ But he was reasonable, no doubt!” we asked. 

“Oh, his words were more than reasonable—they were ever instinct 
with fervent aspirations for the success of my efforts in the holy 
interests of the empire : he said, repeatedly, and with tears of generous 
sympathy, that his one guiding passion was to aid me in my official 
duties ; to put no restraint upon my utility ; to thwart, hinder, cramp, 
stultify mein no jot or tittle of my duty; to second, support and 
back me up in my professional career—all, all in the sacred name of 
patriotism. 

“He proposed ‘The War Department,’ look you, at a banquet, 
enlarging in the most fervent and gushing terms on the noble, dis- 
in terested, inestimable work of myself, in the sacred interests of the 
empire. ‘ What,’ he exclaimed, 
‘ would the empire be—achieve 
—nay, attempt—without its 
War Department, without the 
very heart and nucleus of the 
Department—the War Secre- 
tary? My heart yearns to- 
ward the War Secretary; | 
regard him as the corner- 
stone of our national inde- 
pendence—as the apple of the 
national eye.’ (Hear! hear!) 

“That was very nice,” we 
said; “and what did he do 
then ?” 

“Do, sir? Ah, sir, how 
different were his actions from 
his words! Why, the moment 
I was handed over to his 
authority, he proceeded to cut 
down my estimates—cut them 
down, sir, from £20,000,000 to one and sevenpence three farthings, 
‘in order’ as he assured the House of Commons, ‘to facilitate my 
efforts in the direction of complete and effective armament’! ! And 


‘se7 
, 








what did he do next, sir ?—Why he cut down the one and sevenpence 
three fathings to nothing, sir ; and introduced a bill to enable me to 
defray the costs of the national defences out of my own pocket ! 
“But that wasn’t all, sir: then he began tying weights to my 
hands and feet, sir, and place a bit in my mouth, and chained me to 
a wall, and fed me on bread and water, and covered me with a great 
extinguisher, and sat on my chest!” 
“That didn’t seem consistent, did it?” we said, sympathetically. 
“Consistent? Ugh! But that wasn’t all : he was about to smother 
me with a bolster—had actually crammed it into my mouth and was 
sitting on top of it, making an after-dinner speech in eulogy of 
the War Department, and pointing at the absolute necessity of sup- 
porting it, when I awoke with a yell, sir; and I feel quite sick now. 
Why, sir, I would no more think of treating him like that, than——!” 
“ Eh—we beg pardon ?” we murmured, not feeling certain whether 
we had heard aright. We are still wondering whether we did. 








Land-lording it. 
THE Duke of Argyll lately held that the landlords 
(Especially whenever the latter are grand lords) 
Have been always true angels of Civilization, 
And have brought many blessings and joys on this nation ; 
In Great Britain and Ireland he thinks that they’ve blest men, 
Because they (the landlords) have all been the dest men : 
This, of course, makes you laugh, ’tis so modern-day-style-less, 
sut the Duke doubtless fancies his statements Ar-gyll-less. 





SOME people can tell the time by a sundial, but we never heard of 
anyone being able to by a croco-dile. 





: A f 8 } > 
; SY 
nS . : 6S 
| i \ % XN » 
“\ —— 


ANOTHER PRETTY SPEECH GONE WRONG. 


He.— You remind me of Tennyson's Maud : 
* Roses are her cheeks, 
And a rose, her mouth.’ 
And oh! the bliss to kiss that rose—no, not your flower, I mean the 
rose that gives out no scents.” 
She,— No sense |" 
[And now they never speak when they pass by. 
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AMONG THE JOLLY YOUNG WATERMEN AT THE ROYAL INSTITUTE. 





















































Be i 
et 
4 Sal 
\ YE Jet Hf 
‘Van W Ly y $ 
dnishing “7g a} 
{ady Gy at 

( } ly j 4 x i a 

et te 

My | A a ee has 

i hi Wy bak 
Shout Teapot an a em 49] Tne Lay Figures Nightmare A 
Pte, # ae eae) or | LaWdear & her avings i. h 

f i | nap — 71 f ‘ ‘7 @ ‘\ . & P iat : 
pe a4 ~ 4 fi walt K i | 
pee aR Os aul ti 
sat =f ; “a , igs ( 5 Y JS f } 

Fat ake | Villa Medicine, uismy the 

St \  _—_—~— ty yer 420 

 Hetttayesy Jane i 

ty Ke Dutch yal. ie a's he 
| running free.” “aaa | 
iy A Salt Water (olour) 
; 
| 
74 | 
a at : aun Venus | 
Au WG Yy ) A\E +the lost Pocket: wees a 
Medieval Waitingd-Maid on Strike’ = Abad (ase of Tnfluem me a 
th apretetf 
THH COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. | to long to be master of animals like these! “ Master,” said 1? Nay, hid 
No. 39.—THE PHILOSOPHER IN A PHAETON. | but slave and thrall to a couple of tossing manes, two brandishing pet 
ae Pont denies end Maan: Suuuaros, hi tails and eight iron shoes. Why, he who owns such may but live for ier e & 
USN ee GRRADEEEOs en Oee fF gai eur their pleasure. Mope indoors when 'tis best for their lordships’ Hiiale h 
’ Y eases healths that they stay in stable. Trundle out behind 'em, heigh te Ta Ht 

JEHURIUS, Pray, your worship, goa driving with me this noon ? | where they list, and take it kindly of them and heaven, if ye come wt 

STRABISMUS. Odds grinding o’ wheels on the gravel! Odds blue —_— not home on gate or hurdle, with cut fetlocks limping after, and peat 4 | 
picked out with yellow! Odds heaving hind-quarters and mantling chirurgeon, vet., coach-builder, and the devil to pay, ail in one, O, et bai . 
o’ manes! Odds top-boots and groomly gorgeousness! A chariot give me the hard-mouthed hackney, that begins in a ’bus and ends in Bt Re 
this, in sooth ? a sausage! But a horn sounds i’ the distance, tra, ra! Tra, ra! Hee Lat 

JEHU. John, strap the gentleman securely in. Fatality and Sudden Red coats come popping over the hedges. A brave sight, truly ! HH marina 
Death are fresh to-day. Odds blood and bone! Breed will out,and | JeHU. THE Hunt, and both these wretches bred i’ the midlands ! he 
these twain have walked with the funerals of all that owned them | Stra. Ai, ai! My love to my mother. See that my grave be ! 
since dammed they were. kept greenly. Remember me to master FUN, o Fleet Street. (| 

Stra. And of these owners ! | Worthy sir, unhang me, pendulous from this thorn-bush and heaven 4! 

JEHU. All met the grim mower when they were out a-driving. | reward ye. Soho,soho! Odds bumps and bruises, mud-plaster and Aa 
Steady, Sudden Death! Now then, Fatality! Withamurrain! But | ragged raiment! Mine host and charioteer? bal 
your guestship is for returning home? Nay, then, if y’are of a mind | JEHU. Even so. John, lead the horses homewards. And put a 
to die intestate, bid me turn back while these twain are in appetite | what remains of the mail-phaeton in the pocket of your livery coat, 
for exercise. Odds kicks and capers! A fine to do would be. | it shall be for a pattern to the coach-builder hereafter. We are but t 

Stra. Nay, since Heaven wills, proceed. But I would know __ sixteen miles or so from home and shelter. Come, come, come! 
whether it be in the breed of thane ane to ne: as —_ - 7 | 
crab—sidewise, or whether it be rightful, being harnessed ther to . 
one vehicle to seek to divide the same, and each depart bearing his | The Dark Continent. 
own half at the tail of him upon his differing way. Odds bobs! | THE Stanley and African Exhibition at the Victoria Galleries has 
an earthquake! Would I had brought an anchor or twain. | been got together by hands that are well up on the subject, and asa 

JEHU, 'Tis naught indeed ; but it was out of mind with me that | means of education must be invaluable, for there is such a vast collec- 
these my steeds have a misliking to this road, and will not bedriven | tion of objects showing the manners and customs of barbarous 
upon it. Yet am I loth to rob your guestship of a noble prospect. | peoples, There are also many objects of interest in connection with our 

StRA. Odds hill, dale and river! I renounce them all! ‘Bout | great explorers, such as Livingstone’s cap, sword, cam scrape of 
ship in the name of all the insurance companies. Ho! ho! now are | Jetters, and some of the last letters and telegrams in handwriting ) 

Wwe in worse plight than we were afore. Odds one wheel i’ the ditch | of General Gordon, There are many ite also, notably one of I! 
and pole pointing skywards! Woe’s me, and alas! Moffat—what a grand head it is! In the same gallery is a collection 

JEHU. Why, now that ’tis past, I will say ‘twas a near shave; | of pictures and drawings showing the horrors of the slave trade, but Hl 
and yet horses of high blood and gentle breeding cannot be blamed | the various exhibits may be said to be endless, Lie 
we! t. "Twas alow old woman and a common, and she oitting i’the | He, 

ge with her basket of eggs. A quintain on her, say 1. | f if 

Stra. Would I ant beside bet) 6, sorry ambition that leads 4 man A GREAT UNDERTAKING,—Burying the past. | eh ae 
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HEARD IN THE ROW. 
Fair Pedestrian—" What! Another new hack, Captain Bayard? 
The Captain.—“ Yes, couldn't stand the other any longer. Too slight in the barrel by a long way ; 
and then she was developing a splint. Positively fit for nothing, unless it were to carry a lady, 
don’t-cher-know |” [In their opinion she had carried a brute too long. | 


Two Empires. 
(A maltreat ment of Macaulay.) 


(Paragraphs have been the round of the 
pee showing that an M.P., on finding the 

ouse counted out when he arrived, told his 
cabby to drive to ‘the Empire. The foliow- 
ing version of the result has been conf- 
dentially whispered to Mr. FuN.] 


BEHOLD the swaggering Member, 
Who for Thingamyborough stands, 


| How he gushes about Great Britain, 


And her sway over other lands, 


_ So long as he is posing 


As a Unionist M.P., 


| The Nation’s not in danger— 


“Ah, the Empire’s safe!” says he. 


_ But when he comes and the House 


is up 
He’s on for a well earned spree ; 
And he then to the hansom cabby cries, 
“To the Empire — quick — drive 
me!” 


| And when there, released from turmoil, 


He puffs his Henry Clays, 
And is stirred to fresh National 
vigour 
By brave Godfrey’s blatant lays. 
And anon, when the two big ballets 
Show sirens lithe of limb, 
That Member cries, with a glad sur- 
prise,— 
Ah, the Empire’s safe with him! 


| And see that Member later, 


When (haply) overcome, 


_ He wanders forth to his cab or club 


Alone, or with some old chum. 


_ Upspeaking, he says, ‘O gracious! 


Won’rf'l place for a shpree ; 


| The British Empire’sh all v'ry well, 


But thish Empire’sh the one fr 
me!” 














THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 
THIRTY-THREE millions! Whata little Bill! Even the Toriest 
Tories are opening their eyes and growling about sops to Cerberus, 
and the class which has played so great a part in fanning discontent 
in Ireland, viz.—the absentee landlords—regard with some dismay 











prietary. After Mr, Balfour's masterly introduction of his stupendous 
scheme, it was in accordance with the fitness of things that one man, 
and one only, should address the House on the Bill, and perhaps the 


deals with patches in patches. 
greatest tribute to the magnitude and, prima facie, the merit of the 


whose suffering in the past accounts for much of his misdoing in 
more recent times—the Irish peasant farmer—and that Erin, tempest- 
tossed Erin, may behold through the storm haze, in the settlement of 
her Land Question, land at last ! 
And, as if shamed into remembering the existence of another 
the replacement of the alien land agent by a native peasant pro- at almost as suffering, and infinitely more patient than the 
ibernian, the House discussed the New Allotments Bill which is to 
give the English serf his little patch—truly Allotment legislation 


There is a lot said, but is there much 


| meant about allotment except that the labourer has a vote? 
THE HOUSE OF COMMONS’ STEEPLECHASE. 
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Bill was the circumstance that the Grand Old Financier had nothing 
certain of blame, and a deal that was commendatory to say 
regarding it, Fun shares Mr. Gladstone's hope that this measure will 
be dealt with in no party spirit, but that all sides will in due time 
consider, animated by one degire—the amelioration of the lot of one 





a’ 
24 tt. 44, V7 iggy 4 wate snail 
1, “Home Rule.” 2, “Shamrock,” 3. “ Closure.” 4. “ Budget.” 5. “ Land Purchase,” 6. “Special Commission.” 7. “ Local Option.” 
0.8 PARNELL, SIR OAS, RUSSELL Mr. W..H. SmMitu. G.J.Goscnen, A. J, BALPOUR, sin R. WEBSTER. LORD RO, 


The winter of Mr. Mundella’s discontent is by no means made 
summer by the educational provision made for the sons and daughters 
of York and he is as wroth with Salisbury’s City in this respect as 
Mr. Labouchere was with ite: Marquis. 

f. Our artist depicts the probable starters for the Commons point to 
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WHAT NEXT P 


“ A Constitutionalist” writes :—“ The Army and Navy Inquiry Commission propose to ABOLISH the office of COMMANDER-IN-CHIEF |! Why 
What will become of ali our good 


sir, what will some one be proposing todo after that ? Itremble for the future, What are we coming to ? 














old national institutions ?” 
Lee shall have @ette. | Prunnose | 
Cy next! PROCLAIMED 
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point: race, A pretty picture, but what is 
most interesting is the mounting. 

Mr. Agg Gardner very righteously in- 
veighed against the practice of disguised 
policemen tempting publicans to serve them 
in prohibited hours. FUN thinks that police- 


dealing with tithes, did his best to tie them 
up altogether, 








DOTS BY THH WAY. 


—_—_——-——_ 


A SMOKING PARTY. 


€ choicest wit in one continual flow, 
Went rippling like sweet music in the air’ 
not, why then a something you have 
lost— 
A thing to be remembered when you're old, 
being one might justify a boast 





_“he host was genial as a host could be, 
4tm welcome to the many friends he’d got 


ronr , tf share } ig hosp tality 





=e 


Art, Stage, the Pen, and Music crowding 
came, 
(Though sore we missed both Brough and 
Johnny Toole), 
But many men of worth, and world-wide fame 
Were there—some old—some just like boys 


A bearded man with Woodall, the M.P., 
Discussed the knotty question, “ Woman's 
Rights,” 
For County Council, Lawyer, or M.D., 
And whether ride in petticoats or tights. 
Here Orrock, Halswelle, Kilburne, and Sir 


The vet’ran ; Grego and a host of names, 
We cannot tell how many lights did shine. 


Some friends came late that never stay away, 
And ’mong the men that never come too 


(He was detained to finish FuN’s cartoon), 
The late arrivals bring new-hearted joy, 
And Neville came among the merry set, 





We missed bright Charlie Collette—that 
laughing boy, 
Bat then we had the Euterpe Quartette, 


The whisky, too, oh, it was “ vera guid ”— 
The B.s and soda—we had no lemon 


ohibi 1. squash— 
a“ convicted of this offence should have no from schoo But meekly some those tempting drinks 
chance of resuming their uniform. Mr. Picton, withstood 

’ 


While some declared “Blue Ribbon” 
wouldn’t wash. 
Cigars in plenty, of the choicest brand, 
Sent their aroma clouding through the 
room, 
While music from the viol and a “ grand” 


; ; James, 
- friend and crony, did you ever go Then Small and Hayes and Lucas came ip — applause and wish for more to 
0 join @ private smoking party where with Hine P 


Long tables, laden with choice vem A fare, 
To eat and drink, and glad the heart of 
man 
Bright, happy faces crowding everywhere, 
Whilst “ fizz” like wit,in creamy ripples 
ran 


'n telling o'er the stories that were told. Was Gordon Thomson, true for feast or Now, as we hold on in Time's rapid flight, 
We went the other night to Charlecote, fray, And memory tells the glad hours we have 


seen 
We'll not forget the ever joyous night 
We spent at Charlecote with Charlie Green, 


tase | they be returned unies 
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THE “SPIRIT” OF TEMPERANCE. 
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Tt seems the Bally. 
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bad Luck they made Pat Leary 










Begor thin‘ it 
was Awils own 
shiceple chase ' 
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And beled on legan’ cthructure F wa 


av wather could ify fond for a well though they duz the ground as full av holes as a sieve. 


“Oech ' Thin; sa ys Pat, "Wha 
Aumperance widour 
wather'” 
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However the took the spal 


the throuble and he axed em 
wid. But Mick Mooney, the 


aw 
Pur begorrsh' Twas wih, 


off loiKe a thunderbolt, ‘asta 
wid the wizard cratur ! Pa 
hangin’ on for his lke © _& Lp 
and the Bheys at has 7 


hecls! 
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through the root a Pat Leary’ private whaskey_ 
still Frat the arty ul Gessoon Kept concealed wid 
sthicks and turrg on the hillsowWe Shure it be - 
teayed ham entorrhy to the Tim perance 
fora decayin’ hypocrite : 


——— 


All Fools’ Day, 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


| Ir isn’t such a very easy 


thing to say 

What sights one’s like to 
witness upon All Fools’ 
Day ; 


' For, judging from expe- 


rience, there’s nodenying 
That certain folk will pro- 
bably be somehow trying 


_To prove themselves 3j |- 


iculous, together vying 
Upon All Fools’ Day, 


Now, here’s the sort of sight 


in a fantastic way 


| That wouldn’t much gur- 


prise one upon All 
Fools’ Day, 


| When Daddy Balfour, who 


appears an ir-ri-tator 
At times whilst striving to 
succeed as an o-rator, 
Trots out his little Bill in 
its per-am-bu-lator 
Upon All Fools’ Day. 
Whether or not he thinks he 
makes a fine display 
In Carnivalling thus about 
on All Fools’ Day, 
What some may deem his 
virtues and his he-rce 
ism 


_ (What others call his follies 


and his e-go-tism), 
Together with the brat, must 
suffer cri-ti-cism 
Upon All Fools’ Day. 


| Hebringsashaky gamp with 


him, as well he may, 


To protect their precious 


noddles upon All Fools’ 
Day ; 
For a heavy April shower of 
disap-pro-bation, 
Mingled with expostulation 
and with in-dig-nation, 


_ Bids fair to vex the pair of 


them to sat-u-ration 
Upon All Fools’ Day. 





Not a Deely-ightful 
Prospect. 


Mr. H. MALLABY DEELY,a& 
Tory, 
With promises mashing 
and mealy, 
At Liberal Leicester would 
fain scoop up glory ; 
But if he’s struck out, he’!l 
remember, when sore-y, 
That in printing, to strike 
out, is Deve. 
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(1) Here senders-i “in to the R.A., are | 


eager, 


And the R.-ray thereof is scarcely 


meagre, 
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scarcely be said to have repaid them. Miss Grey was pleasantly 
SLASHES AND PUFFS. : ; va to the part intrusted to her, and Miss Mary Jocelyn played 
pow 5 eg ag at a few hours’ notice without showing any trace of the disadvantage, 

y 
(though ever and anon ¥ THE WAY, with the primroses and the hedgerows, the matinée 
the gentle zephyr blew is ene out in fall ‘plendour, and, as the lark trilleth his joy 
amelioratively) on the in the former, so the cheery-hearted criticaster warbleth forth his va 
fateful afternoon — pleasure in the latter as follows :— 
oy Manes «naa te -_ H! the critic ariseth from bed, pardi, 
os ae xhibitio f their And shaveth a gladsome shave ; 
public € ¥ “t om He shrilleth a whistle of heartfelt glee, 
eee, aah Se ‘And dreeseth himself full brave ; 
arg oh longed ieee For the spring is come and the fields 
for country are ga 

pions And blithely the larklets sing, 
cannot be justly sg And the joyous and toothsome matinée 


ioe inn i ion ma f Is with us again, full swing. 
’ 


have faults enow of th 
own to answer for, may- 
hap. 






































































Tis not that the critic delights to sit 
In theatres close and hot, . 

And list to a plentiful lack of wit, 
And oceans of Thomas Rott— 

‘Tis not that he never can see the play 
Because of the well known hat 

That ladies will wear at a matinée— 

Although he is pleased with that. 


Pedigree was, indeed, 
a very mild offence as 
compared with the ma- 
jority of matinée produc- 
tions. Some have even 





: , found promise in the work. Quite other the reasons that buoy his soul 
OOLE'8-—* No, no, boy, tdo; I - . . . 
a my Sao Bae - scenthode ow Ss Seok Be that as it may, the To heights of decided bliss, 
up to.” cast was extremely good, Jyh ye f, And make him 





declare, while 
the ages roll, 

A matinée ne’er 
to miss. 

The critic, you 
see, is a toper 
gay, 

Yj, And ne’er will 

Y4//. you find him 

“'.  ghrink, 


and several of its mem- 
bers were provided with what are known as “chances”; some interest 
was excited also by the appearance of Miss Sylvia Grey in a part 
making more demands upon her understanding than 
upon her understandings—which, by the way, was 
by no means the novelty it was rather generally sup- 
posed to be—so that, altogether, boredom was kept 
effectually at bay. 





ALL the same, J don't think the piece is one for 











anzbedy to build hopes upon. The plot is a trifle ; | For the terrible, Le 
childish, and its working out revealed two glaring tedious we 2 h 
defects, Incidents, and even whole scenes, claim f matinee, =e pe 
attention which have nothing to do with the busi- | It driveth a f/ tr 
ness in gp and the gras with whom we are chap to drink. EVENING DRESS. 
apparently expected to be in sympathy, are simply ‘in : a on sgpeatane 
a a despicable set of individuals, As I pi ad “ Rey PP TERRY'S. — The 50th representation of 
said before, it was capitally acted. Miss Feather- dear, I've been a CAUGHT IN April Showers, New Lamps for Old was celebrated on the fre 
ston's splendid bit of work in the second act was, %p boiler for 29th ult., by the production of the late Sir a 
if not exactly a revelation (for the lady has more jvare am Beyer Charles Young’s one act “episode,” called, Fur Her Child’s Sake. > 
than once before given evidence of “having some- my life!” It seems a sort of tradition among certain managers, that only a piece ” 
thing up her sleeve”), a ificent bit of comedy, of gloomy tinge can properly precede a | 
and she was ably secon therein by Mr. Compton Coutts in the comic play, and Miss Grahame does not - 
most cut and dried humours of the “hossy” masher. Mr. E. Righton appear ambitious tostrike out a new course. . 
was thoroughly at homeas the retired soap boiler, with yearnings after I am not prepared to say she is unwise, * 
and For Her Child’s Sake is a fair ” 
specimen of its class, rather more than . 
efficiently acted. It appeared to afford a 
the pit and gallery some amusement. A " 
second hearing confirmed my first view f: 
of New Lamps. It is exceptionally fresh f 
and funny, and should have a long run. yr 
Nops AND WINKS.—I’m by no means j 
an advocate for dress restrictions at places a: 
of public amusements, circumstances may G 
often occur to prevent one donning the b 
regulation swallow-tail, which every man 
detests the trouble of getting into, and in = 
which every man looks his best, but surely B 
& line might be drawn, by visitors to the 
better parts of the house, somewhere r 
between orthodox evening dress and the : 
rather free and easy garb sketched in the 
margin. It is apt to become rather pre- hs 
valent during the spring and summer 
months.—The genial William Greet, Esq., t 
gives hisannual matinée on the 17th inst., - 
and produces Cerise and (v., a new 
comedy by Mrs. Musgrave, the authoress : 
TOOLR'S.—A CLEVER ACTRESS, - Our Flat, occasion enough both for a , 
, um _ 2 9th ins pil 7 ’ 
“ sassiety” and a good match for his daughter, and Messrs. .Yorke rym serge aie-hanie Tees it 1 1 ° 
Ptephens, Luigi Lablache and E. Robson, and Misses | Robertha them, will be seen at the C ake ' me aa Serer s 
“rekine and Eva Moore took'conscientious care of ‘haracters whic} n “Wed - " Gas actin be 
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TOTTIE: 


A SHILLING SHOCKLET. 
By a Lady of Title. 


CHAPTER VII.—( Continued). 


IN the doorway appeared the slender form of a gentleman, appa- 
rently about thirty years of age, who, with closely cropped black head, 
piercing eyes to 
match and asinis- 
ter smile, stood 
for a moment 
calmly surveying 
the scene. 

“Ah, Man- 
drake !” he cried 
at length, ad- 
vancing towards 
us, the latter 
being still upon 
his knees, “at 
your old tricks 
again!” 

With a bound 
the Viscount was 
upon his feet, and 
with clenched 
hands and 
haughty de- 
meanour faced 
the intruder. 

“Curse you!” 
he shrieked, 
shaking his 
tawny moustache 
as an enraged 

1\ Dg I lion might shake 
[ee Srey tae Wiiii{/ his angry mane, 
































7-4 Vis rT ; 
ao) ee you are my evil 
Rs Si genius !” 
~ a “Not at all, 

S dear boy,” replied 


the other, with an excruciating smile; “ not at all—quite the con- 
trary if you would but acknowledge it ; but you're such a confoun- 
dedly excitable fellow. Compose yourself and introduce me to the 
young lady.” ' 

By a supreme effort the Viscount regained his composure, and, with 
a curt “ Miss Montressor—Sir Ghastly Grin,” wiped the beaded drops 
from his classic brow; then taking a peppermint lozenge from his 
waistcoat pocket he placed it in his mouth, and, with folded arms, 
stood disdainfully silent. Fae : 

“ Charmed to meet you, Miss Montressor,” said Sir Ghastly, with an 
elaborate bow and another smile of the same pattern as the last ; 
“you will be quite an acquisition to the limited society of Dismal- 
bury. May I inquire whether you intend to make a long stay in the 
neighbourhood ?” 

“That, I presume,” was my rejoinder, “entirely depends on 
circumstances and the Earl. This is my first essay in the réle of 
governess,” 

“Oh, governess!” he repeated, with a sardonic creasing of the 
facial muscles, “Then I’m afraid you will prove but a fleeting vision 
of loveliness—that is, if you follow the example of your predecessors 
—eh, Mandrake?” : 

The latter, with a convulsive movement, swallowed the peppermint 
drop and breathed heavily, but made no reply. 3 ss 

“You must beware of our friend, Miss Montressor, resumed Sir 
Ghastly, again addressing me, “he is a most fascinating dog, and 
breaks hearts as a pauper does stones. The kind of Adonis who is 
capable of keeping a small graveyard stocked on his own account, or 
prove a priceless boon to an undertaker just commencing business. 
By-the-by, Mandrake, Gertrude returns to-morrow ! : 

= fascinating dog clenched his teeth, and the baronet added, in 
reply to my look of inquiry— 

“ Lady Gestrnté Grin, a cousin, and Mandrake’s betrothed.” 
©. dead silence followed these ise in which a scaffold-pole might 

ve been dro and plainly h : 

“Well,” cheekied Sir Ghastly, breaking the awful stillness, “= 
trust you will jointly accept my apologies for interrupting such a 
tender scene. Quite an accident, 1 assure you. Am just running 
over to the Welchdale Steeplechases, and merely looked in out of 
pure civility. Haven’t another moment to spare. Ta-ta, old fellow ! 
Miss Montressor, your most admiring and obedient—I shall be heart- 
broken till we meet again! Aw revoir/” and, witha comprehensive 
wave of the hand, followed by a diabolical smile, he withdrew. 








As the door closed, the Viscount threw up his arms, with a gesture 
of d and burst into a flood of terrible tears. 

“ Why am I cursed by fate?” he moaned, between the sobs, “ Why 
Cage Nt Bite toe Wee 8 iy BAT” , oii pies 

cry, cry away,” I answered, wildly ; “cry till your false so 
melts ; and then ask me more conundrums. What matters my young 
affections blighted—my trusting heart crushed and bleeding eath 
the weight of perjured vows?” 

“Tottie!” he cried, in tones of piercing anguish, “turn not from 
me in anger. Foredoomed, as I am, by ruthless fate, my troth 
plighted to another—you shall yet be mine. I love madly, 
wildly, incoherently—your sweet, unsophisticated freshness 
has already proved a balm to my darkened soul; and to realms of 
unattainable I will yet bear you away. Ah! you turn aside— 
there is scorn upon your upturned naco—daienn upon chiselled 
eye. This cursed instrument has then foretold my doom!” and, 
convulsively grasping it, the solemn cadence of ‘The heart bowed 
down.” floated through the chamber ; the sonorous concertina, beneath 
the power of his nervous fingers, giving utterance to sounds like the 
wail of a tortured soul, 

It was too much. I glanced at the mobile face, darkened by 
despair, and no longer hesitated. With a shriek, I flung myself at his 
feet, crying, wildly, “Come storm, come tempest, slander or aspersion, 
I love you, Mandrake, and will be a viscount’s bride!” 

I felt the soft drooping moustache brush my cheek for a moment, 
and he fled to the inner apartment, bolting himself in, 

A tumult of conflicting passions raged within me. A hardy blue- 
bottle, precursor of Spring, buzzed mournfully on the window-pane. 
On the tloor lay the dog-eared copy book, and a “ Child's Guide to 
Knowledge.” By a mighty effort I stifled my girlish emotion and 
walked firmly to a mirror. The delicate blush on my trembling 
cheek was marred by’a white spot—the silent witness of that fleeting 
kiss, 

“It isa dreary world,” I murmured involuntarily ; “and this rouge 
is the worst I ever bought.” ite be continued, 
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NOT HER (FISHING) LINE. 
Fair Piscatriz.—“ Don’t you fish, Mr. Goodson ’” 
Mild representative of the Cloth.—* Only for sculs, Mise Diana ! ” 
F. P.—*“ Soles! deep sea fishing, I suppose ; I’ve never tried it.” 
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THE THEORY OF PORTRAITURE. 


ent artiste, of the same man, very truly remarks :—“ Something must 
What is the explanation? The -ufficiently obvious one that a portrait 
famous man, but many, if we really desire to get at his most 














The Globe, in commenting upon the extraordinary differences in different portraits, by differ 
be allowed for the difference in the artist's point of view, but this does not explain everything. pep 
depends, for its accuracy, upon the personality of the artist. . . . We want not only one portrait Of 4 
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) appreciate all his qualities to the full extent. So he went and sat to 
his is his portrait by Brown, whose speciality was to sec finely cut 
sion of herculean physique. 


w, we knew a famous man named Smith who realized this 
relection of portrait painters who were sy sliste. This is 
features in @ sitter, 8. This is his portrait by Green, wl 
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We sSmith by Black. who aw oh sittere of i Hificant proportions, nterbalanced by an airof comumandiug lin purlauce 5. And this iss. by White, 
‘ keawin hima pensive youth of ce ite and intellectual stau p. ‘1 2 Wa } lered a very fine portrait by competent judges unacquainted with the origina] 

















W, in Smith & case, posterity bad uo di Lies: i t 
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aracteristic, Smith was, perhaps, the finest character 
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[See Cartoon Verses, p. 160, 
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“ MANIPULATED.” 


He was indeed a poor little thing ! 

He stole into our office and crept under a chair to hide himself, and 
we gently and pity- 
ingly drew him forth 
by the hair; then we 
noticed that he ap- 
peared very bulky. 

“Who are you?” 
we asked, 

He seemed dazed, 
and muttered, “ Blest 
if I'm quite sure — 
they’ve n at me 
so, one and another of 
‘em! If you give me 
a moment, perhaps I 
may recollect.” 

“* Don’t you seem to 
be too much wrapped 
up—to have on too 
much of your ward- 
robe at once?” we 
asked, 

“Tco mech! I’m nearly suffocated! But it isn’t my wardrobe— 
I haven't any wardrobe when I'm let alone. All these confounded 
clothes belong to other people who've swaddied me up in ’em for their 
own ends, and I wish you'd help a fellow to get em off.” 

We lenta hand. First we removed a beautiful suit of pure and 
shining white, such as saints often go about in in pictures. We were 
wrapped in admiration of the beauty of this suit when the visitor 
exclaimed, “ Ah, that suit was put on me, as a disguise, by the Chief 
Secretary of a Government Department. Beautiful, isn't it? My 
tein mother wouldn’t have recognized me in it—made me look so 
ovely, 

We now resumed operations, and stripped the visitor of another 
suit, this time as black as pitch. 

* Ah, yes—let me see,” he said, “I was stuffed into this suit by a 
member of the Opposition—mother wouldn’t have known me in that 
apy more than in the other, It was made specially for me to make 
me look as dreadful and forbidding as possible—it did, too, didn’t it?” 

‘ And can’t you recollect who you are yet ?” we inquired. 

“ Yes, I have it!—I am THE FAcT—the FACT about an incident of 
that Government Department; bat you haven't got to me yet. I 
know how it was——the member of the Opposition wrapped me up in 
that horrid black suit to injure the Government, and then the Govern- 
ment covered it up with that white and shining raiment to screen 
themselves—that was it; I have it all clearly now.” 

We forgot to mention that, outside that final white raiment, the 
poor little fellow had been completely enveloped in dense cobwebs, 
| ortions of which floated all around him and attached themselves to 
every object in sight, 

“ And those cobwebs?" we asked. 

“That's the muddled impression given to the public by all these 
exertions of which I have been the victim. It was the Government 
which supplied most of the cobwebs, you know. 

_ Having removed the black and forbidding suit, we found the poor 
little fellow covered from head to feet ‘with gilding—as bright as a 
new sovereign. He quite dazzled and delighted us, 

-“ Ah, we've got to the true surface of you at last!" we exclaimed. 
*“Poohi! pot a bit of it—never more mistaken in your life!” he 
replied ; ,“ the Government decorated me like this; but don't you 

‘observe that I appear 
all nobs and irregu- 
larities under this 

, beautiful surface — as 

shapeless as a potato?” 
‘} “You don’t appear 
sy , to be very neat in out- 

-, line, we admit,” we 





“Just so — please 
ecrape me,” 

We did, and found 
that the gilt had simply 
been put on over a 
thick coating of black 
mud, 

“This was shied at 
BL, gored me by the member of 
the Opposition,” said that poor little Fact. 

“Good gracious! what are you really like when one comes to you !” 
we inquired, 
“Well,” he said, “you see I'm a Fact about a Government Depart- 





ment; so I’m afraid you won't think me very beautiful when youjdo 
come to me—I am not a beauty, I fear.” 

We carefully scraped off the mud, and there he was. 

He was not so black as that black suit; still less was he so white 
as that white suit; without being of such very evil appearance as 
that forbidding mud, he certainly could lay no claim to such beauty 
as the gilding had conferred. But still, there he was at last, that 
Fact about the Department. 

But, alas! before we had time to really examine him, in dashed 
the Secretary of the Department, snapped up the poor little Fact, 
swaddled him hastily in green cloth, tied the lot round in a tangle 
of red tape, and whisked away. 

Dropping a scalding tear of sympathy, we hurried to the gates of 
the Department, and tried to get in to search for the victim ; but the 
gates were quickly slammed against our nose. We have, therefore, 
issued the following advertisement :— 

“Lost! in the mazes of a Government Department—probably in 
the Admiralty section—an unprotected and defenceless Fact. Who- 
ever shall give information which shall lead to the restoration of the 
missing one to the light of day,’shall be rewarded with the undying 
gratitude of the Public.” 

We are told there isn’t much hope, as no reward would induce any- 
one to make so unusual an attempt. 








Weed-do not Doubt It. 
SiR MORRELL MACKENZIE 
Drives pros. into frenzy, 
For against actors smoking he cutteth up rough. 
He says the weed’s choice is 
A foe to their voices— 
Which anti- pipe statement 
Must cause pros. abatement, 
For actors, you know, are so fond of a “ puff.”. 
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OVERHEARD AT THE INSTITUTE. 
Aristocratie Model.—“* Not like me’? Of course it isn’t; and 80 














I said to Smudge, ‘1 don’t pretend to be an artist myself,’ said I ; ‘but 
I know how my own face ought to be painted,’” 
' Perhaps that was the "‘éason the artist—)ut matter. 
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(Bis)Marcketable. 


PRINCE BISMARCK’S fayou- 
rite paper (‘tis well 
known) 

Is Mr. Fun, who cheers 
the Grand Old Otto! 

He Otto read it (as events 
have shown) 

More deeply now, if 
“‘ Wisdom ” be his motto, 

“Young Germany” a kick- 
ing up its heels,— 

The Emperor shunting | 
the old-time adviser,— | 

A growing storm (so some 
opine) reveals, 

And makesone watch the 
changes in this (s)Ky,- 
sir: 

Still, some native swells 
may cry to B. ere long, 

“Come back to Herren,” 
—like the Irish song, 
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Un-Irving ’Em. 
[Mr. Irving has declined an invi- 
tition to stand for Thanet as an 
M.P.] 
Mr. IRVING says, says he, 
He won’t be an M.P. 
So he hopes that no well 
meaning friends will 





plan it. 

He is all right in the 
Strand, 

So for Thanet he won’t 
stand— 


Henry doubtless knows a 
better method than it. 
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A POST-MORTEM ala 
Mode— Cutting an acquaint- 
ance dead, 





Girlette.—“ Yes, Tip isn’t well just now. 


AN UNKIND REFLECTION. 


You know we have been very careful not to tell him that he isn’t 


thoroughbred for fear of hurting his feelings, and Jack held him up to the glass the other day, and he yawned 
and saw that his mouth wasn’t black inside like it ought to be, and he’s been out of sorts ever since.” 








The Newest Y. M. C. A. 


[An entirely novel suggestion is (says the Manchester Courier) exciting the 
1 to start a federation of 


Young Men’s Conservative Associations, on the lines of the Young Men’s Christian 
Association, In view of this, FUN suggests the following appeal.] 


interest of Conservative organizers. 


A NEW Y.M.C. A. we are getting under way, 
But not the Y. M. C. A. you might fancy ; 
‘Tis intended, you'll please note, Tory preach- 
ing to promote— 
A creed which common-sense folk deem 
romancy. 
‘Tis the creed which great Lord S. and his 
nephew both profess, 
And is held by all non-thinkers in this 
nation 
To be the very best that this country e’er 
possest, 
So join our Y, M. C. Association. 


Come and join us, O ye youths; learn our 
non-reforming truths 
(The truths which thinking Britons view 
as “ stories”), 
And we will quickly tell how we do nought, 
and do it well, 
For that’s the proper attitude of Tories. 
We i Snes you to condemn that nefarious 
O. M. 
In splendid Tyndallese vituperation ;! 
At whatever he may do, you may bellow 
and booh-0o, 
If you join our Y. M. C. Association. 


All the Irish, you will learn, are only fit to 
burn 
(Except the Ulster few who think as we 
_ think) ; 
4nd at all thoughts of reform, you'll be taught 
sneer and storm 





This is a proposa 





THE POETS. 
Idiotically lllustrated by our Earlswood Artist. 
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CowPEer.—“ Surprised at all they meet, the; 
gosling pair.” —The Progress of Error. 


As all the true Conservatives with glee think. 

You will learn that Liberals are worse than heathens—yes, by far ; 
That the Z'imes deserves your highest adoration ; 

And to properly revere each reform-obstructing peer, 


If you join our Y, M. C, Association, 


In short—and to conclude—you'll be carefully 
imbued 
With ineffable contempt for true progression, 
And most piously to praise all brave Balfour's 
artful ways, 
And to keep the present Government in 
possession. 
But, you ne'er must question ought that is by 
the Tories taught 
(Or, like Randolph, you will meet our con- 
demnation), 
If to all this you say “ Yea,” come and join, 
without delay, 
Our political Young Men’s Association. 





In the Van. 


(Some are gloating over the statement, ia the third 
Annual Report of the Liberal Union Club, with 
regard to the success of the Union Jack Van, which 
roams around, disseminating appropriate tracts, etc.) 

THe Union Jack Van, 
Which but lately began 
To roam around parts truly rural, 
Is, 80 journals confess, 
A tremendous success, 
With its tracts penned ia towns intra-mural, 
It scatters around 
Books, in which may be found, 
All Unionistic urbanity ; 
But similar vans 
Trot round opposite plans, 
So wherefore this Union Jaek Van-ity ? 
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“WOO'D” HA’ THOUGHT IT? The St. Stephen’s Hye-glass Ten 
“There is a caterpillar which has a growth of fungus on the top of its head which heeps | Brigade. | 
troreasing and increasing, while the caterpillar keeps decreasing and decreasing till it | _ [The new Mania for og age a distinguished Whe 
eventually disappears, and the fungus takes root and becomes a plant. 19 : ieniiaeee | Pe ie adits “ ihe Mniines Seienaa Soren 
— Vide Wood's NATORAT , | Yeason to believe that the old brigadiers addresseq 
their new Ayry recruit in the following terms.) SAIT 
Au! deah boy, we wejoice you're elected i 
To help cheer this dweawy old House ; Way 
For you'll weinforce us who've effected And 
A check to the fogies with nous, For 
Ya We venture but small interference Out 
- With Home Wule, or with Tithes or Fwee Hon 
\ Twade, Wh 
But we put in a dashing appeawance, 7 
And are known as the Eye-glass Bwigade, 7” 
Our election, like yours, deah old chappie, Six 
May have kept some twue Libewals out : Salt 
Though we (even for Tories) are sappy, Now 
Our Party wespects us, no doubt. And 
Though our bwains mayn’t be famous for And 
bwightness, Asa 
And mightn’t scale much were they So 
weighed, ; 
To the Senate we add quite a lightness, Anc 
This wemarkable Eye-glass Bwigade. Lea 
Earl ‘‘ Ben” would have pwobably called us lhe 
Iwwesponsible, fwiv’lling M.P.s, 
For, you see, wisdom’s nevah enthwalled us, “ay 
We're light comedy swells, if you please. ; 
So, Hon. Member for Ayr, help us fwivol, For 
To annoy all M.P.s who are staid ; 
— For we're dashing, although we but dwivel, An 
. : : 4 = y ? rio 
Quorum Erat Demonstrandum |! Grieved and grumbling FUN will throw a er gree eee Bri 
There has of late been much difficulty in forming a Cold water coldly o’er ‘em ! An 
rum of members in the House of Commons on For grumbling FUN is grieved to know Peg-Top-ical. 
lays. The Speaker very justly declares that The atri re Bri ia ga , : 
ection aa te . : certain amount of discredit ” They'd ipo ees poem ye go ~ rhe hie now have ayes a 
nee, And form the needful quorum ! !! Pasa tink Sect, rely ngs POE An 
To the tune of “ Tullochgorum.” | Whipping-tops and tops for “ Gully, An 
th Dare enaiiente chaut* Medtemeiie oited a Encased in mud their hands to sully. An 
, 810N | 10TT, ritannia cried, ia . ° 30 
‘And these my Solons, true and tried, > P Ppl le.The Stan! 1 Afri Boys are now peg-uliar drudges. 4 
yan sunnier lad ant ane ane _P. P. Poltwatt é——-the Stanley anc African | Yearning to pay sundry “ grudges, ty 
10 proudly oer my weal | , Exhibition has young lady guides, I am They scamp their “sums,” and eke geo- nal 
Have much hard work before ‘em. | going, . | aaah ’ g Sui 
“hie ane by . " ve) ; ° P 79 
- Whig fod Tors, Whie oy Penelope P.—Are you? I’m going with you Yj And study nothing but top-ography. a 
Whig and Tory then agree comes ‘4 ae ee vee ee res veneer 
To drop their whig-mig-morum, Th 
Let Whig and Tory all agree Ty 
lo lay aside their mirth and glee, So) 
And prove their faithfulness to me He 
iy making up a quorum!” 
Responsive to Britannia’s cry, An 
[oes every valiant member fly, An 
With heaving breast and flashing eye, Ka 
Towards the hallowed forum ? Ba 
Nay, noble members plainly show, At 
Noble members, noble members, Bi 
Noble members plainly show St 
That public duties bore 'em. Al 
Our noble members plainly show 
llow much it irks them to forego Ay 
Their joys: for, oh! they're deuced slow Al 
At making up a quorum ! As 
Within the House, each We'n'sday noon, Te 
The Speaker sits—a woesome loon !- a 
And hopes, a8 members come, that soon al 
There'll surely be two score o'em, D 
But sour and sulky he may sit, f: 
Sour and sulky, sour and sulky, al 
Sour and sulky he may sit 
Like “auld Plulosophorum,” 5] 
Yea, sour and sulky he may sit,— L 
It shames our Solons not a bit: | Q) 
Shall they their cheerful pastimes quit W 
To form a cheerless quorum . ; 
We bow our heads and bend our knees t 
before our great and grand M.P.s, s 
We waft their praise on every breeze, 
We reverence and adore ‘em. 
But grieved and grambling FUN wil! throw CANDID CRITICISM. 
Grieved and grumbling, grieved and “It’s all very well to talk about impressionism, but tell me, did youi’mean that thing 10 ' 
midd f the stream fora cow ora grand piar It gi me the impress 
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Lost and Found. 


Ten widows of Grimsby rose up with the 
light, 

Whe ed wedded wives ’ere the fall of the 
night. 


Sarip one, “Six months since the Autumn 
bleach 

Whitened the bent-grass by cliff and beach ; 

And the good brig, Sando, set out to sea, 

For the Northern coast-fishery. 

Out to sea, with her crew of ten 

Honest-hearted seafaring men, 

Whose tanned cheeks, wet with our parting 
tears, 

We shall kiss no more through the weary 
years |— 

Six long months have we eaten food 

Salt with the tears of widowhood ; 

Now,” she said, “‘ comes a holiday, 

And our children clamour for leave to play : 

And grief weighs heavy upon the young, 

As a mourning pall on a daisy flung.” 

So each widow put on her crape-trimmed 
crown 

And left her home in the smoky town ; 

|.eading their orphans by the hands, 

lhey bent their steps towards Grimsby 
sands, 

Saying, “Six months since the town bells 
tolled 

For our own good husbands, drowned and 
cold ; 

And they ring out a peal, and the ships are 
all 

Bright with bunting, as if for a festival! 

And the docks are crowded with folk all 
dressed, 

Light of heart, in their Sunday best : 

Too gay a sight for lone women like we.” 

And each widow sighed full drearily, 

And turned to go to her lonely home, 

But their children plucked at their weeds 
and, * Come,” 

Said they, ‘ Oh, come let us wend and see, 

Sure some strange new ship has come in from 
sea !”’ 

So they hung their heads and were borne 
along 

The paved quayside by the eager throng. 

‘Twas a stout brig lay in the dock at peace, 

Sore scarred by conflict with bitter seas ; 

Her bridge was gone and her seams gaped 
wide, 

And her steam-pipe bent like a bow aside ; 

And the icicles in her rigging still, 

last melting under the sharp sun’s will. 

battered and broken—all but a wreck, 

And her crew stood there on her raffled deck ; 

Bronzed and long-haired—a group of ten 

Sturdy English seafaring men. 

And the crowd about them parted and 
swayed, 

And, “ These are the widows,’ some one said. 

And the eldest, she with the hardest face, 

Asked a stranger, “ For God’s dear grace 

Tell us what ship this ship may be!” 

“It is the ‘Sando’ brig,” said he, 

“ All deemed lost,” and an awful shriek 

Drowned further words that he might speak : 

I'was a shriek in a cheer scarce drowned, 

“ Husbands!” “ Wives!” and the “ Lost and 

_ Found,” 

Sprang together, and madly met, 

Lips with lips, cheeks with cheeks—all wet— 

Clung and clasped, and held off and gazed, 

While the children stared at their dads half 

: dazed : 

Until the rough arm, clad in blue, 

“‘retched out and clasped their fair heads, 

too. 
And the fickle crowd, which had sobbed 
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rst out with a Titan roar, 
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INSULT TO INJURY. 
Mrs. O’Thinnigan.—“ Och, Mithress O’Fattigan! There! that divvle’s limb av a bye av 
yours bin into me house an’ ate arl the dinner, ‘twas for me four poor children |!” 


Mrs. O' Fattigan.—“ Arl the dinner, is it? 
nivver know the differ, ye ould greyhound !”’ 


Faix, thin, it won’t hurt Aim, and they'll 





As a thin hard voice on a silence broke, 

“ John,” she said, ‘we've rubbed the Insur- 
ance folk 

And spent the money for our dead men, 

Shall us ha’ to gie’t all back agen?” 

More to tell’? Nay, the story’s done, 

Ten widows less in Grimsby town ; 

Ten good men won from the Ocean’s deeps, 

Out of the thousands whom she keeps 

Till the day when the great Log Book is 
read, 

And, unwilling, she renders back our dead ! 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK 
TOWER. 


CAPTAIN SIR JOHN COLOMB deserves a 
column to be erected in his honour by that 
civil branch of the Civil Service, the Custom 
House officers. They are decent fellows, the 
gentlemen with blue coats and bright buttons, 
although one doesn’t care to be button-holed 
by them, if coming up the Thames on the 
Antwerp boat, with one’s pockets full of 
bird’seye and cigars. Sir John was supported 
by Mr. Bradlaugh in his contention that the 
pay and promotion grievances of the customs 
are customs to be honoured more in the 
breach than in the observance. 

Mr. Labouchere opened Ja bouche against 
the cost to the nation of the Royal Palaces, 
and suggested that Kensington Palace 
should be converted into an emporium for 
the sale of Temperance drinks—a Band of 
Hopeful prospect. Hn passant, we have at last 
discovered why whan, ay th Member has 
set up his Lares and Penates under the 
shadow of the Abbey of St. Peter at West- 
minster. It’s because, dont’chersee, he’s 
L’ Abbé. 

Randy, on Monday, gave notice of his 
intention to introduce a Licensing Bill 


Authority on Licence. Randy takes sucha 
lot of it in politics himself. 

Mr. Morton wants to know if the Admiralty 
stables are used by the Horse Marines—this 
question raised a horse laugh. 

Members who hoped to get away on 
Tucesiay were not disappointed ; the demand 
for supply having been satisfied, the House ad- 
journed, And then, hey for the holidays, 
Let Howorth grumble, an’ he will—we “ want 
to romp with our children ” now. 


In the Spring the M.P.’s fancy lightly turns 
to thoughts of rest, 

Ard they’re most uncommon Commons who 
would vote St. Stephen’s best. 


Essence of Romance.—No. 3. 


“A WAY THEY HAVE IN THE ARMY.” 
HE was a very bold dragoon, 

His bravery, he said, was furious ; 
And he attracted Milly Moon— 

Young women that way are so curious, 


When they ‘“‘ walked out” she always paid, 
He freely off'ring her—that latitude ; 

Which she, the tender-hearted maid, 
Availed herself of with weak gratitude. 


One eve she met him—poor Miss Moon !— 
And begg’d, for once, he'd waive all pay of 
her ; 
Whereon, what did that bold dragoon ? 
Black’d both her eyes, then march’d away 
from her. 
‘WHAT do you font?” is what the parson is 
reported to have said to the christening party. 





LABOUR IN VEIN.—Coal Mining. 
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Our Special writes :—“ The accompanying sketches are, as you will see, 
at Easter. I cannot, with any amount of truth, say that | sa or heard of all, or ang, 
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View oP One of the Cashr Engagements. _ Brilliant repulse “4 


SOME EASTER VOLUNTEER VAGARIES. . 
worshipful Mr. FUN, of the kind you commissioned me to execule—viz., veracious records of Volunteer doing; 
of the incidents depicted, But that was simply because [was not in the right piace at the right : 


time.” 
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I1AS anyone anywheres seen a child what's somehow or ‘nother got 
lost on this ground ? 

Leastways, I calls him lost, for nobody seems to know where he’s 
next to be found ; 

And he ain't so much of a child, neither, for his upper lip with big 
curly moustachios is hid, 

Though, in other respects, he appears like a fractious and quite 
irresponsibie, imperent kid, 

The folk what he lived with were stoopid, maybe, though none the 
less a fairly respectable lot ; 

sut you coulda’t depend on him, not for two minutes together, and 
the question is—where has he got ? 





The Lost Child,—(SEE CARTOON.) 


He hated obedience, and always kicked over the traces if ever he saw 
a chance, 

And he’s leading now the old people, who’re anxious to learn of 
his whereabouts, a pretty fine dance. . 

Oh, crikey; why, there he is after all, the troublesome, howling 
young brat ! , 

And a stout old party—his mother, perhaps—is coaxing him home, 
spose that’s what she is at ; ; 

But he don’t seem sure if he'll go with her, or else with the bobby 
whose aid he’s free to employ. _ 

Aye, that’s right, when you want to know the time of day, ''® 
gen’rally just as well to ask a p'liceman, my boy. 


—— 
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FUN’S" TIP-TOPIGAL TOUOHES 
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== »¥ hak- beday remorse figer-killer. 


Ll) A itty shilling pony on its holiday of | (3) A wife attacked her hubby wins ‘hair leg, 80 one reads, (6) A wild Italian organ-grinder bashed folks 
But the law (she’s on remand) s i make her chairy of such deeds, with a bar, 
Was be rate *n by Barrow-nial boys, who met And six bars’ rest they gave him where 
ining fate. (4) The cricket season’s t .rd—and batswomen are now agog big bolte and bars, too, are. 
ane With fair ng bowieresses, WO g AG Gauy " 10g 1) A lady has in tiger-shooting gained a 
“ OlDer prints to kick, too, aren't “ha » Cr : A t ler ra, went r Dg littie gir And so she doth (Qal)-cutta shine in every 


ick”-ward for a ‘ try. And now awhile they'll languish where toeig hair won Vruntecursa | ADUAR Own 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 


Y »— THE opening of the 
i¢ fe Carl Rosa operatic season 
~ a here was a “function” of 
some spirit. After the 

usual little comic tit-up 
over the National Anthem 
(at which the serious critics 
express their unbounded 
surprise every time), the 
company gave us a first 
taste of their quality in the 
opening chorus of Romev 
and Juliet, which set them 
(and us) up for the rest of 
the evening ; indeed, before 
going any further, I may 
say, ‘“Hoorah for the 
chorus!” all through—not 
only in this opera, but in 
the following ones heard 
up to date, Carmen, The 
Bohemian Girl, and 
Faust — particularly 
iia, Faust, and more 
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particularly 
“ The Soldiers 
Chorus” in Faust, 
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THE chorus may now leave ///7///% 
the stage, and enter the Mb 
principals, Place aux dames. DRURY LANE.—BARTON IS SUCH SWEET 
Mdlle, de Lussan, although BORROW. 
sharing, with her collaborateurs, 
an aspect of weariness—it was only one aspect of weariness, and as 
there were a good many to share it, individual defect was not great— 
Mias de Lussan, I say, sang deliciously, 
but my bad training led me to be 
most irreverently amused at Shakes- 
peare put into rhyme. Mr. Barton 
M‘Guckin, though a robust hero— 
as is the habit (ha, ha! habit is good) 
of _— heroes — sung rather 
sleepily, but right sweetly withal. I 
thoroughly enjoyed his duet with 
Juliet in the Palace of Puss in Boots, 
and later in the Saxon Castle which 
Friar Lawrance had selected for his 
lowly retreat. The trio of these three 
was, moreover, one of the things I 
enjoyed as much as anything. Mr. 
Celli—the cast was very fine and 
strong, by-the-way—was a very good, 
though there might possibly have 
been a better, Mercutio; 

and Mr. John Child was 
a very spirited Tybalt, I 
can't help 
thinking it was 
mean of Romeo 
(obviously a su- Dnvry Lang.—Miss Drew 
perior hand with —NAY, MIS-DRAWN, IP 
the rapier, too) ‘°° “'\™ 
to provoke him to 
combat immediately on the top of his 
fight with Mercutio. The result might 
have been expected. 





WHETHER it was through my seat being 
close to the band (which, I’m afraid, | 
interrupted a good deal with my conver- 
sation), or from some other cause, it seemed 
to me that Miss Drew's voice did not 
exactly fill Drury Lane—which is, how- 


ever, no smal! tasi rhis lady's gay attire 


DRURY LANE. — Tue 
MONK's Room. 


PI 





Carmen calls for no particular “ holding forth,” except that Mdlle. 
de Lussan wasa splendidly cheeky, or, if you prefer it, ciic-y, Carmen, 
and that the band and Mr. Crotty had different ideas of the tempu 
for the Toreador song. (P.S.—The band was right.) In Faust, Miss 
Lucille Saunders made a nervous, but very creditable “ first appear- 


ance in London” as Siebel. It is more than pos-Siebel that she will 
do better with it 


later on. 





THEATRE, SvurR.- 
REY.—Richmond 
was very lively 
and very full—] 
may say cram- 
med full—on the 
occasion of the opening of this pretty little 
theatre. I daresay the fact of its being Easter 
Monday had something to do with the influx of 
visitors ; but be that as it may, as many of them 
as could fit—and that is not a few—had made 
| their way to the theatre, where Mr. Horace Len. 
nard inaugurated his managerial campaign with 
a particularly strong afternoon entertainment. 
“God Save the Queen” was sung (contrary to the 
ag ng Naga Drury Lane practice—nemine contradicente), and 
FIELD. Mrs. Langtry spoke an address by Mr. F. Bingham, 
Then followed Mr. Lennard’s farce, Namesakes, a 
miscellaneous collection of individual efforts by such clever folks as 
Miss Amy Roselle, Mrs, Shaw, Mr. H. Pyattand Mr. Harry Nicholls. Mr. 
Templar Saxe sang well—very well—too. The Trial Scnee from Pick- 
wick—with heaps of people on the programme, who, somehow, were 
not observable on the stage,—and a jury of Richmond residents, closed 
the celebration. In the evening the regular, regular, regular, regular 
right down royal campaign commenced with Jim the Penman, with 
Mr, Arthur Dacre and Lady Monckton in their original parts. 

















THE building in which the theatre is sit- 
uated—for it is only part of a rather 
unique whole—contains also a gymna- 
sium, @ very fine ballroom, a restaur- 
ant, and an apparently endless series 
of kitchens, pantries, and such like 
places, It stands upon the site of 
J the Old Castle 
GEN! Assembly Rooms, 
Mune and the ball- 
\a 
we 
ze \ 


‘a ’ sl PS TIEN room overlooks 
a CY 


the fiver, s0 
IX that life (in the 
HH ballroom) will have 
I)! a touch of poetry 


in it every time. 
Mr. Mouflet, of 
“ The Greyhound,” 
is the “influential 
Wy a W\\S ) _. fairy” who has 
AY a atiy = : 343 worked the trans- 

. formation, and ap- 
pears to have gone 
into the business 
with an energy (and a purse) which must command success, 


THE CoMEDY.—Mr. Burnand’s version of Domestie Economy, with 
Mr. Solomon's music, was produced 

at the ridiculous hour of 10.30 here 
the otherevening. Itisveryfunny, ~ 
and the music is quite up to the Z, 
Solomon standard, but it isn’t worth “7H 
missing an oyster supper for. Miss Yip Yi 
Alma Stanley and Mr. Dagnall play 7772s. % 
the Grumleys, and Misses Yorke and 3 
Mary Glover smaller parts with // Y Ys. 
plenty of go, and Master Solomon ‘ YY 
is much appreciated, [ye 


NODS AND WINKS.—I suppose 
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Mr. Brandon knows that there isa § REMARKABLE DIscovERy OF AN 
play called The Passion Flower EMINENT JOURNALIST IN 4 
already in existence; and I presume 

Mr. Jerome knows that Ruth is not a new title—Messrs, Wills and 
3 illips have written Aa piece called 7] 4 Fata ? Fr (\day—* Dramati 
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TOTTIR: 


A SHILLING SHOCKLET. 
Bv a Lady of Title, 


CHAPTER VIII. 


WHICH CHRONICLES THE PROGRESS OF A WATERY PASSION AND 
THE APPEARANCE OF LADY GERTRUDE. 


THEY were sweet days that followed. The earl took plenty of out- 
door exercise, and consequently troubled us but little ; with the result 
- ; that lessons were ut- 

terly neglected, and 





~ ~<\y. 





jee. ee we delivered ourselves 

i) Sager oer ; up entirely to the 
\ PON mscemcs & maddening delirium 
¥e. of love’s youngdream. 






Sitting in a low 
cushioned chair, the 
viscount on a stool 
at my feet, and the 
concertina idly re- 
posing upon the floor, 
we gazed into each 
other’s orbits, and 
dreamily exchanged 
those canoodling vows 
of affection so sweet 
to Cupid - struck 
hearts, Anon, I would 
croon little snatches 
of melody for his 
gratification — choice 
morsels culled from 
my former recollec- 
tions of music hall 
jaunts ; and with his 
sympathetic, over- 
, Who charged soul on his 
a ; yg lips, he would listen 

ay es ee pes - “2% Ag. entranced to the re- 

Da ot fined lilt of “What 
eS Cheer, ‘ltia,” ‘“ A-k a P'leeceman,” or “ When the 
1A\\\Wate World is McDougallized.” 
of a On such occasions—he had, in the interim, with 
\ oa, pe 
ef BF 


instinctive loverlike magnetism, acquired a few 

slang phrases—he would playfully term mea “cough 
‘iop,” and endeavour to follow the air with his concertina ; but as it 
invariably slid into “The Heart Bowed Down,” he would throw the 
instrument impatiently from him, and once more become the adoring 
slave at my feet. 

The great drawback was his tendency towards tears. So copious 
and so frequent were these outbursts, that his darling nose gradually 
grew to be in a state of chronic inflammation, and the lustrous eyes 
became red and swollen. 

_ “Why do you love me, Tottie?” he one day sobbed, with emotion, 

naving completely saturated the six new pocket-handkerchiefs I had 

ust hemmed for him, “ why do you love an abject, blighted wretch ?” 

_“ Because,” I responded, convulsively,—‘ because you're such a toff. 

Young, innocent and girlish as I am, I can yet plainly see there's 

vothing of the ‘glass of bitter and twopenny smoke’ about you, Oh, 
my soul’s idol, ask me another one!” 

He gazed wonderingly in my passion- 
lit face for a moment, then looked round 
for a handkerchief ; but as they were all 
steaming on a chair-back in front of the 
fire, he drew the cuffsiof his coat sleeve 
painfully across his tear-swollen nose and 
murmured feebly, “I think I could fancy 
some tripe for supper to-night.” ; 

“ And you shall have it, my Drakey !’ 
I exclaimed, throwing my bashful arms 
around his manly neck,—“ you shall have 
it, if I cook it with my own fair hands.’ 

Sir Ghastly called punctually every 
morning, giving me to understand by 
ents covert winks and grimaces that I had 
; cated an impression upon his susceptible feelings ; but Itarned with 
mss scorn from the loathsome attentions of a lowly baronet. Once, 

Ppt, him on the staircase, he chucked me under the chin—an act 
- politeness which I promptly repaid by a sounding smack on the 
its; but he merely smiled, and kissed his hand in token of affec- 
‘onate adieu, 

ai =, xiously longed to see Lady (Gertrude, who, unaccountably, had 
ssea UO put in an appearance, At length, one evening she came. 
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The blood-red glory of a Hurning sunset shed a crimson halo around 
the glowing splendour of her wondrous beauty, as, leaping from her 
thoroughbred mare and flicking the ash from her cigarette, she strode 


disdainfally into the apartment where by chance I was standing : a, | 
one, “ce 

_ Fora moment my heart quivered—I felt as though Fate was pour- 

ing cold water down my back—as though the iron had en my 


soul, 

“I’m afraid there won’t be any this week,” I said, with a slight 
shake of the head, turning negligently towards her. 

" ae ? she gasped, her eyes blazing with scorn, ‘“ What do you 
mean?” 

“You're the young woman that’s called for the mangling, I pre- 
sume,” was my calm rejoinder. 

With a terrible gesture she drew her feline beauty up to its fullest 
— and, imperiously waving her riding-whip towards the door, said, 

ughtily, 

“Let Viscount Mandrake be informed of my presence here. [am 
Lady Gertrude Grin!” 

(To be continued.) 








A Study in Palmer-istry. 
(Mr. Palmer, of the Reading biscuit firm, has given to that town a park of forty» 
nine acres.] 

Mr. G. BISCUIT-PALMER gives forty-nine acres 
To Reading, its town and its holiday makers, 
Providing that naught but teetotalised liquors 
Shall therein be sold, but with this no one bickers, 

For of such a fine present no light can we make. 
For when you regard it in aspect that’s calmer, 
You'll cry, “ Bless the weeds of this kind-hearted Palmer ” ; 
His Park-uliar present’s a boon and a blessing, 
And so all unprejudiced folks are confessing 

That Palmer, plus biscuits, must now “ take the cake,” 





Snips and Snaps. 


“ WHAT !” cries Sculper to his friend Flamishorn, ‘sole owner of 
a gold mine—and in the Bankruptcy Court?" “Oh! my dear 
fellow,” replies Flamishorn, “when a man goes in for luxuries to 
that extent, it’s no wonder if he can't make both ends meet.” 

“My dear Pincher,” says Ferret, turning sharply from his news- 
paper, “ you’re a lawyer: what’s the difference, combining to swindle 
and conspiring to defraud?” “My dear Ferret,” replies Pincher, 
“that’s at least a twenty-guinea question for counsel’s opinion, if you 
are meditating an operation of either kind.” 


— 








~ 





“GRUEL CYNICISM. . 
Lanky Party (on foot path, to Puffington, on amall safety).—* D’ y’ 


‘ear, guv’nor? There ain't no society for preventin’ cruelty to 
hanimals w'ere you comes from, és there ’” 






Then, by a mighty effort, I rose to the occasion. 
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THE PROPHECY CORNER 
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WILLIAM THH ALL-ROUND. 





(Our SPECIAL LATEST INFORMATION.) 


Monday.—The following important Rescrirt has been issued by the 
German Emperor :— 


POTATO SALAD. 


Ir having lately come to my knowledge that my people have 
for some time past been in the habit of putting too much pepper 
in their potato salad, I have caused exhaustive inquiries to be 
made on the subject, and am 
regretfully convinced (re- 
grettschenkeittlich conwin- 
zirt ) that the reports which 
have from time to time come 
to my ears have a most de- 
plorable foundation in fact 
(Pfaktisischerepfaundation- 
skeit), 1 therefore feel it 
to be incumbent upon me 
to warn all whom it may 
concern that I do not con- 
sider it conducive to the 
welfare of our glorious em- 
pire that the practice should 
be continued ; and, for the 
furtherance of this reform, 
| have given instiuctions that all my faithful subjects who wish to 
indulge in potato salad shall, before eating, proceed with their portion 
to such public offices as shall be appointed, in order that their salad 
shall be examined and approved by the proper officer. WILLIAM, 





Tuesday.—PIMPLES—THE PARTING OF RED HAIR, 


My attention having been drawn to the fact that many of my 
subjects who enjoy red hair are in the habit of parting it in the 
middle, I take this opportunity of making it known that I do not 
adimire red hair when parted in the middle; and therefore am of 
opinion that such a mode of wearing it is favourable neither to the 
welfare of the empire, nor to the time-honoured and immemorial pre- 
eminence of Germany in personal beauty. 

I have also to speak of another subject, namely, the occasional 
practice of having a pimple—sometimes even on the nose; and to 
express my dislike and disapproval of such a practice. It is, there- 
fore, my desire that anyone having a pimple should either keep in 
bed until the objectionable demonstration has subsided, or, if com- 
pelled to issue from the house, should conceal the pimple by means of 
an umbrella, WILLIAM, 


We dnesday.—Field Guns—Eating with the Fork—Ships ef War— 
Corns and Bunions—Five-Kingered Lxrercise—Choice of 
Sewing Cottons — Elections to the Reichstag — Toothpicks. 


My attention having been called to certain irregularities and 
laptes Of taste in connection with the items above mentioned, I have 
decided to pay a house to house visit throughout the empire, with a 
view to the rectifica- 
tion of the errors. As 
lama bit of ascorcher 
(Ein kleines Skort- 
schersstiick) my sub- 
jects had better be on 
their best behaviour, 
and have their clean 
pinnies on ! 
WILLIAM, 





Convinced that 
rome details of the 
great reforms pro- 
_ by the German 
Zmperor cannot but 
interest our readers, 
we sent a Special Com- 
missioner to Germany 











to look about. He wiites— 
No sooner had I left the railway station than I was grasped 
violently by the back of the neck, and twisted round so as to face 
the grasper. 

“Look here!” he shouted in our ear, “you've got the loop you 
hang up your coat by sticking up above the collar. I hate that sort 
of thing. You just mind youreye! WILLIAM.” 

Then he hurried away. 

“What did His Majesty say to you?” asked a dozen bystanders of 


Kmperor an wi had suspected 





we proceeded to the house of the friend with whom we were to stay 
during our visit, and were soon seated at his hospitable board—laden 
with oil and vinegar. 

We were startled by an unusual noise in the flue of the stove, and 
a moment after, the cleansing trap was pushed suddenly open, and a 
head was thrust forth. 

“Here, you!” shouted the head, “I don’t like the way you've 
furnished this room of yours. Just you change it all sharp, or you'll 
know the reason why! WILLIAM.” 

Then the head disappeared ; and we were tremblingly aware that 
we had been once more in the presence of royalty and imperialism. 

“His Majesty is very active,” said our host, in a low and awe- 
stricken, yet admiring voice. Then he added, in a louder tone, 
“ Hoch!” and seemed more comfortable in his mind. 

After a sumptuous repast, we were about to open the piano for a 
little music, when we heard a scratching and commotion inside 
among the wires. Our host started back, and remarked, hurriedly, 
‘‘ Perhaps we had better not play it just yet: it might disturb His 
Majesty.” 

So we proceeded to a beer garden, and ordered a glass. As we 
lifted the lid, we were aware of a head being thrust forth from the 
tankard., 

“ Now, you!” it shouted, “ Don’t you drink quite so much beer,—! 
don’t like it. I’ve got my eye on you! WILLIAM.” 

It was too much. We were getting tired of it. Our soul wasn’t 
our own. Hastily packing our valise, we took the first train leaving. 
At the frontier we had alighted to enter the dowane, and were about 
to unlock our valise, when a voice, obviously within it, shouted, ‘ It’s 
all right, gauger! There’s nothing contraband here,—I'’ve been rout- 
ing itover. WILLIAM.” 

We suppose His Majesty’s energies don’t go beyond the frontier, as 
we missed him after that. 


so 

















A PILLER OF THE STATE.—Taie Queen’s physician. 
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THE NEGATIVE. 
lmateur Photographer.—“ Ah-h! you mustn’t move!” 
Elderly Subject.—“ Goodness! Am I taking?” 


A, P.— “Well-er, not exactly. But there’s no knowing- 
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Astride. a a — 
I KNOW a maiden fair to i Vy , She oe py f j 
see | on Bon 


Take care! 
She rides astride on a 
smart gee-gee, 
Beware! beware! 
Race her not, 
She will distance thee ! 


She has two l—s so trim 
and neat, 
Take care ! 
Is that why she prefers | 
this seat ? 
Beware! beware ! 
Race her not, 
She will distance thee! 


She has a figure she 
would expose, 
Take care |! 
A habit hides it, so off it 
goes ! 
Beware! beware! 
Race her not, 
She will distance thee ! 











She has two ankles— WY 
> MY 


haven’t you? Hf | \N : “se 
Take care ! Bee UU! PK YN HTH SAA: ANAS ST B= ' ie ie es 
She means to let them | aah Wn } IAN RA SSS” 7h -f Ate 


be on view, a | a \ yi AAAI HALAL |, SOSNRS Y) VSS Fara) ; Y py, Ne | 
X,eware ! beware ! WV Veo ae SSS i i i’. . 
tace her not, 
She will distance thee ! 








A NEIGHBOUR of ours | 
has a cat named Cesar, | 
and whenever our dog 
Cwsar he does (sar, 
[ve Ceesar ? 











“WHERE INNOCENCE——” 











A HINT to our lady 
readers :—It is said that Proud Mother,—* My son does not take tea, thank you. (Avs/d:.) The doctor has recommended him to avoid 
the body of a well-fitting stimulants. For what with his seeing blue monkeys and maroon skeletons sitting in his cha‘r, and lizards running 
dress should be “ boned,” over everything when he was going in for his last——~ What are those two letters that mean what you were goinz 
but our advice is to in for, John?” 
steel” it, John.—" D.T.; [ mean—er—B.A., of course.” 
THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. not think to obtain beforehand ; and it is odd if the poor organ have 


not some revenge o’ ye when this tyranny shall be overpast. For ‘tis 


No, 40.— SAG ND THE STARVER. ; 
0, 40.—THE SAGE A the true lord of a man, meant to fill compactly with wholesome meats 





SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, Philosopher and Sage; Succto, an and cheering drinks, and clasp hands before and do homage to. And 
Amateur Chamelevn, be it wronged or maltreated, a long list there be of evils to follow, of 

STRABISMUS, Odds gauntness! Whom have we here’? Sir Ugo- which diabolic dreams, dreadful qualms, sore misgivings, and choleric 
lino Redivivus, or Death’s eldest son Famine in skin and bone? Y’are | humours are the least. Alack, poorsoul! The twentieth and thir 
the Italian fasting man, I doubt? O, go to, goto! your nationality | day that sees thee breakfast, lunch, dine and sup on Nothing, washe:| 
strips the marvel bare. For that an Italian, - - down with the best spring water. Cio ye 


without your gingerbread now that y’ may 
have the gilt hereafter. Well, well! gett'st 
thou to the end of thy forty days thou wilt 
be wealthy, and able to set at naught that 
passage of Holy Writ wherein ’tis said that 
“A rich man cannot go through the eye of a 
needle.” Farewell, I would give thee some 
what to remember me by. And since it may 
not be a sandwich, it shall be a motto for thi 
shield the Herald’s College may yet devise 
for thee ; and it shall be written thereon in 
black letters of the best. 


“SUCEL BAD WME RATEN.” 
Gi’ ye good e’en. So long! 


who may live, if not fare sumptuously, on a 
crust rubbed with garlic, or the mere smell of 
an oily rag, should exist on the greasy wonder, 
the beef-fed curiosity of staring hundreds of 
portly London burghers, is no wonder at all 
—or a parlous little one, I trow. 

Succio. Nenni, signor. It is one verra 
great wondar altogezzar. 

STRA. Grant yeso. For that healthy folk 
should be willing to turn their digestions up- 
side down by gazing on so sorry a spectacle 
as thou art, isa wonder indeed. Pythagoras 
cut beans and cabbages, and lived without 
eating ; but a’ bolted the doors so that none 
might come in. Had the wise man been as 
wise as thou, O lank-jawed fon of Italia, a’ 
would have taken money at the doors, and 
gat the wherefore to make amends to 8’ ill- 
used inwards. The which reminds me—didst 
ha’ thy parents’ permission to start i’ the 
Starving business ? 

Suc, Si, Signor. 

STRA. And thy wife's, and thy children’s, Mt ad 
f so be anv tho . hast? O brave ! a nod for AN EAST-ER OFFERING. fF one dams a river one’s friends say water- 
h. But the consent of THy STOMACH didst (r rrict = Ere’s my ‘and, hand ‘ere’s my ‘cart,’ course thing to do. 





Zoological. 
WHAT is the real bisoness of a bisonees? 
and what bisoness has it to be a bisoness? 


DOES a bull grow its own shoe horn on its 
horny hoof?’ If not, hoof inds ‘em in 'em ? 
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To do half an hour’s work of my own. MR. 
For my will must be made and my prayers must 
be prayed Is 
Ere I venture amongst you to stay, 
Since I gather full well, from the smells that | App 
smell, | 
That a stranger is with us to-day, AI 
In this chamber no sprite, save the Angel of , 
Right “Thi 
And of Justice should reign : yet I know - 
By each poisonous breath that the Angel of W 
Death And 
Like a canker-werm creepeth below ! ” ris 1 
In the midst of a town of great wealth and renown Gi 
(Let not hearts Liverpudlian thrill 
Or with rage or chagrin,—no detraction we mean And 
To their plague-spot on Copperas Hill! ) Oh, ' 
Stands a huge abbatoir, whence exudes evermore 
An effluvium (foul as the stench 
Of the Stygian flood) from the streams of hot But | 
blood 
That its floors sempiternally drench. (Ir 
But describe me the stare of the butcher-boys dnd 
there, 
When one morn to their chamber of death Co! 
Came a ghastly-pale Judge, who therefrom 
wouldn’t budge “You 
Till he’d breathed a long, deep, luscious breath, 
“Pray forgive me!” he cried, “but I'd really len 
have died Soln 
Had I not hastened hither for air Afar 
Less impure and more sweet than the odours I Wi 
. mn Ty a= a ee “oa meet . ‘ And t 
(lacks ‘ : : = — In the Court of Assize over there ! Oh, b 
- Se But, buffooning apart, it distresses one’s heart 
DE GUSTIBUS. And shies tae ire to reflect —— 


Maud,—" Why, Cathy, your hat never blows off.” Cathy.—*“ It doesn’t ; that’s why I’m | That f fte defecti clear 
taking out the pin. Don't you see Captain Featherhead coming this way 1” ~~ Maud. “ Of Should eonttans te Biniond. cu EY 








course, How stupid of me,” [ And in another moment off it went ; and he ran after And, as Government moves in beneficent grooves 
it, of course, Strange how things happen, isn’t it ? Very calmly and slowly indeed, 
Keres 7 a We may yet have to wait many years ere the fate Drivi 


, : ‘ Of malarial courts is decreed, 
Poison in the Hair. | Wherefore, Fun would suggest that the Judges protest 

Vide “Lancet, | ’Gainst the ill in a practical way: Sh», ¢ 
Ha, ha! Hands off! Come near me not! Beware! In those Courts of Assize where foul odours arise 


Be where you are! There's poison in the hair! A em reps trick let them play. 
Avaunt, I say, and touch me not, or you | Let the Judge in each court, and the advocates, sport 





Will find your cheek rewarded, if you do, | Their chibouques to keep sickness away : 
,¢! By bumps so big—so very, very so Let each man at the bar puff a penny cigar, 
TN ey” That they will razor laugh where’er you go. | And each witness a dirty short clay ! ! 
jj .  *“ Ah, you may smile! But ‘tis no laughing ” a = 
matter, 


For bumps and boils (especially the latter) 
Are thought, as any fool can certify, 




















The opposite of pleasing to the eye, \ 
I am the villain of the barber's shop | 
The bold Macaire (companion of the Strop) 
I shave so closely that ‘tis hard to cry 
Which is the villain of the deeper dye ; 
And, like Macaire, I, fearless as I rush, 
Contrive against both rich and poor to brush. | 
And, like Macaire again, I'm artful! Rather ! 
For, while I smirk, there's poison in my lather : | 
Although I chuck the world beneath the chin, 
And “ put it on” (and never put it thin)— 
Although I seem so very free from guile, 
I'm nothing but a villain all the while! 
So touch me not! Be wise, and have a care! Were t 
Ha, ha! Away! There's poison in the hair! 
— se: _— | For thi 
Mr. Fun’s Disinfecting Dodge. While 
no 
The unsani condition of the Assize Courts in some | 
alladed to in Parlement, os checking. WR, Governsneuh challitnsety Eeabnonaes They Hs 
more effective than continue “making further inquiry."— Weekly Paper.) tic 
VERY calm and sedate, Justice Jumbleton sate | 
In the Bumbleton Court of Assize, i E low 
And prepared to give ear to each advocate's sneer ' — 
And each truth-telling witness’ lies: a 
em, 


When he suddenly whiffed, and suspiciously sniffed, TRANSIENT ZEPHYRS. 


And indionantiv hellow: roaetnon a ; ‘ | ' ’ ; ry 
b to anent dale te Me » 7 J icant,—“ Ah! now I'm real glaia Warm © 
Tenn +) , -" awn, 7 hole Tm, } ty : 
avit be mr y 


a | : ; . & 
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Primrose Day.—(SEE CaRToon.) 


Mr. BALFOuR, who fancies his Irish 
Land Bill 
Is a nostrum that surely should 
please, HI 
Appears anxious to curry Miss Erin’s HH 
good-will, HAG) 
And accosts her in terms like to 
these— 





“ There's a flower that blooms in the 
spring, tra-la, 

Which is dear both tomeand to mine; 
And of suchistheoff ring I bring, tra-la; 
‘Tis the primrose, a sweet pretty thing, 

tia-la, 

Give the word, and the bouquet is 

thine: 
And that is the reason I say, orI sing, | 
Oh, welcome this flower that blooms | 
in the spring, 

















Tra-la-la-la-la !”’ 








But Sweet William is what fair Miss 
Erin prefers 
(In addition to shamrocks, of course), 
And this perfectly apposite answer of 
hers 
Comes with 






























































quite unmistakable 


force :— 


“Your flower that blooms in the 






























































spring, tra-la, 
Isn’t suited at all to my case ; 
So [ mean to take under my wing, tra-la, 
A far more attractive old thing, tra-la, 
With a wholly benevolent face ; 
And that is the reason I say, or I sing, 
Oh, bother your flower that blooms in 
the spring, Tra-la-la-la-la!” 








ARS LONGA VITA BREVIS. 


Old Byffin (to disappointed young artist).—“ Paint, why how long have you been at it, my boy ?” 

Disappointed Young Artist.—* All my lifetime.” 

O. B.—“ Humph! how long’s that, I wonder. 
ait painted in a lifetime; takes longer than that.” 


Tut, tut, tat! there never was a really fine work of 


[D. Y. A. wonders how and when they could have been painted 








Two Holi-daisies. 


Lo, ’Arry and ’Arriott, 
Went in their chariot, 

Driving along with their well beloved moke ; 
He, while “long-clay”-ing it, 
Loved, and kept saying it ; 

Sho, overhatted, disdained stuck-up folk. 





Happy iand glorious 
w (Though p’r’aps up roarious) 
ere these two lovers, while out on the spree. 
No Mrs. Grundying 
p Spoiled Easter-Mondaying 
nt sweet sweethearts thus given toglee. 
hile wreaths were forthcoming and beer 
not denied, 
see * — to be merry this damp Easter- 








- a is it that mountains receive more 
““ention than the other features of nature ” 


— sec = J 
a ause they always have their valets with 


BS” To CORRES 








The Primrose Knightlet. 
A BALLAD FOR PRIMROSE DAY. 


{A story called “ A Little Primrose Knight,” written 
with a view to inculcating Conservative principles in 
the young has just been published. The following 
touching lay is respectfully offered for insertion in 


the volume.] 
CoME and listen to your ma, pet, 
Come and hearken at her knee, 
She’ll convert you, like your pa, pet, 
For a Primrose Dame is she. 
While you're young, O, be a Tory 
(Tories’ ways are full of light) 
And shine forth in infant glory 
As a little Primrose Knight. 


REFRAIN. 
Then fear not the Grand Old Bogey, 
Though he well may cause affright, 
He cannot harm the magic charm 
Of my little Primrose Knight! 


Ah, that Grand Old Ogre, darling, 
Fain would eat thy parents up, 
He would dine on them, then, snarling, 
On my precious pet he'd sup. 
On Conservatives of culehaw 
He and all his hordes would feed, 
More voracious than the vulchaw 
Is that Aged Fiend indeed. 


REFRAIN. 
But fear not, though ravenous Rads., dear, 
Crave Conservatives to bite, 
Some Salisbury charm shall shield from 
harm 
My little Primrose Knight. 


If its mamma’s imploration 
Her dear Knightilet doth revere, 
It shall go to Habitation, 

Where sweet hes it shall hear. 
And nice Dames shall hug and fondle 
My sweet child with great delight, 

And Bard Austin croon a rondel 
O’er my petsy Primrose Knight. 


s 
return, OT pay 
i directed envel 


‘ ta _ é 7 
aceon nied og a slamped ind G ; j 





vr Contributions, 
i, 


REFRAIN. 
May St. Balfour guide my darling 
In its Primrose path aright 
With its bib on—and its ribbon 
As a little Primrose Knight! 








Picture Shows. 


THE Royal Society of British Artists has 
a fair ave Sera! 3 above the 
average in landscape. The exhibits begin 
with over two hundred and fifty water colours, 
the greater part bearing the stamp of having 
been painted in “the open,” which gives a 
great charm to these rooms. Among the 
“oils” are two highly finished works, “ Har- 
mony” and “ Discord,” by Henley, that 
should command attention, so should “ Con- 
jecture,” by Brangwyn, and “In the Pro- 
vinces,” by Glindoni. “ Monza Cathedral,” 
(Wyke Bayliss) is an important example of 
the gifted President's work. There are good 
figure pictures by Gordon Brown,'A. W. Bayes, 
Gadsby, Kilburne, and Miss Flora Reid, and 
landscapes by Boot, Stuart Lloyd, Yeend 
King, Claud Hayes,and many others, includ- 
ing the veteran, James Peel. 

The New English Art Club, in their new 
quarters at Knightsbridge, have gained space 
in theit four large rooms, but space is all, for 
they are about the worst-lighted rooms of 
any picture gallery in London. This will by 
many be an advantage. Portraits of 
Miss Hanbury and Dr. Keyser, by Maurice 
Greiffenhagen,are among the best bite of work 
in the collection. The same may be said of the 
girl’s head by Clausen, but the exhibition 
is well worth a visit, for there is much that 
is fresh and good, in spite of the straining 
after eccentricity which in some cases are 


evident bids for popularity, 





ASTRONOMY.—The first sensations of a 


blackened eye. 





in no case will they be returned unless 
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naaeell A BANK HOLIDAY RETROSPECT. 
Is it a fact that Sir Robert Peel was so upright a statesman that he Way is a young lady alone witha cow like a new penny ?—Dbecause 
was known as Can eel? she’s liable to be tossed. 











HUDSON’S| AwarveD sEVEN Prize MEDALS ; — 
SOAP. | hyd AUER Cos id RY S 
REDUCES 1we HOURS C BRANDAUER &t. CAD 
OF LABOUR. 
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Fine Powder. ’ 
Write as smoothly as a lead pencil, neither scratch nor spurt, 
Lathers Freely. the points being rounded by a New Process N.B.—A tention is 












b 2 
also drawn to their New “ Graduated Series of Pens,” which off 


os i 
Softens Water, | sii “Kented sompe'ben totes wee femmes | ABSOLUTELY PURE tHererone BEST , 
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High Street, 2.¥ : , 
Wednesday, April 16, 1890. 








“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 


ATRIA 














Tike Coaching Sani 


has commenced. 





Wy See ith, ~~ eJuveniles on fy pret re Desifoying ber varden 


(7) i bys os may see two mere boys 
(1) In East Africa now there’s a deuce 


ree, 
of a row, peaceful in mien, ho wear them, away with Who at“ halle” spent their hauls 
Touching who shall have which, A war-uniform shedson hisgrandma, | ge es eh reer, fing. | of purloined L. «. d. 


ato wheuatene and how. “9 7 livel lad wentand jumped | (8) Here are roosters that fed on each 
(2) I it 4) Now coaching in flocks go the girls | (6) Alively young rose, white and red, 
~) Wa Hungarian schools they have just (4) ocks, os bis dad, | Which s neighbour had reared—to 
made new rules, _ in alee | on helle’s charms here Then the bobby he bashed, but in - ae lg ir hs 
‘2 which Greek they'll a-gre< (k) rach coacuil VE LIC : r - a's ead. eM it pO »OU, 
but neve! ru ore fools, will “ strike” on “ the Do —_ Bow 


the 
(3) Kaiser Bill, the serene, though so | | (5) The o ae ig the thing, #0 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
0 (Aftornee), — The impression 

Se ney conveyed to what I am pleased 
YY to call my mind by April Showers 
“ai Yb i —which I did not see when it 
oS on CAE was first produced—was that the authors had 
[~~ been working and trying very hard to be 
7’ “emart” in their dialogue. I think the result 
A “egg, is pretty successful, too, for they manage in the 
-.V// course of their three acts to say a very fair num- 
~WaY" ber of clever things, neat things, and fancifully 
pretty things, as well as some comical things; but 
one feels the presence of the machinery—it creaks 
a little, This wouldn't so very much matter if it 
were not that it is the cause (according to my view) 
of the one great fault in the piece—there is too 
much dialogue. Far be it from me to say which 
particular clever things should be sacrificed, 
but that a numberiof them should be dispatched 
immediately I am convinced—perhaps those at 
the opening of the play, during which a young 
artist groupe all her models together and 
‘| sketches them all at once on canvas, with a 
We pencil, might depart without much injury to 
Tue Comepy.—Ratnen “he structure. The plot consists of a copious 
PALE HUGHES, supply of those ingeniously fortuitous blunders 
and persistent misconceptions only possible on 

the further side of the footlights, but has no other 
particular ingenuity, ( 


——. |i, 
Tue performance left nothing to be desired, 4, 
Miss Annie Hughes made up rather pale, 
was exceedingly happy both in the sprightly fb, 
and pathetic aspects of Maggie Lacy, hap- thy 
piest, crs, when she was most miserable, » Vy d 
and Miss Maude Millett, whose delicate V/ 44 
comedy in the highest walks is always a {A 
treat, gave evidence of her versatility and (i) fl 
showed that even the hackneyed humours Uf 
of a mock forensic address could be made 
fresh and interesting by a little study. The quick 
observation and quiet sense of humour evidenced by 
that one little — even to her manner of seating 
herself at the finish, pleased me much more than 
anything has any right whatever to please a critic. 
Whata it is to be both beautiful and clever! 
Well, well, 7 needn't grumble, for am I not both in 
an eminent degree? Iam, 
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Mr. NUTCOMBE 
| | GounpDhasan“air” 
which eminently 
fits him for the por- 
trayal of aristocra- 
tic gentlemanly old 
men, Mr, Reeves 
Smith has all the 
earnestness and = 
manly bearing Tux Comepy.— 
call for in a ANARISTOCRAT 
““ hero,” Mr. or LONG DE- 
Dagnall is a °*%* 
|! very good comedian, Mr, W. 
. Everard plays a not-such-a- 
+ fool-as-he-looks silly young man 
to perfection, and Miss HK. 
Brunton makes all there is to 
be made of the match-making 
mamma. As this list includes 
the entire cast, it will be seen 
j tye jf Coat there is not much to com- 
y" 


%, plain of in the acting. Go and see 
ie some Wednesday or Saturday after- 
*; a THE GAIETY (afternoon),—Here also 
Tax Oo —T 
wey tape” -asieh may you find Wednesday and Saturday 









/ 
a 








noon, 

performances. The version of 
Mark Twain's The Prince and the Pauper, prepared for Miss Beringer, 
will occupy a place all to itself in theatrical history as containing the 
most remarkably complicated specimen of doubling a record. It is 
right and pleasing and proper for many reasons that Mra. Beringer's 
exc puionally clever little girl anouid piay both the prince and 
pauper, but there are scenes where the two appear at once, and 





Master Alfred Field-Fisher has been engaged to fill the other part. 
But it is not always the same other part, he also appearing, on occa- 


pee andl / sion, now 
Ui ; Vi, y; Z ELL a > 7 fj , 


/ h 
' f lj ohn 
| é lf and 









again as 
the pau- 
per. The 
effect of 
‘| this on 
the small 
minds of 
the chil- 
dren who 
will proba- 
bly form 
the bulk 
of the 
audience at 
these shows is 
likely to be some- 
¢ thing marvellous, and I expect that 
fights in the play- 
ground in conse- 
quence of differ- 
ences of opinion 
on this subject 
will receive an 


THE GAIETY.—MARVELLOUS enormous impetus, 
LIKENESS BETWEEN THE 
PAUPER AND THE PRINCE, 





THE insight, readi- 
ness and finish of the child, in the dual part, is 
as conspicuous as in her previous performances, 
and shows spontaneity clearly above the power 
of drilling to inculcate. The legend of the 
play is pretty, fresh and interesting, and the cos- 
tumes and accessories are harmoniously perfect. 
Moreover, although the characters of the play ) 
are scrappy and episodic in their nature, they wx 
have been intrusted to specially good people. Mr, THE GAIETY.—GI' ME 
W. H. Vernon, in a splendid make up afterthe 4 OANTY HOUR At 
Holbein portrait, gave a thoroughly impressive ‘ 
and suggestive sketch of Henry VIII.; Mr. J. G. Taylor's John Canty 
was also a well studied and effective bit of acting; and Mr. John 
Beauchamp’s Monk, Mr. Macklin’s 
So Miles, the Mrs, Canty of Miss 
11/0 Annie Irish were each strong 
and firmly marked perform- 
ances. Messrs, Gurney and 
Hendrie played less effect- 
ive parts with useful weight. 
A call for the author 
brought forth Mrs. Berin- 
ger, but she omitted to 
explain that that gentle- 
man was in America. 









TERRY'S (afternoon). 
—Circumstances have 
thrown my notice of 


NOLL (Owe Niwie, here, so far be 
Tue GAlRTY.—Tug Cross SADDLE Question hind that I hardly feel 
DECIDED, called upon to say very 


much, The public has 
already decided that the play is “good enough,” and it would be 
something like impertinence on my part to say it isn’t, even if I 
thought so, There can be no two opinions 
about the wonderful cleverness of little Miss 
Lucy Webling ; and the play is fairly interest- 
ing in spite of the holes the experienced play- 
is able to pick in it. I understand it to 
an elaboration of Editha's Burglar, but - 
as I have never read the book, I advance the 
statement with diffidence (a somewhat un- 
usual feeling), it certainly has the burglar /// y 
scene in it,and Mr. Cross’ rough force con- //, 
spicuonsly assists ite effect. Mr. W. Herbert, i 
Mr. Waller and Miss Helen Forsyth play 
what may be called the subordinate charac- SO Z 
ters—for, of course, Nixie is chief—with the yp garery.—Inist— 
finish and style we are accustomed to at STRONG AND SWEET. 
their hands. Aizie is an nixie-lent example 


: ’ a : low «uw? , } r 
of the afternoon play, which threatens to b 









@- Mm 


me rather prevalent 
. 








not 



































Apri 23, 1890. 


EFUN. 178 











—_— 


TOTTIE: 


A SHILLING SHOOKLET. . 
By a Lady of Title. 


CHAPTER VIII. (continued), 


“ WELL, don’t make a song about it,” I replied, quietly ; “ you're 

not the only Jady in the world. If you want Mandrake, fetch 

him yourself— 

I’m _ nobody’s 
lackey !” 

The blue 
blood in her 
aristocratic 
veins became 
purple with 
suppressed rage, 
and a pimple 
on the up of 
her nose, which 
hitherto, I had 
unobserved, 
glowed with 
indignant 
sympathy. 

As her 
strangled 
passion found 
vent, she hissed, 
rather than 
said, “You are 
the governess 
creature, I 
suppose? I 
have heard of 
your blandish- 
ments and for- 
wardness ; but 
little expected 
to meet with 








such brazen insolence from a base born menial.” 

“ The exquisite refinement of your manner, coupled with the high- 
bred tone of your observations,” I smilingly observed, “ convince me 
that you are indeed Lady Gertrude Grin. But they told me you were 
handsome! What absurd ideas people have in these ignorant out-of- 
the-way country places!” 

Her breath came in quick, short gasps; her eyes gleamed with 
impotent fury ; then, by a marvellous effort, she regained her com- 
posure, and, eyeing me scornfully from top to toe, said, icily, “ Young 
woman—— |” 

That did it. Every drop of blood in my body seemed turned to 
molten lead, 

“Woman yourself,” I retorted, fiercely, as, with clenched teeth and 
arms akimbo, I strode menacingly towards her. 

We breathed hard, glaring disdainfully at each other. Another 
moment and I should have been all over her; when the door opened 
and the Viscount appeared. : 

At sight of us in this attitude, he stood fora moment transfixed with 
dismay ; then, falling helplessly into a chair, covered his face with 
his handkerchief and burst into a torrent of sobs. “I knew it would 
ay he moaned—'I knew they would meet! Why was I ever 

m?” 

“Viscount Mandrake,” began Lady Gertrude, haughtily, “ order 
this person to quit the room !” : 

“ Drakey, darling,” I interrupted, laying my hand upon his arm, 
“don’t cry, there’s a pet. This bold, shameless, man-hunting hussy 
sha’n’t disturb you while I’m here!” 

“ Mandrake!” she continued, grinding her teeth, “am I to submit 
tamely to this treatment? I, the inheritor of the purest blood in the 
county—whose ancestors have been imprisoned in the Tower! 

“And, Drakey,” was my lofty rejoinder, “I, your own Tottie—whose 
father has seen the inside of Holloway more than once—am I to 
stand here and see you catch another cold? not ifIknowit!” _ 

_The unfortunate object of our joint affection wri painfully in 
his chair, “I can’t heip it,” he sobbed, piteously, “ what am I to do? 
ai oe a gentleman,” said Lady Gertrude, “and teach your servants 

obey you.” , ; : 

a “Speak up like a toff,” I exclaimed, “and show this reptile the 

oor!” . 

“You know, Gerty,” blubbered the Viscount, “I can’t help it, I’m 
very fond of her, she teaches me such a lot of things.” 

‘Pull yourself together,” I whispered, encouragingly, handing him 
another pocket-handkerchief ; “go in and win!” 

“ Yes,” he continued, feebly, “she teaches me such lots of things, 


. and we get off so well 





together, she’s sucht a stunner! Why—wh 
can’t you shake hands and be friends?” r 
ea yi wortense started back as though a deadly mouse had crossed 
er 

“ Never!” she shrieked, “never! She has crept in pitifully durin 
my absence, and won the love that was the pride and crowning joy o 
my earthly being. Shake hands with her / I presume you are aware 
of the existence of such things as actions for breach of ” 

“ Now, if you'll stand that, you'll stand anything,” I vociferated, 
excitedly, ulling the handkerchief from his face; “there's a proof 
of her affection ! 

He half opened his mouth to reply, but Lady Gertrude waited no 
longer, Gathering the flowing folds of her habit about her 
scornful form, she on me a glance of withering hatred, and 
swept haughtily away. 

“Have I acted manfully?” inquired the Viscount, applying his 
knuckles to the corners of his eyes. “I’ve no end of pluck when I'm 
put to it, Tottie.” 

“You are an old darling,” I exclaimed, “ but you came in too soon. 
Another five minutes and I'd have made rings round her.” 

(To be continued.) 








Not (Lim)-Petty Calculations. 
[According to Mr. J. Lawrence Hamilton, M.R.O.8. the Limpet is probably the 

strongest of known animals, excepting the Mediterranean Venus Verrucosa.] 
THE Limpet, so this sage doth state, 
Can pull two thousand times its weight ; 

But the Venus Verrucosa (that's the cockle’s near relation) 
Is (so ’tis by this savant claimed) 
Much stronger than the former-named, 

Yea, its power is really startling, as you'll find by calculation. 
But the Limpet, though so powerful, has little of velocity, 
Which proves it is an animal of small (1)impet-uosity. 





Niagara in London. 


THIS wonderful picture continues to draw large numbers day by 
day, nor can it be wondered at, for it is a “great” work of art from 
every point of view. Mr. Hollingshead has added another picture by 
Philippoteau, the scene is on the banks of the Mississippi, showing 
incidents of every day life ; the figures are painted with wonderful 
power and force, and it will prove an additional attraction to this 


popular show. 
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BEYOND "BEER-ING. a 

Farmer Giles.—“ Well, look ‘ere, Doctor,—you tells me a6 jedgin 
by my looks, it’s tew much beer as is the matter wi’ me, Now, 
jedgin’ by yourn, I sh’d say as tew little beer wes wot’s the matter 


wi’ yew!” 
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COMMERCIAL MEASUREMENT. 
ITS TECHNICALITIES—(ByY Ovr COMMERCIAL MEASUREB.) 





















What I always says to my apprentices, I says, “I dessay you imagine as anybody—any customer, for instance—can measure goods, dont you? Ar! Well, I tell 
yer, it's ascience. A’ apprentice as can measure well is the joy of his master. Now, look ‘ere, s’p'ose we takes a piece o’ tanned nettin’ as a’ example ; very well, first 
we ve got to find the length of it; very good, we twists it slightly, and then bangs on at both ends as ard as we can; there, you see, the length of it is about twelve 
feet; ‘cos if you can't manage to stretch it to quite that, you allows a trifle for shortcomin s, 
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“Very well, then we wants to get at the width of it, Bo we stretches it all we know the other way, on some naila ina fence 'll do. There, you see, it's six feet wide— 
12 feet x 6 feet<-72 square feet. Very well. 
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A “RUM” BUDGET. 
THE GOSCHEN CROP.—“OH, SCISSORS!” 


[.S. c Cartoon Veree » jp. 1LSO. 






















































OPPOSITION FOR EVEB! 
[* The clamses of the Infectious Diseases Prevention Bill which relate to the milk 
supply are meeting with considerable opposition.” — ¥-wspap-r1.] 

We have received, from the thoroughly trustworthy source of Our 
Own Inner Consciousness, the following additional items of informa- 
tion on the same lines :-— 


and influential meetings 
having been called to pro- 
test against it. At the 
Objector’s Hall, Obstruc- 
tion Street, a well attended 


MEETING oF UNDER- 
TAKERS AND CRAPE 
MAKERS 


was held, at which the proposed interference with legitimate trade 
was indignantly discussed, 

The chairman, Sir Lagh Gubrius, President of the Undertakers’ 
Association, who rose amid vociferous cheering, said that this slashing 
and reckless proposal to sweep away human oy Ss undermine 
the time honoured fabric of earthly misfortane, without the slightest 
consideration for the vested interest of thousands to whom those great 
and beneficient institutions meant actual bread, was the most brazen 
and cowardly attack upon the trade of those assembled which it had 
ever been his misfortune to know of. How many worthy and in- 
dustrious citizens owed their very livelihood to the misfortanes—the 
beneficently designed misfortunes—of others’ How many there were, 
even withia the four walle of that ball, whose well-being, happiness, 
nay, existence, hung upon the usual causes of grief in the family 
circles of others, and to whom bereavement was as the dew upon the 
parched primrore ! 

Why, there existed men so selfish that, had they the choice, they 
would continue to live on, year after year, for ever, knowing all the 
while that the innocent family of the undertaker in the next street 
were waiting, with hollow cheeks and tightened belts, for that daty 
towards them which he callously neglected to carry out—that duty 
which every good man was ready to acknowledge that he owed to the 
members of that profession which was so honourably and numerously 
1 presented in that hall that evening. 

W hat farther indictment (he asked, in conclusion,) was required to 
stamp that Bill as a reckless, heartless and disreputable attack upon 
the interests of a large and worthy section of the community? 

The speech concluded amid deafening cheers, there being scarcely 
a dry eye in the hall. 

THe BeaDLes At Burkitt HALL. 


Almost simultaneously with the meeting of the undertakers, a most 
influential assemblage of workhouse beadles gathered, with a view to 
indignantly discussing the cons. of the Misfortane and Unhappiness 
Abolition Bill. The chair- 
man, in opening the pro- 
ceedings, put it to the 
meeting whether it was 
a desirable thing, or a 
reasonable thing, or a 
just thing, to abolish so 
necessary and, in many 
cases, so lucrative a thi 
as Human Misery! (Loud 
crics of “ No, nol”) He 
felt that it was almost a 
work of supererogation — 


The speaker wag here 


of dianticticlion’ amsag 
among 
the audience; and, for 
a time, considerable ex- 
citement prevailed, it soon 
becoming evident that 
grave suspicion of the 
foreign word was at the 
root of the uneasiness. The speaker, however, having explained that 
the word was merely a fancy term, put in for elegance, was allowed 
to proceed. 

le continued by saying that it was almost umnecesary for him 
to explain the reason of that meeting 











Although he did not, he said, represent the beadles, he 
represented a class deriving its all from the same source as the beadles 
de upon ; he spoke of the secretaries of charitable societies. 
one knew that charitable societies—with a few foolish and 

exceptions—were not in existence for the purpose of dis- 
tributing charity to Dick, Tom and Harry ; their purpose was charity, 
and charity of the truest kind ; that charity which, having carefully 
found one truly object, devoted its beneficence to the 
welfare of that object ; the object being the of the society. 
It was charity which began at home. Now, what did the abolition 
of human misery mean? Why it meant the abolition of the excuse 
for that charity of which he spoke ; it meant the abolition of that 
rge class—the “ needy and deserving "—without whose name being 
brought forward, the public would not be induced to pour in its 
subscriptions to maintain the secretary in ease and luxury! Was 
this outrageous state of things to be contemplated for a moment? 
( Howls and smashing of benches.) 
Meetings were also held by momey lenders, lawyers, military men, 
company promoters,and many other influential bodies. It is con- 
sidered unlikely that the measure wil! pass. 
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New Leaves. 

Is Longman’s this month there is a very tenderly written essay 
called “ The Procession of Spring,” inclosing acharming set of verses. 
There is also a remarkable ballad by May Kendall.—The articles on 
“ Rowing” at Oxford and at Cambridge in The English Illustrated 
are accompanied by several portraits of men who have distinguished 
themselves in other ways and other contests since their successful 
rowing days.—Scribner’s is so rich in illustration this time that it 
is impossible to enumerate beyond those to “ Tadmor in the Wilder- 
ness,” “The Electric Railway,” the frontispiece and a few others 
are of equal artistic merit.—In the Leiswre Howr, The Sunday at 
Home, Boy's Own Paper and Girl's Own Paper will be found a full, 
if not overflowing quantity of all that is good for theirpatrons, 
both print and pictures. 

“The Shoeburyness Handbook,” edited by Sergt.-Major E.A. Att- 
wood (Truslove and Shirley). The author has had a shot ata long- 
felt want, and seems to have fairly hit the mark. The book wil! 
satisfy many an inquiring mind among the volunteer artillerymen. 
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AN AMBIGUOUS ANSWER. ; 
Emily.—* I fear I am rather monopolizing the fire, but I literally 
ache with cold ; do you mind!” 
Millicent .—“ Oh, not in the least, my dear.” 
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Have we May 
Day Mistake? 
foccarse the Berlin 


May Day Fete,— 
The Labour Conference 


so great, 
Which Socialists do now 
debate, 
Some Cockneys (on 
whom FuN shone) | 
Opines that the promo- | 
ters there, 


When they have ended | 
the affair, 
Are anxious people 
should declare 
“They May Day while 
the sun shone.” 














Devgy LANE. — We 
have, unfortunately, no 
space in this week’s 
“Slashes and Paffs” to 
io adequate justice to the 
very first class operatic 
presentations now glory- 
fying the National The- 
tre. Perhaps high class 
adjectives may be al- 
lowed to take the place 
of expatiation, “in the | | 
which hope,” we say, | | 
that in regard to prin- 
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cipals, chorus, band, i | CE AAA ~ 
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they are simply irre- | TSN on SSS”. YW RSS 
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therefore, that the pro- | | 
moters have their 
reward. 





SURVEYING. —Seeing something to his advantage.’” 
by what means you may 


get the best of a bar- 


gain. has turned up alive and hearty—ah-h-h!” 


GILDED HOPE. 
Mrs. Pennhecker.—*“ But see what it says, Frederick : ‘If Mr. Frederick Pennhecker, late of Brompton Grove, wil! 
call upon Messrs. Poke and Pry, Inquiry Agents and Solicitors, Redtape Buildings, Chancery Lane, he will hear of 


Pennhecker.—* To my advantage! Sum of money left by unknowa testator’? Those shares in the Nevada Silver 
Mine come up trumps, after all? Or—stay—I have it! Your first husband, supposed to have been drowned at sea, 


[Rushes off. 








THE COLLOQUISS OF STRABISMUS. 

_ No. 41—THE PHILOSOPHER AND THE INFANT PHENOMENON. 
SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, Philosopher and Sage; THESPIETTA, 
a Child Actress. 

STRABISMUS, Farewell to the Strand by — A O, .~ 
mummers should mum o’ morning is a thing beyond all fitness. 
owls hoot in the daytime, or tom-cats go sonnalins out of the small 
hours? But come—the rag is about-to rise. Now what shall be our 
entertainment? Hamlet, belike, with the royal Dane left oat, and a 
lop-eared booby, garnished with hearse-plumes and stuffed with con- 
ceit in’s place ; who hath paid good money down to be gibed at by 
gallery and pooh-poohed by the pit, and sneered at by the stalls, and 
so forth, for a single morning? Or a Juliet of sixty odd, with a 
smile of hyena and voice of raven? Hey, hey! Or a modern 
comedy by a new author that took two years in writing, and will take 
less than two hours to damn? None of all these? Then is some 
new form of torture to be tested to-day? Woe’s me,and alack! Odds 
unfleshed immaturity! ‘Tis that bugaboo 0’ the boards, the Dramatic 
Child again. Odds biack velvet and silk stockings, or doublet and hose, 
I care not which—let me fly! 

THESPIETTA. Pray your worship attend to me. I am scarce more 
‘hex vhich o But ‘tis th ince of femal! 

ich is plainly to be seen. But e province of female 

tenderlings such as thou A be to the visual organs visible, but of the 
oral instruments unheard. But on, spareling! spout a space an’ you 
will, so your elders are to be taken afterwards, most of whom I recog- 


nize as players and eresses of parts and polish. 

a Puppets ne on the present occasion : for I am the whole 
ty. 
STRA. The saints forbid ! 
THEs, Why, "tis so in very truth. Shall not the public that gulped 


“Own the lesseridose, gollop the larger? 


For precocious pipings are 





pleasing to parents, and sentiments that are stale upon mouths 
mature, touch the tap of tearful tenderness when tripping from lips 
of ten yearsold. And what tricks have adult actors that I cannot 
show? Thus—with the right hand, indicative of Heaven or just in- 
dignation : thus with the left, ap ing to regions pericardial. And 
in laughing, sighing or weeping I can simulate with as much unlike- 
ness to Nature as any of my elders out of whose mouths I snatch the 
bread. 

Stra. Nay, thy youth is not thy crying fault. Art already a dame 
in duodecimo, [ trow; with full-sized vanities and giant jealousies that 
a theatrical Titaness might own. So gather tinsel praises and solid 
shekels while y’ may, poor rogue! and lay by against thine old age, 
when thirty years shall have furrowed thy brow and rasped thy 
cheeks and silvered thy locks and reddened thy nose. For the forced 
blossom falls soon, and Early-to-come must be First-to-go; the 
course of nature. Ho! ho!-down curtain, up Philosopher, and to 
show that I be at peace with all men, say I in departing, I forgive 








Herod. Vale,vale, Fare ye welt! 
A Spec-tete-a-tete. 
Two hundred and fifty pounds the great Spectator has to pay 


For taking Michael Davitt’s honest character away ; 
And that print now thinks it right M. D. shoald have it ; 

So, that sum, plus costs, it pays with an c mien ; 

But now it doubtless wishes that more careful it had been ; 
Yea, of that you all msy take your affi- Davitt. 





“Tue Stuart dy-nasty,” said good Mrs. Jones; “I should think 
they did die nasty, considering how Charies I. had his ‘ed cut off. 
You couldn’t very well die nastier than that, could you /” 
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AN UNEXPECTED CONVERSION. 
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The Ultra-Royal Road to Fame. | Said his friend, in a huff, 








(Though the ostensible responsibility reste with General Von Oaprivi, the name “ Don’t descend to such stuff, 
of the new Chancellor is in reality William of Hobenzollern—German Pamphlet. For I know what your blarney and bunkum portend ; 
It is rumoured that Prince Bismarck is engaged in writing his memoirs.—Press } Piating on soe I opine, 
e fame is mine, 

| bsp ont ee pee And your old charioteer you'd to Jericho send ! 

A chariot sped fleetl. ’ oan "6 “ Take the seat, then, rash boy 

y oer mountains and plains, And I'll treat your new toy 
ane ¢ poy es ! And the donor thereof with a quiet i 
with sneer My renown you would tak 

On a hoary old hero who handled the reins. But I'm pak on & fake &, 
But the Ancient looked round, That can more than a potentate's prominence gain !” 
And he frowned as he found So the boy took the reins 

That the brows of his comrade with envy were knit ; And with joy o’er the plains 
And he said, “ Noble sir, He careered, while the Ancient assumed a back place ; 
I am led to infer And malignity’s dart 

From your looks that you'd) fain in the driving seat sit | ” Made a smart in each h 
Os gia Though the smile of good fellowship shone on each face. 

youth in reply, But the Sage straight began 
; “ Nay, in sooth, sir, not I! To engage in a — 
You are handling the ribbons in excellent style ; | That will make him more famed than the new charioteer : 


But you're weary, dear boy, | 
80 enjoy this new toy 
Called The Dukedomless Duke, and I'll hold them awhile!” 


For though lays we may raise 
In an autocrat’s praise, 
Yet an auto-BIOGRAPHER hold we more dear, 


—$—$—____ 


AZ a Je 
-- 7 + Begov' i Seems the ould 
| = \ | 2 KA pees < < a's Neos ha ren” bas 
"S} . Budd the fut hum .. y, omadhaus sb 2" v hee F 
Wank Shien Now Paksy ee pirthday already. Oil he afther bs 
Gs @ has aw. io) —--; ‘ 











fe i, el Re ee 


— = | C6 


ee ee 














APRIL 23, 1890, 





—_—_ 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


THE Easter Recess is broken up, like the Easter Eggs, 
and the House is once more sitting as assiduously as a 
Cochin China hen, only Dame Partlett doesn’t sit and 
cackle simultaneously. Mr. Matthews had to satisfy the 
Star man why he didn’t reprieve both the Crewe par- 
ricides. Poor Mr. M.! half the public are scolding him for 
hanging one—the other half for not hanging both; so 
Horace notwithstanding, the via media is not always the 
safest. Mr. Labouchere, in approving the Swiss Govern- 
ment for not allowing English doctors to practise in Swit- 
zerland, remarked that there are an immense number of 

uacks in England, whereupon arose a mighty cheer. 
Parnell declares against Balfour's Bill. 

Lord Compton pleaded last week with the Postmaster- 
General on behalf-of a very deserving class, namely—the 
remarkably Civil Servants in the Telegraph Department, 
who reasonably think that they could do with less work and 
more pay. Mr. Raikes objected to departmental differences 
being brought before the House—thought such matters 
best left to be settled by the red tape bound official and the 
Treasury. 

The great query in the Lobby is as to who will have the 
overweight of the Budget Loaf. As for taking the duty off 
silver plate, FUN thinks there are lots of people who can’t 
afford silver plate to whom a remission of duty would be 
more serviceable. 

Mr. Winterbotham proposes to go summarily to the 
bottom of the subject of rating machinery. Mr. W.’s im- 
proving this hobby is far better than rating at ballet-girls, 

Three millions surplus. Good old Goschen! Verdict 
on the Budget—in his own opinion—Al1 copper, or, rather, 
silver bottomed ; but what about the Income Tax? 














The Grand Old Grinner. 
Mr. GLADSTONE’S always dangerous when he smiles 
(According to a party paragraphic), 
He would seem to be.a-meditating wiles, 
And is, indeed, most subtle when seraphic, 
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Now, Conservatives have doubtless often proved, 

That when he (whom they profess to think grows dafter) 
Is to smiling at their hanky-panky moved, 

He gives them all cha-grin a little (1)after. 





SPRING GooDs.—Jumpers. 





AT THE RIDING SCHOOL. 


Brown Aiquestrius.—" Look here, Smith, this brute ain’ta bit 0’ good, I shall 


chuck him in another minute or two.” 
Smith.—*“ All right, old chappie, shouldn't wonder if he hadn't arrived at the 


same conclusion.” 


[As it turned out, he had. 








TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR OF “FouN,” 


DEAR S1R,—As Easter was so fine I thought I’d just run down the 
line to Bournemouth’s cliffs and shady lanes, and that my presence 
there explains, Of you I very often think, immersed in proofs and 
type and ink, this way and that for ever dragged, and always over- 
worked and fagged, while I serenely take my way along the sands or 








cliffs each day, and with the natives chat and joke, Then, in the 
a U8 a8 I smoke a sweetly scented, prime cigar, I think how ill- 
ivided are the favours ‘fortune leads us to, and then I’m glad that 





I’m not you. Well, in this gentle solitude, with Nature’s calm and 
peace imbued, the winner I will try to trace for 
CITY AND SUBURBAN RACE. 
RECEIVE with a cheer, Pioneer, 
My dear ; 
If he doesn’t the foremost appear 
’Tis clear 
It’s a regular shame, 
And there's naught in a name, 
Yet you mustn’t think Quartus small beer— 
No fear, 
And if Gold doesn’t score 'twill be queer. 


Then let me refer to Mortaigne 
Again, 
His chance for a place in the main 
Is plain, 
For Mortaigne’s essays —yes— 
Are a certain success, 
Though, should Poet Laureate deign 
To strain, 
’'T will scarcely be labour in vain. 

Sir, study well this tip I send and then explain it to a friend, and 
when its meaning clear you see, just kindly send it on tome, It's 
not that I’ve within my breast the slightest vm of interest concern- 
ing what I chance to mean, but if it can at eg gs a 
kindly tell me so—you see; I only want to know. My betse—the 
trifling sums I lay—will be on Quartus, I may say, and, if good 
fortune should be sent, will iielp to pay the Quartus rent of my town 
house—it’s rather dear—two hundred thousand pounds a year. 

But memory—which something joge—recalls a splendid show of 
dogs, at which you ought to quickly call. The cultoolooral Hall is 
where it’s held, and there's on view a splendid exhibition, too, of every 
kind—description—sort of thing you want (or don’t) for sport. “ Nine 
times” has Eth'rington done thus. I'malways yours, TROPHONIUS. 








ee —_ ———————— 


G2” To CORRESPONDENTS.— 





The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions, In no case will they be returned unless 
accompanted by a stamped and directed envelope, 
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A communication has reached Mr. Fux from an inmate of one of Her Majesty's penitential palaces. 
no use trying. J ain't been nobody's enemy but my own all my life, 
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A Rum” Budget. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


PROFESSOR GOSCHEN, who 
An extensive trade can do, 
Of the shears is an adroit manipulator ; 
And he keeps a sort of shop 
Where your hair can get a crop 
At the hands of this distinguish'd titivator. 
At the present moment he 
Is as busy as can be 
O'er his work that seemeth fast accumulating ; 
The balance sheet is spread, 
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A MISUNDERSTOOD MAN. 
The writer pathetically says, 
I does people a good twrn, and then they rounds on me !” 
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And Johannes Bull his head 
Is the object which just now he’s titivating, 


Let us hope Johannes Bull 

Won't much cry if little wool 
Has been chopp’d off by this Budget titivation 

Snip, snip, the scissors go, 

Here and there are curls laid low— 
Each a tax which may be fitly terminated ; 

And the loss of which, in brief, this; I’m afraid it’s all up with T) 

Should afford some slight relief | says Snooker, at the club. ‘Quite the 
To the noddle that is being titivated. | reverse—It’s all down with him, and in!\uenza 
jumping upon him,” explains Spa: 
between a sneeze and reference to the cont’! 
of the tumbler before him—sometit! 
with a slice of lemon floating in it. 





“Nort at settling day last week nor 








When the surplus locks have-gone, 
And that brushing-up is done 
Which must follow to complete the operation, | 
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CADBURY’S 
COCOA 


ABSOLUTELY PURE tuererone BEST 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Drury Lanz.—The Carl-Roseate Opera Season at Old Drury pro- 
gresses apace, and many more or less excellent works have been 
presented en route. The last 
specimen calling for Nestorian 
notice—up to the time of going 
to press—is The Star of the North, 
otherwise L’Etoile du Nord, 
which has, I may tell you, no con- 
nection with the Buoy du Nore. 
As to the composer of this com- 
position, Henry J. Byron (Fun’s 
first editor) 
once remarked, 
“To my list of 
drinks I don’t 
add - Meyer- 
seer.” But Old 
Druryans have 
taken kindly to 
Meyerbeer’s 
often wmeritor- 
ious and still- 
more - often- 
mixed music, 
The said music 
was, on the 
whole (allow- 
ing for differ- 
ences as to an 
occasional brace 
of “shakes”), 
well warbled by 
Madame Geor- 
gina Burns as 
Catherine, Miss 
Kate Drew 
(who drew con- 

DAURY LANE.—GEORGINA BURNS, AND THE COSSACK _ giderable atten- 

SCORCEES. tion to herself 

as Prascovia), 

Mr. F. Celli as Peter, and Mr. Aynsley Cook as the real Gritszenko. 

The mise-cn-scene (“that word is French,” as Mr, Gilbert would 

kindly inform you) left nothing to be desired (as Messieurs the 

reporters would most likely put it); in fact, the whole staging was 
in the best Augustan manner, 












THE HAYMARKET.—The Tree planted in 
this establishment is just now bearing even 
more artistic fruit than hitherto. Need I say 
that I allude to the Bold Beerbohm, who is 
doing deservedly big business with A WVillag: 
Priest, Sydney Grundy’s skilful adaptation 
of Le Secret de la Terreusc, which, although 
it hath not an Hibernian fable, is very much 
in the Gaul-way. A Village Priest is one 
of the strongest and most enthralling dramas 
reen Of late years, and (if Nature had not 
enviously robbed you of the necessary material ) 
some of the situations will make your hair 
curl, Mr. Tree’s Abbé Dubois is a splendid 
impersonation, abounding in gentle humour 
and subtle pathos. Very fine also is the act- 
ing of Mr. Fernandez, Mr. Fred. Terry, Mrs. 
Tree, Mra. Gaston Murray, Miss Kose Norreys 
and Mise Rose Leclercq. Grundy has achieved 
wonders in this adaptation ; and, although he 
deals with one or two risky matters, Mr. G. 
has done nothing that would give pain to 
Mrs, G. 





PRINCE OF WALES'.—Mrs. Musgrave, en- 
couraged by Our Flat-tery, has broken out 
in a fresh place—the Prince of Wales’ to wit 
—but in three acts, as before. (Cerise and Co, 
is the title of her latest effort, and the motive 
thereof seems of mingled millinery and Davuny Lang. — One 
millionaire-hunting. This having leaked out oly php stet Cook 
in advance, it was not surprising that many = pis. run opener. 
young and lovely ladies of the stage contrived Boru. 
to get themselves passed in on their counten- 
ances to witness William Greet's matinée trial-trip of Cerise and (Cv, 
Madame Ceriseisa real live Society lady, who, in order to make both ends 
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before her ends are within measurable distance of each other, for she 
is victimized by a real live lordling, who does a bit of sixty-per-cent- 
ing on his own 
account. Hap- 
pily however, she 
eventually at- 
tains the chief of 
them, which, of 
course, is matri- 
mony — in the 
shape of a good 
tempered, good 
hearted Ameri- 
can millionaire, 
who scoots 
around with an 
ever ready 
cheque - book to 
redress the 
wrongs of Society 
ladies in distress. 
Meanwhile, the 
millionaire’s 
mother and his 
cousin Virginia 
have a high old 
time with 
Madame Cerise’s 
bonnets and the 
American lan- 
guage generally. prury LaANe.—THE IMPERIAL MACHEATH WITH HI: 
Finally, when HEART MASHED TO A CELLI. 

Virginia, who is 

real smart, has straightened out various pre-existent tangles, she 
throws her handkerchief to a young Society journalist, whose modesty 
and integrity are such as to preclude all hope of his ever rising in his 
profession. Mr. F. Kerr as the millionaire, Mr. Eric Lewis as the 
journalist, and Miss Lottie Venne as Virginia kept the ball roll- 
ing merrily the balance of the 
time, especially among the bonnet 
Vennedors. 





THE ADELPHI.—That fine old, 
but not yet crushed, Madame- 
Celeste-ial-Irish-American drama, 
The Green Bushes, has just been 
revived at its original home for 
the I don’t-know-how-many-th 
time. I have seen this piece here 
over and over again from my youth 
up, and I have always enjoyed it. 
So have you, I doubt not. And 

Tuk ADELPHI—TiGERTAIL's op-  20W, although it is five and forty 

JECKS-SHON TO A GONG. years of age, here it is drawing 

tears and laughter just as much as 

ever. Of the cast, the most praiseworthy are the handsome Mary 

Rorke (although she was rather Rorke-ward at starting), Misses 

Clara Jecks, Ada Ferrar, Messrs. Beveridge, Rignold and Shine, 

and cute little Kate James. The latter (as the true and trilling 
Nelly O'Neill) being the best of the present Green-Bush-rangers. 





Nops AND WINKS.—Mrs, Langtry will shortly cease to pose as 
‘Heavenly Rosalind,” appearing as 
Esther Sandraz, the not very Esther- 
mable heroine of Mr. Grundy’s play of 
that name.—Mr. Doone’s The Lottery 
of Life (1 presume he is aware that 
the title has been doone before) will 
appear at the Comedy on the 8th prox. 
Miss Alma Murray and Mr. Lewis 
Waller, I learn, will be in the raffle. 
—Next Monday 7heodvora commences 
to reign at the Princesse’. At last! at 
last! But many of us have grown 
old and toothless while waiting for it. 
—Miss Wallis is said to have dis- 
covered a new dramatic author of — 
promise in whom she will someday Tas Apernt. — MiaM eran 
prove her confidence by appearing at  OcyexLy MARY AND (KATE) 
the Shaftesburyin a play of his. I'm Jamxs THK FIRST. 
sure I wish them both every success.— 

Ky the way, the Shaftesbury has cast aside its Middlemanners and 
gone in fora sort of drawing room melodrama—Dick Venables to 
wit, of which more anon. N ESTOR. 



































APRIL 30, 1890, 


HUN. 183 





_ 


LOTTI: 


A SHILLING SHOCKLET. 
By a Lady of Title. 





CHAPTER IX. 
THE CURSE OF THE HOUSE OF BLOODWORT. 


ALTHOUGH fully occupied with matters such as have been 
chronicled, my appointment with the Family Apparition had not 
been forgotten. 
Indeed, the 
occasional 
thought of it 
served to fill me 
with something 
akin todismay ; 
and, at such 
times, I fer- 
vently hoped 
that the F. A. 
might be 
merely a pro- 
nounced em- 
bodiment of 
acute indiges- 
tion ; forit was 
impossible to 
deny that on 
the eventful 
night in ques- 
tion, I had 
eaten a particu- 
larly late, and 
particularly 
heavy supper. 

But the one 
difficult fact to 
be surmounted 
was the place 
of appointment 
—the mound 
marked 


“seven ”’—plainly visibleamid the tangled and neglected waste, which 
my bedroom window overlooked. I could not ascertain how the 
ground in question was to be entered, for it was perfectly unapproach- 
able from any portion of the ordinary grounds, and seemed to be 
entirely isolated from the rest of the demesne. 

I had ventured, upon one occasion, to mention the subject to the 
Earl, but had been met by such a look of frigid blankness, that I had 
no courage to pursue the matter further; while the Nightshade 
responded to similar inquiries with a- villainous grin, and such a 
sinister closing of her solitary optic, that I felt as though I had 
trodden on a black-beetle, or encountered a hairy-legged spider at 
close quarters. As for Drakey, he looked so utterly wretched and 
deplorably damp at the first hint I threw out upon the subject, that 
I was fain to quit it, for fear of seeing him dissolve bodily before my 
questioning gaze ; and inwardly determined to ‘seek for no further 
information, but trust to my own powers of discernment and 
exploration. 

From my window to the ground the distance was about sixteen 
feet, and I had fully determined to knot the bedclothes together, so 
as to form a comfortable and easy means of descent. 

The eventful day closed with an oppressive murky solemnity, that 
presaged a coming storm, and the sun set a dull, heavy globe of 
ominous red. The Earl had been strange all day, wandering in and 
out in an unsettled manner ; and the Viscount appeared more than 
usually dejected. I retired to rest about eleven o'clock, taking the, 
perhaps, unnecessary precaution of double locking my chamber door. 
Then, waiting till I imagined it must be close on the appointed hour, 
I merely tied a small wrapper about my head and shoulders, and, 
having, in the interim, manufactured a rope of the bedclothes as 
resolved upon, threw open the window. Nota breath of air ruffed 
the sombre face of shadowy night, not a sound disturbed the still- 
hess that could have been grasped by the handful. Away, in the 
direction of the mounds, a faint vapoury light appeared to flit to and 
fro—possibly the effect of my imagination. 

Placing a packet of cigarettes and a box of fuzees in my pocket, I 
securely tied the rope to a cumbersome piece of furniture, which I 
dragged directly underneath the window for that purpose, and then, 
with a light heart and sore hands, accomplished the descent. Gather- 
ing my skirts around me I stumbled blindly through the long, dank 
tase and coarse undergrowth that grew in rank profusion across my 
aneven path; indulging occasionally in the use of mild adjectives, 




















somewhat stronger, perhaps, than those tolerated by ordinary drawing 
room etiquette, but perfectly admissible and justifiable under the 
circumstances. It had been no dream, or, if it had, it had run into a 
second edition. There, sure enough, seated upon the furthermost of 
the mounds, in a thoughtful attitude, and casting a luminous reflection, 
scarcely perceptible, around the immediate neighbourhood, was the 
Family Apparition. 

“You have come?” he said, slowly raising his head and fixing his 
terrible gaze upon me. 

“Should I be here if I hadn't?” I snapped, viciously. “ Was it to 
ask me such absurd questions that you selected this cheerful spot as 
& rendezvous, and named such a seasonable hour——? ” 

“Silence your girlish chattering,” he interrupted, commandingly, 
‘and listen to the terrible tale which I am about to thunder in your 
ears!” 

“All right, my old crusader,” I replied, “don't lose your temper. 
But let me indulge in a cigarette first; perhaps you will join me?” 
and I politely offered him the case. 

He selected one, applied it to the glowing fuzee, and, raising his 
hand aloft, said, solemnly— 

“You will observe these graves are numbered from one to seven ; 
there wants yet an eighth to complete the required number. Soon 
will that be dug; and the body destined to fill it belongs to—— 


yourself !” 
(To be continued.) 
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A Re-view Holloa! 
[The Saturday Review has lately fumed against railway makers, whom it calls 
“* Accursed Engineers,” and against “ Penny Papers.’’) 
THE great and glorious Saturday waxed wroth upon a latter day— 
Indeed, displayed a glowing fit of vapours: 
Modern ways it turned its back upon, and made a wild attack upon 
“ Accursed engineers” and penny papers. 
Alas, poor doddering Saturday! your hopes are often shattered, eh ? 
Tis envy, spleen and spite give you the vapours. 
No wonder you feel worried by, and fidgeted and flurried by 
“ Accursed engineers” and penny papers ! 
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HUNG, AND BADLY QUARTERED. 
Maulsticko.—“ Here's a pretty go!—they’ve been and hung 
‘Clarissa’ upside down as a pendant to Johnson s* Lady Acrobat’! 
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A “MAY DA 


(1.) It happened like this. One Saturday night the landlord of the 
“Pint Pot” remarked, ‘‘ Look ‘ere, chaps! There's a old gent, as ‘as took 
the end ‘ouse, as is interested in all old customs, and old, ancient curiosities, 
and all them sort. You take my tip, and give ‘im a reg'lar old fashioned 
‘May Day’ barney, and ‘e'll give yer ‘most anythink you arst ‘im for. 
(2.) And the chaps thought it worth trying, so they first went round to 
the house, and easily constructed a few tasteful and appropriate floral 
decorations, as the garden was, fortunately, well cared for and blooming. 
(3.) It was a happy thought of Bill Rabbitts, who happened to have some 
gunpowder by him, to think of adding a little pyrotechnic display to the 
program me, (4.) Then they called round for the chimney sweep, who, 
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[The Ragged School Union requests FUN to appial 


MANY hundreds of waifs and strays, 
Who in gutters and-hovels lurk, 

arly trained upon Vice to gaze, 
And mere decency’s claims to shirk (Thanks to fur 
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REVIVAL. 

of course, should be to the fore in a May Day frolic. He was a bit sulky 
as he was sleeping off his usual Saturday night celebration in the back 
garden. However, they got him to come along. (5.) There were no 
milkmaids down our way, but the chaps fetched old Beerbag, who generally 
milks Mr. Pumpwater’s cows, and dressed him up a bit for the part. 
(6.) And when all was ready, at about 2 a.M., they all cheered and touched 
off the fireworks with a candle, and blew the porch into the next county. 
And the ‘old gent” thought it was a fire, and dropped out of the top 
window on to the sweep. (7.) Who certainly made himself very ‘‘ nasty 
about it.” It wasapity the furniture wasn’t insured, but it was downright 
mean of the old skinflint to give the lads nothing, after all their trouble. 





To the Benevolent. 


ich are for the benefit of the poor children who attend the schools.) 
So, therefore, Fun boldly pleads 
To his readers (who never shirk 
His appeals for sufferers’ needs) 
That they'll send to the Sec., John Kirk, 
Litt] } > ©."2. tov provisl 
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Fair Critic.—* AH, MEINHERR, IT IS IN THE POWERFUL APPEAL YOUR WORKS MAKE TO THE IMAGINATION THAT THEIR CHARM 
NINETY-NINE OUT OF A HUNDRED SORDID, SOULLESS, UNINTELLIGENT, ORDINARY MORTALS WOULD PRONOUNCE THE PAINTING 


CONSISTS, 


UPON THAT CANVAS TO BE A MISERABLE DAUB, AND THE ARTIST A MERE IMPOSTOR. 
The Artist.—“ ACH, MEIN GOTT! WE ARE A LONG WAY FROM SEEING HIM AS YET. 
THE ORTINARY MORTALS HAF SEEN MY PICTURE—THOUGH I MISTAKE—YOU, DEAR MATAM, ARE THE TWENTY-FIRST,” 
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INDIRECT. 


BUT WHEN THE HUNDREDTH CAME——” 
FoR UP TO THE BRESENT ONLY TWENTY Ol! 








Mr. Fun’s Welcome to Merry May. 


A jubilant chime for a jubilant time, 

A song that is sportive, symphonic, sublime, 
A soul-penetrating, pulsating, vibrating, 

A rollicking, racy, romancical rhyme,— 

A pean, O Muse! we must utter to-day, 

A laudative, lightsome, luxuriant lay,— 

A wild panegyric—lusorious lyric,— 

A jovial welcome to jovial May ! 


Welcome, thrice welcome, O Moon of the Flowers ! 
Welcome, bright bringer of blossoming bowers ! 
Welcome, fair bearer of—bountiful sharer of— 
Welcome spring joys for these islands of ours! 
Welcome, brave victor o’er Winter so grey ! 
Welcome, sweet smiles that can shatter his sway ! 
Welcome, delicious one, charming capricious one, 
Welcome, thrice welcome, thrice beautiful May ! 
To all tribes in all times has thine advent been dear, 


To _ our fathers what fulness it brought of good cheer : 
To the glens and the glades how bold knights and fair maics 
To __ pull flowers in thy honour would gladly career ! 
To the Maypole how hastened each masher and fay, 
To the Jack-in-the-green and the Morris dance gay: 
To what fervent acclaim did they soar in their aim 
To adore thee ad summum, adorable May ! 
Merry seasons were those for the swain, love-inspired, 
Merry times for the maiden he madly admired : 
Merry melodies sung, merry jokes on each tongue, 
Merry maskers in marvellous motley attired ! 
Me hose—and abolished? Ah, nay! 
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Merry hearts still rejoice while old FuN’s merry voice 

Merry madrigals sings to munificent May! 

May thy visit, sweet month, be replete with delight ; 

May the tear-teeming eyes ‘neath thy glances gleam bright : 
May our hearts grow as blithe as thy glendoveers lithe, 
May _ thy sunshine dismantle Cimmerian night ! 

May we joy in thy beauty of Flora’s array : 

May we learn what thou teachest, and, learning, obey ! 

May thy visit be gay: and, as years pass away, 

May we long live to greet thee, melligenous May |! 








A Lesson in Geography. 

WHAT is the most aggravating town in the United Kingdom ’— 
Taunt-on. 

Where is the best place to get married 7?—Wednesbury. 

What place suggests the most buoyant of Irishmen ?—The Cove of 
Cork. 

What-Indian city is like a damp squib ?—Fiz-abad. 

Which ought to be the merriest village in England /—Giggleswick. 

Where can you fly a kite any day in the year ?—In Wind-s(i)r. 

Of what river should Australian lovers be fondest ?—The Darling. 

Where would an unfortunate speculator like best to be ?—In Luck- 
now. 

Which is the foremost town in England !—Leeds, 

Where should travellers go for cleanliness ?—To Bath. 

Why does one British health-station in India resemble another ’— 
Because it’s Simla. 

When you have given your maid-of-all-work a holiday, of which 
Scotch district will her absence remind you ?—Galloway (Gal-away). 

Which is the angriest } n of the United Kingdom ?—Ire-land. 
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OUR ARMY CORPS. : 


(See recent revelations in the Newspapers). 














“The arrangements for the mobilization of the First British Army Corps, under the new g#7stem, are all but complete,” read the British Taxpayer. Then his 
bosom swelled with national pride, and a tear stood in his otherwise ordirary, but now flashing, eye, as he murmured, “ Ah, we are to have an army—to be a military 
power at lart! I will away, and see this army corps reviewed at Aldershot,” 
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“Hist, Thomas,” whispered the War Office to Atkins, “ the Taxpayer's coming down to see the Army Corps reviewed—you're the Army Corps, you know, as you're 
the only man—ab—available—ab—at present. I'll try and fesue you the re-t of your uniform; and you just run backwards and forwards, in open order, behind this 
sand ridge,and popup, bere and there, like a skeleton battalion or two—see. And Ive got some old helmets, anda bayonet or two, which we'll stick up along the 
ridge—see’ I think we can make a show of it if we fire a gun or two and burn some devils to make a smoke.” 
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most imposing |" murmured the Taxpayer, as he reselved met to do the revenue any longer over the income tax, “ Mos imposing!" And it was 
re wa eal of-——lets soe— what's the noun derived from impose—al mposition; thats 
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BALFOUR’S GREAT WORK. 
Rival Artist.—“LOVELY, MY DEAR SIR, LOVELY! AND IF YOU'D ONLY JUST ALTER THE FIGURE, RE-PAINT THE 
FOREGROUND, AND PUI YOURSELF IN THE BACKGROUND, IT WOULD BE PERFKCT.” 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 192. 
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‘THE MOST INTELLEOTUAL BXHIBITION IN 
THH WORLD.” 


ScENE: A Street Corner. Two intelligent eitizens discovered. 


Ist INTELLIGBNT CITIZEN. Ha, where are you off to? 
2nd I. C. Well, you see, as I have nothing particular to do to-day, 
[I am in search of some 
intellectual pastime to 
while away an hour or 
two — some amusement 
which will appeal to the 
intellect of an _ intelli- 
gent 
Ist I. C., Why, that’s 
exactly what I’m looking 
out for. Of course a 
modern Londoner, having 
a brain cultivated by the 
refinements of civilization 
couldn’t go and look 
at—— 
2nd I. C. Quite so— 
anything below the—— 
Ist I. C., Exactly— 
standard demanded by— 
2nd I. C. Precisely—a high order of intelligence. Well, now; I 
was thinking about Savvio at the Promenadium ; most interesting, 
so I'm told. He’s trying whether he can keep his thumb to the tip 
of his nose for forty years; he just got through three weeks of it. 
Here's the account of it in the papers—report of the committee of 
doctors, who are watching him to see he doesn’t remove his thumb 
when he sneezes :—“ 4.52:\4 A.M. The patient's condition still favour- 
able. Pulse, 9426°88, unchanged. Temperature normal. Spirits as 
usual. Some trouble from flea on back, in position only reachable 
with the right hand (the one occupied). No loss of strength is as 
yet noticeable, the patient being extremely sanguine of ultimate 
success, A large numberof persons visited him during the night, the 
establishment being kept open all night forthat purpose.” Absorbing, 
isn't it? 
lst I. C. Most engrossing, the very thing! Let’s go and havea 
look at him at once. 














Latest Intelli, enee, 


The unfortunate difference which has sprung up between the 
supporters of Savvio, at the Promenadium, and Dr, Wiseboy, at the 
Loungeium, is, unfortunately, becoming very acute. The dispute 
has reference to the title of the shows; the Promenadium people 
complaining of an infringement of their title of the “ Most Intellec- 
tual Exhibition in the World.” It appears that the Loungeium 
people advertise their entertainment as the ‘ Most Intelligent Show 
on Earth”; and proceedings are threatened by the Promenadium 
people. 


The application for an injunction to restrain the proprietors of the 
Loungeium from infringing the title of the “ Most Intellectual 
Exhibition in the World ”’ 
was heard to-day. In the 
course of the proceedings, 
it was explained that the 
entertainment at the 
Loungeium consisted of 
the efforts of Professor 
Wiseboy to look through 
a brick wall. 

The professor had under- 
taken to try how far he 






Suow would succeed in seeing 

‘aie On through a brick wall by 
\/! EArTw keeping his left eye fixed 
Anweryien 4 ,! steadily upon it for fifty 


years. He had now been 
at it ten years,and absorb- 
ing interest was taken in 
it by the public. 

In support of what he 
- , said, the learned counsel] 
read the latest bulletin 
referring to the professor— 
“The committee of physicians and scientists, who are watching the 
patient, see no cause for immediate anxiety as to his state. His 
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goes of rum. Pulse, 1:0 on the grass. Vitality, 9 atmospheric 
pressures and a bittock. Respiration, 32" 2'44" in the shade. 
Temperature, sub-tropical. Lung capacity, 18 gallons. Five millions 
of visitors the turnstiles in the course of the afternoon. 

The Lord Chancellor (this being a most important case) remarked 
that, the issue of the experiment being of such inestimable import- 
ance to science, it seemed a pity to adopt any course calculated, in 
any way, to hamper or impede the exertions of those taking part in 
it. Under these circumstances, he thought it would be of ‘great 
benefit to humanity if the parties could come to terms, and arrange 
matters on an amicable basis. 

This was ultimately done, amid great rejoicing. 

* * * - * * 


SCENE: Outside the Court. SCIBNCB, HUMANITY and INTELLECT 
discovered, issuing from the Court. 

HUMANITY. My dear Science, let us rejoice at this happy arrange- 
ment of affairs! I shudder to think to what straits we should both 
be put should any untoward circumstance impede the thorough carry- 
ing out of these most important experiments ! 

SCIENCE, Indeed, dear Humanity, so do I. Let us congratulate 
ourselves. 

INTELLECT. Nor leave me out from these congratulations, sweet 
sisters ; for how great a glory do these performances reflect upon me 
—upon me, considered as the leading trait of our citizens of this 
great metropolis! 

| They embrace with tears of gratitude and joy. 








Picture Shows. 

THE Royal Society of Painters in Water Colours.—This gallery is 
always strongest in landscape, and this year the most remarkable are 
“Autumn,” by Sir John Gilbert, R.A., and “Late Autumn,” by 
J. W. North. Perhaps no two works could be more unlike, but each 
in their way stand right to the front. There is a most elaborate 
example of Birket Foster combining both landscape and figures ; the 
collection is very much ‘as per usual.” 

The Dudley Gallery.—There are a lot of clever little bits, and a lot 
of very poor stuff ; perhaps one of the best and most striking pictures 
in the collection is ‘ Early Spring,” by Reginald Jones. 

Messrs. Boussod and Valadon (Goupil’s) have a most interesting 
collection of paintings, drawings, and sketches by the late Anton 
Mauve, all are excellent, many very beautiful, and the very 
slightest or least finished examples bear the stamp of the master 
hand, well worth a visit if for nothing more than the freshness of tke 
work, 

The Continental Gallery, New Bond Street.—Amongst some very 
important works we must mention “The Queen of Sheba,” by 
Kronberg, “ The Return of Maximilian I. to Ghent,” by Schram, and 
“The Phantom Ship,”by Wertheimer as being remarkable examples of 
these artists. 


- . \ * 
_ 


TENDER CONFIDENCES. 
He,—* loo, I'm dreadfully in love with a stunning girl,and thougo 

I'd give my head to marry her, the governor would cut me off with 4 
sb fare if I did.” 
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My Tailor-Made Girl. 
A LOVE Lay a la Mode. 


(“The Tailor-Made Girl,” says the 
Woman's Cvele,“ was an evolution and a 
protest, amd te-day she stands as the 
selection, the survival of the best ideas in 
dress. Her dress is neat, solid, compact, 
useful, convenient and adaptable.”) 

LET others go rave of those beauties | 

Who dressin mere femininestyle, 
And who deem it a part of their 

duties Hy 

All strong-minded girls to revile. 1 
Though not mashed on the | 

Shriekists unduly, 
Yet I’m not too ungracious a 
churl ; 
And ’tis quite good enough for 
“yours truly ” 
To spoon with the Tailor-Made 








Girl, 
Herce with all namby - pamby 
apparel 7 
That spoils both the health and r 
| 


the form, | 
Praise of rational garb hereI carol, | | 
Clothes convenient, sensible, 


warm, | 
Long trains I’ve no wish to be | 
catching, | 
Ason throughourmudwaysthey | | 
swirl, | | 
And so when I mate I’ll be match- 
ing 
With a sweet little Tailor-Made | 
Girl. | 
The T.-M. G.’s coats, vests and | A 
collars, | 


And other true man-like array, 
Is the dress I’ll buy her with my 
dollars— 
Then how “compact” she'll 
look day by day. 
And, apart from regarding with 
loathing 
Mere feminine dress in Life’s 
whirl, 
You see, LI can borrow some elvth- 
ing, 
At times, from my Tailor-Made | 
Girl. i 


-_ 














THEY say, when the author of 
the piece made Clarissa (Miss 
Winifred Emery) a saint, he Bu- 
chananised her. 
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“TIGHT!” 


“ Of all beverages in the world, the one which showed the greatest increase in the year is rum (laughter). 
T have taken some pains, but have practically failed to find out who drinks the rum, » » « So long 
as I hold my office, I shall think it my duty to sit TIGHT on the treasury chest.” 


—(GOSCHEN ON THE BUDGET. 


_ — 














THH COLLOQUIEBS OF STRABISMUS. 
No, 42.—THE PHILOSOPHER AND THE FRUIT SELLER. 


SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, Philosopher and Sage; FROWSIUS, @ 
Custard-monger ; CHOLERIUS, an excitable Pedestrian. 


STRABISMUS. Noon, by the dial o’ St. Clement’s, and dinner-time 
by the invisible horologe I carry under girdle. Woe’s me and alack! 
Where shall I find me the wherewithal to dine? 

FROWSIUS. Good costards, ho! Costards, sweet and mellow! A 
groat a measure ; warranted sound and well keeping, for I and my 
wife ha’ slept upon them since Yuletide last, and can swear to every 
bruise upon them. Buy, buy sweet costards, honourable sir? 

STRA. What say ye, for I am somewhat hard of hearing? 

FRow. Buy a groat’s worth. 

STRA. Alack, good vendor, I ha’ not a tester i’ the world. ’Tis 
my curse to appear solvent, that the hearts of lenders may be turned 
from me. Yet amIa philosopher of parts, well known to worthy 
Master FUN, o’ Fleet Street. 7 

Frow. Ay, I ha’ heard o’ him. Come, y’ shall earn a groat. Wilt 
mind barrow and bawl “ Apples!” while I drink a drain? 

STRA. Why, with a good heart. Yet this infirmity of deafness may 
breed ill will betwixt bawler and buyers. - 

“ROW. Ne'era jot. For call you so loud as ever you may, “ Fine 

tar’s at so much a measure,” the first juestion o’ one that stoppeta 


4 o ¢ ' } 


Then answer is, “ At a groat. 


next that cometh is, ‘“ Be they ripe?” On the which you makes 
answer that “Some be, and some baint,” whereupon bargainer turneth 
up 8’ nose, “ Nay, I'll buy none,” a’ says, and you replies as a matter 
o’ course; “If you don’t, somebody else will.” Herein lies the whole 
secret of selling apples, for a’ buyeth instanter. 

StrA. I will adventure. So with a strong courage and a loud 
voice, “ Costards, fine costards! sound and sweet !" 

CHOLERIUS. Pray ye, worthy vendor, tell a countryman the nearest 
way to London Bridge-ward? 

STRA. A groat a measure ! 

CHOL. I take it, y’are a fool. 


StrA. Some be, and some baint. 
CHou. Provoke me not, or I may be led —being a choleric man 


and a striker—to deal thee a back answer or twain wi’ the shoe 
end. 

STRA. Nay, if you don’t, somebody else will. Hoa, there, help! 
Tis a lunatic, escaped from keeping! Woe's me, and alas ! 


Frow. Here's to do, and wherefore ? 
Srra. Take back your trade, Sell the schoolboys stomach-aches, 


and you will. I have been kicked,and that fasting. O, outrage upon 


philosophy! but my groat I will have ereI go. 

Frow. Did I not teach thee the secret of selling costards ! And 
a man may not part with such knowledge for nothing; ‘tis a groat a 
lesson with kickings thrownin. Gi’ ye good day—good day ‘* Cos- 
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DEAR S1r,—Though 





A Hard Case. 


t 


Fis O sea listen to my 





A y 
I’m rich, and in the 
f prime of life, 
eT kdl in wed, but sad to 
gay, 
| ars I cannot find a worthy 
ty | wife. 
7 
4 HH In youth I haunted routs 
*-, and balls, 
, J In manhood sought her 


far and wide, 
She did not dwell in marble halls, 
No cottage hid my blooming 
bride. 


Years passed, but I did not desist, 
Still most determined steps I 
took 
Gave up my club,abandoned whist, 
And men’s society for- 
£00k, 


Within the Matrimonial 
News 


I advertisred week after week, 


But still does crue! fate refuse 


To send the wife for whom I seek ! 








TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR OF “ FuN,.” 


Journemouth’s sands are smooth and Bourne- 
mouth’s balmy breezes soothe the mind, fagged out with taking dips 


into futurity for tips there comes a time when even i¢ appears to yearn 


for change a bit. 


he truth of this, in some degree, revealed itself one 
day to me when, through some unimportant slip with reference to my 
last tip (some purely simple thing, no doubt,—perhaps I'd left the 
winner out) I came to loggerheads with an excitable seafaring man. 
The words he used were strong and fine and bitter with his native 


brine, and fierce and redolent of threats, as is the way with who man 
bete—with man who bets and doesn’t choose to think he ever ought 


to lose. 


I don’t know how I shook me free of this same monster of 
the sea, Some means or other I devised—I rather think I temporised ; 
but, anyway, ‘twas then and there I felt I needed change of air, and 


ere that selfsame day was spent, I packed my carpet bag and—went! 
When, distant from that pleasant town, my feelings somewhat 
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settled down, I turned my thoughts to other fields, and pleasures con- 
templation yields, and soon I had within my grip the following : 


Two THOUSAND TIP. 


WHEN long grow the days and a life Rus in Urbe 
Appeals to the sense as a thing to desire, 

We think of the Guineas with thoughts of the Derby, 
And pleased speculations that nothing can tire, 

If this wins the former, will that win the latter? 
Will one be fit first, to fall off in the end? 

Will either be scratched ? and, pray, will it much matter 
If neither or either one choose to befriend ? 








Well, Surefoot gives promise, but wisdom says truly 
A favourite’s promise will oftentimes fail ; 
Yet, let not contempt visit Surefoot unduly, 
For may be a winner the chap we may hail. 
sut still to Le Nord will the needle point ever, 
And Alloway ’minds us of witchcraft and kirk, 
And Blue-green (a bay)’s undeniably clever, 
And even St. Serf may be met with a smirk, 


When I from Bournemouth issued forth, I sought a seaport in the 
North ; I felt, from that seafaring pup, I somehow wanted bracing 
up. But when I reached the spot, I knew the wind was cold enough 
for two, and so I’ve got, it seems to me, a pair of braces—don’t you 
see? You don't/ Alas,’twasever thus! Yours thoughtfully, 

TROPHONIUS, 






































Teac her.—' “* Now. ¢ 
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dly) 








WANTING | CONFIRMATION. 


dear, what were the > Disciples?” 


Please, miss, they were the wives 


rf 


the 
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seis En Famille. 
: , . [A certain newly elected M.P., on com- 
ing down to the House of Commons to 
take the oath and his seat, was accom- 
panied by several members of hia family.] 
PRAY observe that one who lately 
went prepared to swear se€- 
dately 
Went sweetly to St. Stephen's 
—yea, most jammily— 
He was Windsor's newest Tory, 
and he went in all his glory 
Accompanied by the members of 
his family ! 
So, when you are eleeted for a 
borough that’s respected, 
And you wish to act both 
Dizzy ’-ly and “ Pam”’-ily, 
When your oath is to be taken, do 
not goasif forsaken,— 
Be accompanied by the members 
of your family! 








SOME people don't like ‘monkeys 
and think them a nuisance; but 
there is one kind that is always a 
boon to us, and that is the baboon. 











WHY are members of gambling 
clubs so afraid just now ’— Because 
the police have raided them a good 


‘ } " 
iL postles deal late 
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Boycotting the G.O.M. 


[A sad and humiliating story is told in connec- 
ion with Mr. Gladstone. He had his eye upona 
house in Piccadilly, and had all but settled to take 
t, when the lessee, a well known Tory leader, de- 
elared he would “have no dealings with the Mem- 
ber for Midlothian.’’] 
«WHAT! Gladstone applies?” cried the 
landlord— | 
“ He dares to apply unto ME! | 
Unto me—known to manyagrand lord; | 
What! he, a mere Lib’ral M.P. ! 
Go to! I will nvt entertain him, 
Although he pretends to be prim. 
For, look you, I loathe and disdain him, 
I will not have dealings with him/” | 





“Wot! Gladstone has dared order taters,” 
Says the greengrocer, boiling with wrath, 
“Of me, most pronounced of his haters, 
Why, I’d sweep him like coals from my 
path!” 
“Eh? the G.O.M. nearin’ my crorsin’ ” 
(Says the sweeper, young “ Whitechapel 
Jim”); 
“ Let him dare ! at him mud I’ll be torsin’, 
I won’t take no coppers from him /” 


“Wot! is this Gladstone’s ’ouse?” cries 
the cracksman, 
“ That ’ound at which Tories all sneers : 
That pulin’, ’Ome-rulin’ old Axe-man 
Wot fills Mister Balfer with fears ! 
Me burgle him! not if I knows it, 
Me lower myself for sech skim ; 
Not me, no; not much, don’t suppose it, 
Z objects to have dealings with him /” 








“Sons, sir!” cries Sportleship, passing if . 
the port, “I believe they are all born 
without conscience nowadays, that one 
of mine is costing mea fortune to keep | 
him square!” “ Have you ever thought,” | 
says his friend Pomsenbank, “ that you | 
might find it cheaper to leave him to 
come round in his own way?” 











TEMPTING! 


| Van Brown (to Seumble, who has been rejected at the R.A.)—“ Academy, my dear boy! Why 
do you bother yourself to send, when, by paying five shillings subscription to our Anti-Academic 
Gallery, you can exhibit six pictures, each twenty feet long, and have admission for yourself and 
fourteen friends for the next three years? Be sensible, and join us.” 





[But he wouldn't. Some people are never satisfied, 














THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


THOSE who expected a Ballyhooley-cum-Killaloe-cum-Enniscorthy 
debate on Monday, were disappointed. Mr. Parnell never gives way 
to passion: there is no shouting and stamping when he is fencing ; 
he is too dangerous for that sort of thing. But his attitude to the Land 
Purchase Bill was well defined in its hostility, for it was hostile in 
principle and in detail. He contends that thirty-three millions is 
too much for the taxpayer to guarantee, or absentee landlords to bag, 
and yet too little to meet successfully the Irish Land Difficulty, and 
his concern for the resident Irish landlords was truly touching. 

When Mr. Parnell’s speech was finished the House presented a 
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THE BEARDED ONE BRARDS THB TORY SHAMMERS. 


“ beggarly array of empty benches.” First-Lord Smith took the op- 
portunity of suggesting, on the ground of the languor shown in the 
debate, that it should close on Thursday. Languor, bedad! the 
docthor was up quick as lightning or sticks at Donnybrook, every 
Hair of his beard bristling with virtuous indignation. 
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A sight for the Gods, Northampton’s Charlie giving Cunninghame 
Graham a wiping down for dabbling in labour disputes without 
understanding them, irritating and agitating in a sense not of con- 
ciliation, etc., etc. 

“Do I sleep, do I dream? Do I wonder and doubt? 
Are things what they seem, or is visions about,” 

Mr. Picton has vainly appealed to the Chancellor of the Exchequer 
with regard to the tea duty to exercise his generositea, but along the 
line the signal ran, ‘‘ Goschen expects that every man will pay up his 
tea duty.” 

The House loses one of its few orators in Mr. Handel Cossham. On 
Wednesday Mr. Lea cheerfullea brought up for second reading his 
bill to regulate the other Irish question, namely, liquor traffic. 

More in sorrow than in anger the G.O.M. meets Balfour's Bill with 


& NON possudmus, 








To Ladies. 
A JOURNAL of true female views the shaper, 
Is the one that's called the Women’s Penny Paper ; 
And not all of others ways an aper, 
Is that stirring sheet the Women’s Penny Paper, 
Not a mincing modish fashion plating japer, 
But a wise and witty Women’s P’enny Paper. 
More given to show vigour than to vapour, 
Is Miss H. B. Temple's Women's Penny Paper. 





“ THE breath of Flora,” said the young poet who measured out the 
simple purple merino of commerce in the suburban emporium, “has 
kissed the fields, and the daisies have sprung beneath her feet; and 
the bluebell nods in the bushy dell. It is spring at last—and there 
is a new life.” Then the Araminta of his heart answered, sweetly, “ Yer, 
and the midges are flying about everywhere. Last night as I wie 
standing by the dust bin one of ‘em stung me on the nose, and if it 
wasn't for the powder that’s on it you might sell it for half and 
post pillar box.” And the lark soared aloft; and the coals wee 
coming in down the area; and it was a happy time, 
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Na Nonna, the sleeping sickness, 





Pe ree 


4 
Ohi NeW = urate says Tic af wn§ C ng? eu i 
~ 


P {2 
Dad “9 a f 
severe y orr 
e 


SOME VICTIMS OF NA NONNA. 
and successor to the Influenza, is ridiculed by the French doctors. 


well authenticated cases. 
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Varnishing Day. 
(SEE CARTOON). 


Two rival artists,x—ahem !— 
Hlow can they ever agree? 
Who'd expect each one of them 
T’other one's picture to see 
Without finding aught to condemn 


This would adopt a bright hue, 
When That might prefer it toned 
down ; 
That would faduige in a blue 


T were scarcely in nature, and still less in art, 
For euch rivals to play an unprejudiced part, 





Where This insist on a 
brown ; 
Nor would This admit That's scheme 
as true: 
For in colour, design, or whate’er they are at, 
There's a striking divergence betwixt This 
and That. 
Little’s the room for surprise, 
ther fore, if critical blame— 
Trenchant, and possibly wise— 
Fall on that daub in a frame 
Mr. Balfour has } leased to devise ; 
sJecause Mr. l’arnell must have plenty to say 
Of ite many weak spots upon Varnishing Day. 


might 


By My Trough, yes! 
AS humans have cause to sing many a trope, 
In heart-swelling praise of good Hudson, his 
soap, 
So canines 
praise 
The troughs which said Soaper at shop doors 
displays ; 
At the ‘ Drink, puppy, drink,’ 
posely scoffs, 
sut in glee wags his tail at this wise soap- 
king’s troughs! 


A MAN OF “MARK. 


have reason, when thirsty, to 


no dog pup- 


ry Plimsoll. 











Gold Medal Awarded, Health ——r ion, London. 


And Highest Award Adelaide, 1887. 
Be enger 
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— il in Tins at 1s. 6d., 2s. 6d., 5s., 
1108 by Chemists, etc., everywhere. 
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AWARDED SEVEN PRKIZE MEDALS 
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“FUN’S” 
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TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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(3) To May Meetings, oh, 
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) Lancaster + York. 
Oha lit be awhile rose? 
Phall i{ pe a red?” 


1) Lo, grampuses one day (perhaps 


my friends! 
“ vrampi,” we should say) 


each “serious’’ man now wenda, 


Wallowed in glee near Battersea, “Doth not May meeting” (saith 
because they'd lost their way. your bard) “ like thisone make 
° ‘ amends?” 
(2) Not long ago was seen a father, aged ; ; 
fifteen : (4) The Academy's opening day, upon (6) Fort! 
‘Twas young start a parent's the First of May, _ bhe 
part—a “beauty” he must have Is not so much a picture show ~— 
Fashion's big Ar-r & 
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(5) This grors old German “ 
marriage made a lark; 

His wife he sold, and not for gold, Be 
but just to make a “mark”! 


@ birthday of our Queen (may 


ne wish to wear rich 
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Poor leller E. 


(7) Thia shrewd, unlicensed dog, pre- 
tended to be “ incey.,” 

ause it knew the man in blue, 

who on ite track did jog. 
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(8) The Yankees, if you please, appea 
to make decrees 

Ayainst thie letter (a strange a- 

owel): lon t like “ lettered 
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ppy thought, I ween. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
—The members of Mr. Thomas Thorne’s 
pp Oey,L-t Company should feel grateful to their 
manager. His system of frequently 
changing his programme is giving them 
a practice and a constancy of critical 
attention which is of very considerable 
value in these days, An actor or an 
actress may, in a general way, play 
with talent enough, but from the length 
of runs, changes are so few that there 
is little opportunity for either showing 
or cultivating variety ; and performers 
fall so infrequently under the atten- 
tion of the critics that, unless specially 
well known, their names are scarcely 
remembered between play and play. Even 
a lady of such long acknowledged ability 
as Miss Winifred Emery has something to 
thank the system for. By means of the rapidly 
recurring opportunities afforded by The School 
for Scandal, Clarissa and Miss Tomboy, she has 






; a attained an enviable position, which, however 
NH LAF $i her talents entitle her to it, would scarcely have 
mt been reached so quickly and emphatically had 
<a re? not her three admirable performances followed 
Miss, Rurne “Closely one upon the other, so driving the im- 


INN-MAIDEN, Scones Pression home, 
ONE MORE, 

AND now comes She Stoops to Conquer to 
clinch the matter, No sweeter, gentler, or more piquantly merry- 
hearted Miss Hardcastle rests in Nestor’s singularly retentive memory. 
Mr. Wilson Barrett is to be envied his prospective leading lady. Mr. 
Thomas Thorne plays Tony on somewhat new lines, and, mayhap, 
some of us need to grow accustomed to it before unreservedly accep- 
ting it; but J find ita bit of 
very well studied character, 
abundantly amusing. Mr. 
Thalberg is a pleasant, but 
rather unfilled-out Marlow, 
and Mr. Gillmore’s Hastings 
proves him intelligently at- 
tentive to criticism. There 
is more repose and, conse- 
quently, more finish about 
this performance than any- 
thing else he has lately done. 
Mr. Kemble is an actor of 
much humorous apprecia- 
tion, and his Mr. Hard- 
castle, played on, perhaps, 
rather broadly comical lines, 
is greatly enjoyed. Mr. F. 
Thorne is quite in his usual 
goo! form as Diggory, and 
Mrs. Billington’s experience 
stands her in good stead for the part of Mrs, Hardcastle. 





THK VAUDEVILLE.—INN-DICATIONS, 
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Tue Court,—Mr, Pinero’s new play, Ziv Cabinet Minister, de- 
scribed asa farce, yet possessing many supposedly serious touches, and 
running to (horrible to relate) four acts, is so clever, and yet so dis- 
appointing a work withal, that the Present Writer feels that its treat- 
ment calls for some such poetic outburst—some such volcanic versi- 
fication as the following :— 

Note Nestor's views (simple and clear O) 
About the new play by Pinero ; 

’Twas produced at the Court— 

But ‘twas not P.’s best sort— 

Spoilt his heroine, likewise his hero. 
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That réle of the manageress’, 
A lady all diamonds and dresses, 
When duns make her “ wilt,” 
Goes and wallows in guilt, 
And sells government “tips” she pos- 
Beeses, 
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The play has more faults, too, I fear O, 
Yet its brilliant don-mots will give 
cheer O, 
Mrs. Wood shows real fun, 
And young Grossmith’s Al, 


.. ‘ or 2 e for the newest “ 











Drury LANE.— Doubtless you will want to know something about 
Mr. Cowen’s new opera PS 
Thorgrim, which was v7) Qa 
—s at Drury | 

ne the other night. 
It is a sound, not to say 
furious work, and the 
hero belongs to the 
family of Balderdash 
the Viking. According 
to the programme (price 
sixpence) “ the scene is 
laid in Norway, in the 
reign of Harald Fair- 
hair,” in whom I recog- 
nized F. H. Celli, 
brother to Herbert 
Standing who was dis- 
tinctly visible in the 
stalls during the later 
part of the perform- , 
ance, and was under- '\\) 
stood to opine that if 
the Vikingly proceed- 
ings could have been 
conducted under 
Queensberry rules, we 
should all have been the 
better for it. Said pro- 











DRURY LANE.—MR. LESLIE CRO'TTY As HELU!, 

— WITH HIS FINGERS IN THE GNAW-WAY 3} AND 

oO aa MDLLE,. TREMELLI AS THE TRE-MELLI 
oo 4 FLUOUS ARNORA. 


ceedings consisted, of course, of combats 
of two, or ten, or twenty,as the case may 
be—two up and two down, over and 
under, robber’s cut, and soon. Between 
fights the combatants drank vast quan- 
tities of nothing out of horn cups, and 
(aside) asked each other riddles, such as 
“When is a Viking not a Viking?” 
“When it’s a Jarl,” etc. Thorgrim, you 
see, is the “ baseborn”’ son of Jarl Eric. 
Helgi is the legitimate ditto. Arnora 
is Helgi’s mother. Olof, daughter of Jarl 
Eric, is betrothed to Helgi, instead of 
which, of course, she loves Thorgrim. 
Helgi is a Constitutional coward, and in 
various other ways shows his leanings to 
the stupid party. Thorgrim, on the other 
hand would rather have a row with you 
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than not,and puts 
in considerable 
time defying war- 
riors, kings, light- 
ning and jaris 
generally. When 
he isn’t fighting 
he sits on a bench 
with Olof and 
roars love - songs 
into herright ear. / 
She seems to like (4/ 
it, and screeches / 7 
her affection int« / 
Thorgrim’s lef: | 
ear. When more | 
than enough of 

this sort of thing 

has been done, 

Olof is going to’ 
be married to 
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TOTTIE: 


A SHILLING SHOCKLET. 
By a Lady of Title. 


CHAPTER IX. (continued), 


“WHAT!” I exclaimed, shudderingly, “you don’t mean to say ? 
why, you must be joking.” 

“ You,” he repeated, impressively, “ you are the destined occupant!” 

, “Oh!” I cried, 
gathering the wrap- 
: per closely around 
liye : The, my trembling 
‘| pith | Hy =’ shoulders; “I shall 
A nt x leave this place— 
mi ree ' the situation don’t 
| suit.” 

“Too late,” he 
said, shaking his 
head; “too late; 
you would be pre- 
vented. They have 
you too firmly in 
their grasp to throw 
the precious chance 
away. Listen to the 
history of the Curse 
of the House of 
Bloodwort— 

“At the close of 
the twenty-second 
Crusade, Sir Cut- 
throat de Blood- 
wort was the bravest 
and most gallant 
knight in the 
English camp. He 
thought no more of 
spitting half adozen 
Saracens on the 
point of his trusty 
blade before break- 
fast than he did 
of eating a pint of 
shrimps. Death 
followed in his wake 

| with such dire 
rapidity, that it was ro unusual thing for him to wear out three 
swords a week; while he had borrowed lances and daggers from his 
friends, to such an extent, that it was mainly owing to lack of 
arms the order was given to retreat. Judge, then, of his dismay—he, 
to whom the sound of battle and carnage, was as the foaming pewter 
to the parched wayfarer. Hiding his disgust, he determined to fully 
merit his reputation by one final feat of arms. Collecting the only 
offensive weapons available, and which consisted merely of a tin dish- 
cover, a toasting-fork and a sword-handle with about an inch of 
blade remaining, he sallied forth at break of day, his martial soul 
swelling with lofty pride. 

“Ah! that was a day indeed. He drove the Saracen army before 
him, till they melted like snow beneaththe burning sun. Twelve 
hundred fell by his deadly toasting-fork that glorious morn ; and he 
pursued the chief to the very door of his tent, flinging at him, asa 
parting souvenir, the broken sword-handle, which alone remained. 
The chief's wife, happening to appear that moment at the entrance, to 
cover her lord's retreat, received the missile full in her face. 

“It was a most unfortunate accident, and no one regretted it more 
than Sir Cutthroat himself, who, so far as the fair sex was concerned, 
was the very pink of courtesy and politeness. His profuse apologies, 
however, were unheeded ; his excuses received with contumely. _ 

“*Scourge of the Desert,’ she yelled, ‘thy human race is wellnigh 
run. You have robbed me of a woman’s crowning joy—her front 
teeth. On thee and thine Iinvoke an Eastern matron’s curse ; and, 
until thou, or thine accursed progeny, shall, within the space of forty 
moons, dry up the life-blood of eight fair English maids; the heir 
that, smiling, sits upon thy hearth, shall be born with two cork legs! 

“Great Scott!” and I sank back, thunderstruck, on grave No. 6. 

“There can be no doubt,” he resumed, “but that Sir Cutthroat 
himself would have removed the curse, for he was not a man to stick 
at trifles; but, unhappily, that very night, while regaling himself upon 
stewed eels, a dish to which he was extremely partial, a bone, rather 
larger than usual, stuck in his throat ; and, before assistance could be 
summoned, he was a corpse. Thus, untimely, perished a true warrior 
and gallant gentleman; while, unfortunately, the curse operated only 
too well, Sir Cutthroat’s eldest son married, and his first-born 
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cooed beneath the ancestral roof the infantine possessor of cork limbs, 
though the fact was kept well concealed. Since then the house of 
Bloodwort has endured this hideous weight of shame in sullen 
silence ; but the present Earl, determined to expiate the affence of 
brave Sir Cutthroat, and, with that end in view, hasalready sacrificed 
seven nursery governesses—you are destined to be the eighth!" 

“ Then,” I gasped, “the Earl himself, and Mandrake?” 

“Yes,” he replied, coldly, “he likewise possesses cork legs. If, 
now,” pursued the Family Apparition, “ you could find a substitute. 
Say you had a cousin, or even a sister-——”’ 

“T have a sister,” I exclaimed, jumping up with a violent start ; 
“but you'll excuse me, I can't stopany longer ; I'll meet you to-morrow 
night—eame time”; and, without waiting for a reply, I scudded along 
the uneven ground, clambered up the rope, and drew a long breath, 
though hardly of relief, as I regained my room, 

(To be continued.) 








Picture Shows. 

THE ROYAL ACADEMY this year is below the average: of course 
there are many, very many, good works, but mediocrity and com- 
monplace preponderate. The portraits, too, are sadly on the increase ; 
sadly, because the few only are good, and when a portrait is below 
the high standard as a work of art, it ceases to be worth regard. 
There are some very clever figure pictures, and amongst them we 
must rank that by Sir John Gilbert, 186, “Onward,” which is of a 
very high order; and the little picture, 465, “The Piping Fisher- 
boy,” by G.J.M. Swan. The landscape, 57, “ Moorland,” by C. H. 
H. Macartney, we think one of finest in the collection; there are 
many other works by men hardly known, so good, that some of the 
older men get heavy knocks. 

The New Gallery. What does Mr. Comyns Carr say about thie 
portrait of his clever wife,82? Mr. Sargant has outdone himself, 
but surely the large canvas of his, 188, is not likely to add to the 
artist’s fame. Here, again, we have far too many portraits, and 
there is a dearth of good figure subjects ; the three small pictures 
by Alma Tadema are little gems, and the gallery is rich in landscape 
and sea pieces. 

The Grosvenor Gallery is not the Grosvenor Gallery of the past, 
yet there is much that is good and interesting in the collection. 
Perhaps one of the most interesting is “The Last Boat” ({2), by 
Tom Graham, it is' beautifully constructed, fine in colour and ful! o! 
sentiment. Tom Graham is a true artist, but never before has he 
shown such strength as in “ The Last Boat.” 
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“ITS A ILL WIND,” &c. 

Professional Traveller (to pal).— No good tryin’ ere, mate! The 
bloke’s at ‘ome from the orfice! I see ‘im at the winder! Blcw tiese 


'*? 


‘ere hepidemics!*, They ruinin’ our trade’! 
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THE ACADEMY PUZZLE 


To FIND THE REAL MEANING OF THE PICTURES, 
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THE LION OF THE SEASON. 


FASTING MAN AND THE FEASTING 


STANLEY, AS HE WAS, AND AS HE WILL BE, SUCCI NOWHEI! 
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[See Cartoon Verses, p, 2 
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The Edinburgh Bxhibition. 


IF you want to be gay in a wholesome 


way, 
Yet free from all imposition, 
| You must now hurry forth and travel 
due north, 
To the Edinburgh Exhibition. 


The manager there has nous and to 
spare, 
Here in London he won a position ; 
Lee Bapty’s his name, and he'll add to 
his fame 
By the Edinburgh Exhibition. 

In addition to Scots, in numerous lots, 
Many nations will seek admission, 
And enjoy delights at the marvellous 

sights 
Of the Edinburgh Exhibition. 


Caledonia, that’s styled by her Bard 
“ Stern and wild,” 
Did last week welcome FuN 
(Mirth’s Magician), 
And so to his friends he with pride 
recommends 
The Edinburgh Exhibition. 








ONE of the cruellest and most un- 
warranted prosecutions on record is 
that of the man who prosecuted 
inquiries, 





Epping Forest-ers Fate. 


| [Several valuable trees have lately been cut 
| down in Epping Forest, under the pretence of 
| “beautifying” it.) 


THIS cutting down the trees in Epping 





Forest 
Isathing, we know, that thou, O Fun, 
abhorrest ; 











VICE VERSA. 
meet. And Mrs. MacFergus was in pink, as usual.” 


a ditch?” 










Fair Charivteer.—“ Yes, we've been to see the hounds throw off at Tilly Valley. Rather a large 


Pedestrian Acquaintance,—“Stonning rider. Lovely woman, Mrs, Mac, Did you see her take 


Cutting its trees, at any season, 

Is the highest of high trees-on ; 

So let’s, with true endeavour, 

Help P. Lindley, who has ever 
Kept a legal eagle eye on Epping 


Fair Charicteer,—“ Not exactly. But we saw a ditch take her, Good morning!” Forest. 
































THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 

“SAVE us from our friend.” This was the fervent prayer of the 
Government on Monday night; for Joseph had given a superfluous 
instance of the aptness to himself of the title,“ Awkid Joe”; for 
awkward, indeed, he was, Joseph. Oould it have been that, looking 
upon his brethren around him, bis bowels yearned with compassion 
for them, and he forgot even that performance at the pit, though it 
was the brothers who were put in a hole by the modern Joseph? Or 
was it that Joseph was beginning to weary of the back seat amongst 
the Unionists and the “gentlemen of England”? Anyway, Joseph's 
friendly speech did more to damage Mr. Balfour's Bill than anything 
that had been said against it by Gladstonite or Parnellite, inasmuch, 
a3 it gave the opponents a hint which they were not slow to take up, 
that a cogent reason against land purchase was, that until she gets her 
Local Government Reform, Ireland is not ripe forit. Till Joseph had 
epoken, there were rumours of a Cave in the Gladstone-cum- Parnellites ; 
as soon as Joseph had spoken, the rumours were of a Cave on the 
other side, 

It was strange to hear Sir Wilfrid, on Tuesday, denounce postal 
officials for advertising a “ tea fight” ; but it subsequently transpired 
that that ening, but uninebriating, “function” in question was 
tinged with the :incriminating hue of the primrose; hence the 
storm ina mee Ag question. 

Mr. Balfour's Mr. Fisher contributed a quota to the Land Purchase 
Debate, The pastime of shooting the moon is confined to tenants, on 
behalf of Irish landlords—Mr. Fisher had a shot at the Star. But 
the great event of the week was the spectacle of Randy on the pump- 
stump. Sir Wilfrid was quite jealous of the cheers which greeted 
the reckless Randy as he elaborated his scheme for dealing with drink. 
But then Randy dealt with it asa statesman. Perhaps the secret of 
Randy's success was that he borrowed some of Sir Wilfrid's ideas, but 
none of his jokes. Scheme not rabid enough to please the fanatics. 
No confiscation—no robbing Peter to help Paul, but jist giving Paul 


a chance to help himself if he likes, wit t making him a good boy 








by act of parliament. And as for Peter, well, Peter has as much right 
to live as Paul ; and if we are to rob the publican because some people 
get drunk, why not rob the gunmakers because others shoot them- 
selves. Altogether, Randy scored. 

Good old Deceased Wife's Sister! you are not deceased yet, though 
you are getting on. Why, Herbert told us, on Wednesday, that ycu 
were nearly ; 
fifty ; shame to ain 
let you become 
an old maid, 
when you 
wanted to 
marry your 
brother-in-law, 

Gainsford 
Bruce is afraid, 
though, if we 
let you in some 
fellow would 
be anxious to 
marry his 
mother-in - law, 
but even the 
House of Com- 
mons couldn't 
believe that, 
and read the 04 
Bill for about ee a” ae 
the hundred GOLFOUR's LITTLE GAME. 
and second 
time. Rads. rightly resented First Lord Smith’s project to rush 
through the Balfour Bill. 

On Thursday Golfour gathered together this links, laid the chain 
of argument before the House, and played out his little game. 
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DIFFICULTY VERSUS BEAUTY. 
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There, listen to ‘hat! Isn’t that wonderful? There's a passage for you—eh? Doesn't appeal to you? Can't find any beauly in it? Why, good heavens! what wir 
want with beauty in music? It’s difficulty you look for when you go to hear a celebrated performer. “ Beauty?” he, he! whata funny notion! Sounds like a five-fing 
erercise! Why, sir, that’s Dammeganz’s celebrated NINETEEN-FINGERED OACOPHONY with VARIATIONS! Why, just consider how he has to twist himself to do 
it—marvellous! 
om 
dig 
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There, now; just shut your eyes and listen to that passage. There's difficulty for you! Baau! Vo 
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PURE ENTHUSIASM— 


“ Among the first toshake Mr. Stanley warmly by the hand was Dodson Bunterbury: 
quire. Mr. Stanley did not appear to secegaize Mr, Bunterbury ; but nevertheless 
miied good-naturedly and bore it.” 


IT was after this item in our newspaper that there burst 
upon us an overwhel sense of the wave of enthusiasm which is 
now rolling over the 

ea land — the mighty 






































































roller of uncontrol- 

L poticn a lable, honest, self- 
SHAKEN ignoring, generous 
HANDS enthusiasm which it 
With is impossible to be 


ST ANLE ¥ blind to. We thought 


we really ought to 
go and see Dodson 
TRY Bunterbury Esquire, 
and look upon, at 
MY PILES, least, one gid 
Wi / being whom pure 
' Ut and noble admira- 
Y tion of another 
could raise above 
self-seeking sordid- 
ness of our daily 














existence. We went; we found D. B., Ksquire, 

“You are the gentleman, we understand, who was:among the first 
to grasp Stanley warmly by the hand?” we said. 

“T was,” he replied, eagerly, “and I took the opportunity of slipping 
into his hand——-” 

“ Would you object to our embracing you?” we asked. 

He said he had no particular objection that he remembered, We 
embraced him warmly, and proceeded :— 

‘Your motive was, as we hardly need ask, a generous and spon- 
taneous enthusiasm ?” 

“ Ye-es—oh yes, of course,” he replied, “and I took the opportunity 
of slipping into his hand one of my-——” 

“It is really very touching. ou are a sincere admirer of Mr. 
Stanley’s indomitable pluck and——- ?” 

“ Ye-es—oh yes, of course, But my principal object was to take 
the opportunity of slipping into his hand one of my handbills setting 
forth the wonderful efficacy of my famous glass eye and wooden leg 
pills. Iassure you that one dose of these pills never fails to turn a glass 
eye, or a wooden leg, or an artificial tooth into the rea] natural article. 
I gave the newspaper reporters half a sovereign each to put my name 
in the paper as having been among the first to grasp Mr. Staniey 
vat ae the hand, and to throw in a word or two about my pills— 
but the editors seem to have cut out the pills, I call that too bad—after 
Mr. Stanley has made himself famous on purpose to afford me an 
opportunity of being among the first to grasp him warmly bygthe 
hand, and take the v1 grep td of slipping into it one of my——” 

“ Dear me!” we said, much surprised, “we had no idea that such 
was the purpose of the endless fatigues he had gone through !" 

“Oh, hadn’t you?” said Mr. Bunterbury, “ well, but—why—what 
other object could he have?” 

We said a fond farewell to 





| HAVE PRE: Mr. Bunterbury, and on reach- 
Stxtep anand ing the street we ran against 
DRESS To someone, 
STANLEY “Thousand pardons!" said the 
Ano WANT & 6 , 
party ; “by the way, let me in- 














troduce myself. I am Pottigrew 
Pasher, Esquire ; daresay you've 
seen my name in the papers as 
the gentleman who presented an 
illuminated address to Mr. Stan- 
ley, and invited him to dinner at 
the ‘ Ghost and Bagpipe’? ”’ 

“ Bless our seul—of course we 
have,” we said, eagerly ; “ then in 
you we have the satisfaction of 
seeing one more whom a generous 
and self-ignoring enthusiasm can 
raise above-——!” 

“Exactly,” said Pusher, Es- 
quire. 

“ And did you take the oppor- 
tunity of slipping into his hand 
one of your handbills setting forth——?” 

“Handbills, sir?” said Pusher, Esquire, indignantly ; “I hardly 
catch your meaning. I have no handbills, sir. lama professional 
man, sir, but, unfortunately, without any considerable practice ; and 
it struck me that if I could get my name into the newspapers, in 
connection with Mr, Stanley, it might be the means of bringing my 





name before the public, and laying the foundation of a celebrity 
which I am anxious to attain. You can’t foresee what it might lead 
to, you know ; a seat in the House, and all sorts of things—see?” 

We grasped the second enthusiast warmly by the hand and passed 
on. We had not gone far when our way was stopped by an important 
person, who waved us aside. 

“ Make way, sir,” he remarked, “ Are you not aware that I am the 
celebrated Jones Brownson—the individual of whom the newspa 
are full—no other than he who took Stanley by the button and 
asked after his health !” . 

We apologized for not having recognized him; but said that we 
had seen him illustriously spoken of by the press. 

“T should think so, indeed!” he said; “and, what’s more, I am in 
hourly expectation of a knighthood for the important part I played 
in receiving Stanley. If—if I do not get that knighthood, of what 
avail are the Herculean labours of that explorer, sir? that’s all I want 
to know at present. Good day.” 

So there was some good in the world after all. Some ingenious, 
unselfish admiration for the deeds of another—some sentiment purer 
than the loveof gain and personal aggrandizement ! We were touched, 
and sobbed like a child for joy. 

Then we dried our eyes and rushed off to waylay Stanley, and 
present him with a gorgeously illuminated copy, on white satin, of the 
current number of Fun. Hooray! 





A Varying Volcano. 


{Recent observations show that the height of the active volcano of Popocatepetl 
has decreased by 3,000 feet since the last measurement was taken.] 


WHAT'S this we read of, Popocatepetl, 

That something has occurred to much unsettle 
That volcano once so famed, 
That now it shrinks ashamed, 

And decreases, though it once had lots of mettle? 


Mount! we hope to see thee (flamelessly) in fettle, 
Not as gloomy as a tragedy by Chettle! 

To shrink 3,000 feet 

Is to lose your self-conceit ; 
So keep up your pecker, Popocatepetl ? 
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Fancy 


A SOVEREIGN MOTTO. ) 
Maude.—“ Oh, Bertie! I’m so glad I've met you. Can you give me 


change for a sovereign?” ‘ 
Bertie (who suffers from chronic impecuniosity).—*“ No, darling ; 
I'm not one of the changing sort. TZowjours le meme was ever MY 
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YeT IT IS SAID THAT WOMAN NEVER JOKES, 
Fair Visitor to R, A—“*OH, THERE IS WILKS’ GRAND GEORGIAN GENRE PAINTING ‘BEFORE THE LOTTERY.’ 
‘OF IT?” 
Ditto ditto — WHY, THAT IT OUGHT TO BE PUT DOWN IN THE CATALOGUE AS BELONGING TO THE PRE-RAFFLITE SCHOOL, 
OUGHTN'T IT?” [And her listeners faded away. 














WHAT DO YOU THINK 








The Laureate can scarce sing small, I venture for to say, 
And Bullion is the sort of thing for backing any day. 


But don’t you make no error, nor no flurry, nor no fuss, 
But plank a lot of money down on that Theophilus, 

Do business with Vasistas, too, but betting on this race 
Back Philomel te win it, taking t’others for “a place,” 


There, sir, that tip should satisfy the most inclined to cavil by its 


TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR oF “Fun.” 


DEAR S1r,—The north-east winds (which brace) of late prevailing 
in this place (the happy sea resort in which I’ve lately taken up my 
pitch) at last have given place to sun, and much delighted everyone. 
We now discard our overcoats, and go upon the sea in boats, the 
lightest togs each form bedecks, we wear but little round our necks, | 





and when we're warm we seek for ease by sitting underneath the 
trees, and everybody, I suppose, is throwing off his winter clothes, and 
80 you scarcely need be told that everybody has a cold! So with 
some camphor to my nose, and mustard water round my toes, I here 


comprehensive, clear and—yes—explicit, bold exhaustiveness. If 
this should fail I'm bound to say I'll tip again another day, and un- 
abashed shall eat and drink, nor care what anyone may think, or e’en 
how anyone may rail—but then I think it will not fail, and so no 








record, that all may see, my notions for | further we'll discuss the point, I'm yours, TROPHONIUS, 
THE JUBILEE. | 
WHEN Kempton Park, all glorious, upon the vision breaks, 
New Leaves. 


We hasten to vaticinate upon the noble stakes, 
The stakes which bear the title we are always glad to see— 
And need I say as I allude to that there Jubilee ? 


As we listen to the story (and I know it very well) 
Of the sorrowful misfortunes as attended Philomel. 
Can we bet upon her prototype, believing as the plan 
Will lead us on to glory? Well, it’s possible we can. 


But fortune is as artful and elusive as a shrimp, 

And you'd better take no liberties whatever with the Imp. 
The same remark I wish to make in language as’ll tell, 
Concerning of the impish Bel Demonio as well. 


Then Galway isa noble nag, although I wish not to convey 
As J’m the:man for Galway, which I’m not, I beg to say. 
Being much impressed with Amphion, according to my sins, 
As is likely for to do it ifa mere outsider wins. 


Llewellyn is a welsher, or his name would so imply, 
And a welsher in the betting ring is rather all my eye; 


GH To CORRESrONDENTS.—The i 





From Messrs. Field and Tuer we have recently received four rather 
remarkable books. The first is “ A2sop Redivivus,” by Mary Boyle. 
Whether the “old cuts” have been wedded to the “ Fables New,” or 
the new fables to the old cuts is immaterial. They are well matched 
and equals in quaintness and comicality. It is not a case of old Alsop 
aati up, nor yet of Alsop Boyle-d down. We are morally bound to 
disregard the advice to “skip the morals,”—The second book is “ King 
Squash of Toadyland,” by an Envoy Extraordinary. We have striven 
with great sincerity to sift out the drift of this well written satire, 
with all its underlying and surface spread meanings. We advise 
others to do likewise; they will not et having gone to 
“ Squash.”—The next is “ The Story of Bradshaw's Guide,” by Percy 
Fitzgerald, M.A., F.8.A. The story should be interesting to all who 
travel by railway—and who does not?—The last is “ How to fail in 
Literature,” by Andrew Lang. By carefully stud this masterly 
and amusing lecture many a “’prentice hand” may learn, not only 
how to fail, but gain some insight as to how to succeed, 
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The Lion of the Season. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


THERE was an explorer of fame 
(‘Tis needless to mention his name), 
Whose footsteps were bent 
To the Dark Conti-nent 
With a definite rescuing aim. 


The privations he had to endure 
Were extremely severe, to be sure, 
And his features were seen 
To get dreadfully lean, 
While he dwindled till nigh to death's door. 
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With the School Board Rate verging on a shilling in the pound, it has been thought pr 
this very necessary expenditure we may look for some 


er to provide Board Schools with pianos. After 
urther additions. 
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There is an explorer of note, 

Who's just now in the opposite boat 
On our civilized shore, | 
Where he’s lionised more 

Than in African regions remote, 


And the luxuries laid at his feet, 
And the meals he’s invited to eat, 
Are so numerous that 
He'll grow fearfully fat 
If he doesn't soon beat a retreat. | 


He'll be probably puzzled to know 


Which he fancies the least, 
Or to fast or to feast— 
Playing Succi or Wardle’s boy Joe. 


————— ________— 


A Fat-uous Fancy. 

{A man just had four and half pounds of fat#®at‘out’ 
of him, and is progressing favourably.} 
‘“ THERE'S nothing new in this,” exclaims the 

pro., 

‘* We suffer more than that, 
For oftentimes stage managers, you know, 

Have cut out all our ‘ fat.’” 
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Since both regimens tell on him so, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


‘7, JAMES’.—This nice new play, I beg to say, I'll treat in quite 
a medley way :— 


Sand-raz-zle-dazzle (Sand)raz-zle- 
dazzle 

Now the Lily is (who not silly is) 

In a production of good construc- 
tion— 

Quite a strong actable play ; 
Esther Sandraz, the play is named, 
Adapted by Grundy (for this task 

famed), 
His wit doth dazzle, so E. Sand- 
raz |l 

Ldoubtless pay ite way. 


So, if asked if you're aware that 
the Lily debonair 
Acts far better than before— 
yea, not go flat ; 
And that she and Marion Lea, and 
the general companee, 
Are by Grundy well supplied 
with lumps of fat 
If folks say, “Oh, do you know, 
that each dress is comme i/ 
he liit SANDMUAZABOL I faut? 
Hh (BASND)~KATCUE- You may (until to see the piece 
you go) 
Make answer, “ Yes, of course!" (yea, without the least remorse), 
“ We believe it, ‘cause our NESTOR told us so!” 


1.K, 


properly attracted special attention. The novel feature introduced 
in them last Wednesday was Miss Clo, Graves’ dramatic sketch, 
Rachel, which appeared in “ Hood’s Comic Annual” last Christmas, 
[t is, in effect, a monolovyue wherein the great French actrees 
recounts her dissatisfaction at being given over by her physicians, 
and is really a clever and effective piece of work. Miss Laura 
Villiers’ Rachel is an interesting and pale, but fairly well nourished, 
poitrinaire. After Itachel we had The HLallad Monger, wherein 
Keerbohm Tree accentuates the looped and windowed raygedness of 
the picturesque Bohemian poet; and the show wound up with 
(‘:medy and Tragedy, wherein Julia Neilson played the part which 
Giilbert wrote for Mary Anderson, and played it so well as to make 
me more than ever hopeful of her future fame. Miss Graves received 
a well merited call, but it was announced that she was not in the 
house, yet NESTOR thought he saw her, half concealed, inan adjacent 
stall. Verbaps his ancient optics deceived him, 

Dick Venables, at 
the Shaftesbury, 
has been prefaced 
by a new adapta- 
tion of that often 
adaptated playlet 
of Copp es’, Le 
Luthier de C'rr- 
mone, this time 
called The Violin 
Makers. The new 
version is by Mr, A, 
Berlyn, who, as a 
rule, isnot addicted 
to giving much cry 
and little (Berlyn) 
wool, In the lead- 
ing part, Mr. Wi!- 
lard again adven- 
tures into a thorny 
path-os—a kind of 
thing in which he 
can hold his own 
with any player 
now before’ the 
public. A new play 
by Mr. Henry 
Arthur Jones is 
being rehearsed 
here.—The rumour 








bo-ooy !”—On the 22nd inst. Miss Gertrude Lovell will take a flight 
at the Strand 

with The New 
Wing, a farci- 

cal comedy by 

Mr. H. A. Ken- 
nedy. Mr. 

Hugh Moss will | 
“ produce’ it, 

s0 that its ; 
hugh-moss will 
be displayed to j 
the best advan- 
tage.— Howard 

Paul will give 

his annual con- 

cert at St. F | 
James’ Hall on 
May 2Uth, at 
which nume- 
rous gifted ,’ 
artistes will ~% 





assist. Our , 
space will not “<< « 
Fe J 
aimit of any- 
thing likea list Sr. James. —MARION LEA-LTY AND LILY LANG-TREE-SON, 


of the good 
things promised, but we can say that the programme is exceptionally 
a strong. 


Thevdura has at last reached Oxford 
Street. The Princess’ management 
welcomed her coming with “ floral 
tributes,” many of which were on show 
in the vestibule early in the evening. 
Ifowever often these little surprises 
may be prepared for Miss Grace Haw- 
thorne, they never fail to surprise her. 
[ must say, though, that she never so 
well deserved compliments of this tort 
as on this occasion, The Princess’ 
7heodora is very well dressed and 
very well staged, though some of the 
irreverent did compare the back-cloth 
perspective of the Hippodrome, in the 
tirst act, to Southend Pier. The play, 
owing to an accursed tableau curtain, 
ran to seven acts; and we might have 
gone on until to-morrow morning, had 
not Theodora, in her endeavour to win 
back Andreas’ love, poisoned him with 
the magic philtre which old Tamyris 

had prepared for the Emperor. After 
THE PRINCESS’. —TuEopoRa Which, Theodora took poison on her 

PARTING ON HER (GRACE OWN account, and go all ended happily. 

HAW)-THORNE-Y CAREER, Those who hadn’t seen Sarah Bern- 
hardt were delighted with Grace 
Hawthorne, Leonard Boyne was an 
impassioned An- 
dreas, Charles 
Cartwright an 
excellent Marcel- 
. lus, and W. H. Ver- 
wi =onon a careful 
Emperor. 
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TOTTIE: 


A SHILLING SHOCKLET. 
By a Lady of Title. 


CHAPTER X. 
A SISTER'S SACRIFICE. 


THE awful words kept ringing in my ears—“ Two cork legs |—two 
cork legs!” till beside this dread calamity, the minor evil of being 
put under the 
daisies seemed 
to sink into 
absolute insig- 
nificance, and I 
hardly gave it 
a thought; de- 
spite the im- 
pending doom 
apparently 
hanging over 
my head. 
How I had 
, been deceived ! 
Mandrake, 
whose Apollo- 
like form had 
won my uncon- 
quered heart, 
whose noble 
proportions 
had fascinated 
my susceptible 
soul, was the 
inheritor of 
this ghastly 
legacy — but, 
no! the thought 
was too hor- 
rible. And yet, 
how could I 
| doubt it? 
- Every circum- 
stance seemed 
to point to the 
dreadful truth, 
and though 
commonsense 
whispered that 


a wealthy nobleman with two cork legs was preferable to a poverty 
stricken commoner cast in nature’s everyday mould, I was far from 
being consoled. At least I could, and would, satisfy myself as to the 
absolute truth of the affair, and either verify suspicion, or discard it 
a8 being beyond the bounds of possibility. 

I passed a troubled night, and rose strong in my purpose. On 

leaving the breakfast table I armed myself with a formidable bread 
knife, which I hastily concealed, and making an excuse to the Karl, 
sought Mandrake’s boudoir. He was standing carelessly against the 
open window, playing the well known air, a sweet and happy smile 
lighting up his dreamy face. Stealing noiselessly forward and drop- 
ping on my knees behind him, I drew forth the weapon, and throwing 
per strength into the blow, thrust it deep into the outstretched 
calf ! 
Heavens! the knife quivered as it sank up to the haft, penetrating 
the limb, and protruding several inches on the opposite side ; but the 
Viscount betrayed neither surprise, emotion, nor alarm! Heseemed 
perfectly oblivious, both of my presence and the ordeal I had sub- 
—_ him to, and the infantile smile still played around his mous- 
tache, 

It was true, then, beyond the shadow of a doubt,and the curse was 
& substantial reality. 

My heart gave a mighty throb, and covering my face with both 
hands, I burst into a flood of uncontrollable grief. 

* « * * 

“ But why,” I asked the Family Apparition that same evening, as, 
true to my word, I kept the dreary appointment, “ why have you in- 
terested yourself on my behalf?” 

“I believe,” he rejoined, slowly, “it was because you threw that 
boot at me the night I first introduced myself. You seemed to have 
no fear, and I resolved at least to warn you.” . 

“Te warn me,” I repeated, bitterly, “when you knew I hadn't the 
ghost of a chance!” 

“ Pardon me,” he interrupted, “it was because you had a chance of 
Now, observe closely : 








vecoming a ghost that I proffered my advice. 
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“T have; but I don't see how that can assist———” 

“ Nothing easier, I assure you. It is the very, and the only thing 
that can assist you. The night selected to add you to the majority— 
I put it in as —o~ &@ manner as possible—is the Friday night in 
the Derby week. The fashion in which it will be executed is both 
agreeable and expeditious. You will be invited to sup in the red 
drawing room, In memory of the brave Sir Cutthroat, Mrs. Night- 
shade prepares a bow! of stewed eels, into which she introduces some 
insect powder. The Earl insists on waiting at table, and as you enjoy 
the delectable dainty, stands behind your chair and finishes you off 
with cold steel. Now, the Viscount intends running a horse in 
the Derby, and for that purpose a party will proceed to Epsom. 
What easier, therefore, than for you to meet your sister on passing 
through London ?—invite her to join the party, insist on her return- 
ing with you to the Moat—permit her to take your place, all will 
end pleasingly, and you and Mandrake can live happily after ! " 

“Ah!” and I set my teeth hard, “you are sure there are no other 
means of saving me?” 

“None!” 

“ Then,” and I proudly drew my figure up to its fullest height, my 
soul swelling as I spoke, “ then—my sister shall take my place! " 

(To be continued.) 





Limping Lyrics. 
No. L—THE BALLAD OF MONSIEUR HIROGUELLE. 
TAKE courage, all ye stout, And then they whispered low, 
Who can't reduce your figures With smiles that glistened 
By walking much about dentally. 
Or dietetic rigours. He shuddered and yelled “ No! 
The mere thought skins me 
—mentally!” 
“ But think—you will besLIGut,” 
Into his organs auriform 
They hissed; he groaned, “ All 





From Paris comes a tale 

Of a strange operation 
Performed on Hiroguelle 

(One of the Gallic nation), 


Who long had secret grief right, 

Stored in his bosom's closet Send for a quart of chloro- 
(He could not find relief form!” 

hie tpadnas mane rhey took off his necktie, 


They strapped him down with 
list bands, sir, 
And then, with gleaming eye, 
Each surgeon turned his wrist- 
bands—Gr-r-r ! 
With knives both sharp and thin, 
Like reaping hooks and daggers 
—just, 


No matter though he ate 
A very scanty ration, 

He still increased in weight 
And girth of corporation. 


No matter how he boiled — 
In Turkish baths, poor sinner ! 
His efforts all were foiled 
He fatter grew, not thinner ! ! ; 
; , They stripped him of his skin, 
Each day twelve times he'd race The subject gives one staggers 
From garret to hall landing —just. 


Of slenderness in chase) 
( But still kept on expanding ! ~~ off pounds and 
ds 


The Indian clubs he’d wield, Of fat without removing /im. 
For hours stand dumb-belling Cried Marx, “'Cré blew!” and 


Then, shriek, ‘‘ My doom is sealed, -, “ Zounds ! 
I still continue swelling ! I think we are improving him!” 


“In vain I’ve knocked rat-tats “ Quick, quick |!” Demars replied. 
At famous doctors’ portals ; “Ere yet his mortal term is 
They only answer ‘ Fat’s done, 
The common curse of mortals.’ Clap back the patient's hide!" 
“ And thus with every leech, They put his epidermis on. 
Till none are left. There are ‘“ Wake up, O Hiroguelle! 
two ! The task is o’er—you're slender 


With these I will have speech— now !”’ . 
Ho, Marx! also Demars too!” He woke and said, “ Cie/, 


They listened to his lay I feel extremely tender now ! 


In accents saponaceous ; “ Come, = your garments on, 


They said, ‘There is a way!" Behold, your coat hangs lax on 
Hiroguelle cried, ‘Good | gra- you ; 
cious ! Your waistcoat’s large—for one 
Your t-——--s fit like sacks on 


“ At once the scheme unfold | 
And of hard words be sparing. | 

I will not of my gold.” Before a mirror placed 
Said they, “Have you tried He saw the alteration then, 
PARING ?” Each Sawbones he embraced 


In rapid alternation then ; 
“ Pardon, these twenty years a | 
I have been wed,” poor Hirog- Skipt home as light as cork, 
Thinner I've heard he’s grow- 


you!” 


uelle 
Murmured, with hopeless tears, ing still— 
They shrugged a shrug satiri- Also (how folks will talk) | 
cal . The doctors’ fee is owing still! 
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Chorus :—“ Hil Billee—he’s got a picter, aiu’t he?” 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 

THE Lawsonites have taken the pledge—that 
goes without saying— but they have taken yet 
another pledge, namely, to oppose the Com- 
pensation Clauses of the Local Taxation 
(Customs and Excise) Bill tooth and nail—in 
fact, it will be a case of claws versus clauses. 
Some temperance champions, indeed, are so 
intemperate that they appear to attach more 
importance to damaging the publican than 
benefiting the drunkard. 

An ugly rush was made for the Budget on 
Monday night, and possibly it might have got 
‘a nasty one,” very much as Childers’ Budget 
did five years ago, but for First Lord Smith 
galloping up on his faithful charger, Cloture, 
just in time to rescue the financial fair one from 
her assailants. Mr. Morley has never been 
heard to swear, but at times he can /evk the 
biggest of big Ds. 

The Lords’ report on sweating —the calm 
opinion of Dives upon the conditions of life 
of Lazarus—makes interesting reading; one 
would think that this black art was a new 
one, and yet how many years is it since 
Thomas Hood wrote of the cheapness of flesh 
and blood? only, to-day, there are other sounds 
in the air than the seampstress’ sigh and the 
white slave's groan ; = some of the 
Lords heard it on Sunday—the oceanic roar 
of the vox populi, asserting that labour has 
1ights as well as duties, that capital has duties 
as well as rights, 

Oh, lor’! The Stanley Expedition pursues 
one even into the House; one might as well 
be poor old Emin Pasha. 

The Government found themselves in an 
uncommonly tight place on Tuesday, on Mr. 
Reed's motion in favour of the compuleory 
acquisition of land by County Councils. 
Good news for Henry George that a scheme 
so akin to nationalization of the land was 
only defeated by 175 to 159. It looks, indeed, 


— 





as if the proposition that land, which was | 


made by no man, ought to be devoted to the 
common rather than the individual benefit, is 
‘ tf r nauhibus mada wel thin the 


cuit. WUuite a stereotyped 
ai 





phrase. La Reine ne le veult pas. This will 
be harder Norman French for Britons to 
learn, Truth says that Her Majesty declines 
peremptorily to discuss the question of abolish- 
ing the office of Commander-in-Chief, as 
recommended by Lord Hartington’s Committee. 
Does Truth tell truth? Why, your Gracious 
Majesty, if he were not as harmless to us as to 
our enemies, and we willed it, we wouldiabolish 
George Ranger himself, umbrella and all. 

Mr. Rathbone on Wednesday set himself the 
task of extending the powers and scope of the 
Charity Commissioners The Charity Commis- 
sioners only pay themselves and their clerks 
£36,701 per annum in salaries at present, 
surely a few more snug little billets might be 
created. 

ta Estimates took up remainder of the 
week, 





i 


A Chine foun Chelsea. 


A LONG WAY AFTER MISTHER O'BRALLA- 
GHAN, 


On! the Military Exhibition, what a scene 
Elysian 
The enraptured vision did there behold ; 
Where Princes and Princesses, and swells 
and swellesses ! 
O'er thecrimson carpet in procession rolled. 
’Twas a sight to charm ye, or to alarm ye, 
With the Navy and Army—in red, blue 
and ye i 
st ld defiances to the Arts and 


ences, 
On the ground that heroes do always hold! 


Oh! the be oy gory of pre-historic war we 
Have h of in story and in ancient song! 
Knives from Celtic barrows, Saxon bows and 
arrows, 
Things to freeze your marrows if you gaze 
too long. 
Claymores, dirks and cannon found in the 
Shannon ; 
Snuffboxes made from heroes’ wooden pegs ! 
One of Orange William's wire locks in a 
low ket M irlboroug!) ‘s firelocks : 


ew - £3 : ~ 9 
fuse is off her legs 





TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR oF “ Fun.” 


DEAR S1R,—While staying out of town my 
face has grown extremely brown, and many 
people (it is said) would take me for a 
copperhead. Though what a copperhead 
may be, I may inform you, full and free, is 
of those things Peres te few), I must admit, 
I never knew; and, I may add to make all 
square, Ido not knowand do not care. Som: 
day I will describe you, pat, the seaside place 
I'm staying at. They have hotelsand donkey 
boys, and sailing boats and other joys of simi- 
larly novel kind, and when sufficient time I 
fiad, upon my word, I will not fail to give 
description in detail. But for the present I 
must sing of something run at the York 
Spring ; I need not say to you, old chap, it’s 
that 


GREAT NORTHERN HANDICAP, 


WERE there nothing else on earth than the 
merry Kenilworth, 
I wouldn’t put my cash upon his chances ; 
And, though you might do well in a-backing 
Philomel, 
In attendance on Miss Nellie, why, I 
dances ; 
But a better shot than that you may take 
with Fallow Chat, 
It’s a horse as is as ripping as it’s comely, 
And a good deal should be done by the worthy 
Worthington, 
Take these two along with Lily, who's of 
Lumley. 


Well, sir, I feel in form to-day, and so I 
may proceed to say that on the Doncaster 
Spring Plate I will at once vaticinate and 
give two tips (through Mr. FuN) and only 
charge the price of one. But lor’! I do not 
care a rap. 


THE DONCASTER SPRING HANDICAP. 


LeET’s look with a smile at the happy straight 
mile 
Where the Doncaster Spring will be run, 
run, run 
(And let me explain that I hope we'll retain 
That expression when all has been done, 
done, done), 

It’s a very good plan to believe a Wise Man 
Has every chance to succeed, 'ceed, ’ceed, 
But don’t you be silly and scout Bend Or 

filly, 
Or you'll be very sorry indeed, ‘deed, ‘deed. 


Plantagenet may go a very long way, 
But I don’t think he’s likely to win, win, 
win ; 


Though you might do much worse than get 
on to Aperse a 
(A purse that should have something in, 
in, in). 
But I can’t be at war with L’Abesse de 
Jouarre, 


Whatever the consequence be, be, be, 
Workington, Philomel, I like both very well, 
And I think you have here 1, 2, 3, 3, 3. 


There, Sir, I hope you'll like these tips 
(though praises never pass your lips), and 
will, in course of time, have got, through 
their assistance, quite a pot—though, if 80 
be as that should be, I don’t suppose you'll 
think of me. Well, well, I wish to make no 
fues. Your much ill-used TROPHONIUS. 





Mrs. PopMoRE has had her little niece 
"Lizer Anne staying with her, and has grown 
so fond of the youngster, that, to use her own 


words to Mrs. Pilkins, she “ just analyses that 






























REY REE termes 


























May 14, 1890 HUN. 909 








—_ 


THE ART OF IT. 


By A PLANT HAWKER. 
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It ain’t hevveryone as is successful hawkin’ of p!arnts, so I tull yer. Wot you ‘aves ter dois to flatter yer customers—erpeal to their wanity. I allus gits on 
best with real nobs, Say I ketches site of a dook a streeolin’ in his front garding. “ Mornin’, mister,’ ses I; “ar, you ave got a nice place ere, t'rights! All these 
‘ere nice srubs and things—I sold yer them, didn't I?” 
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“Ar, I wouldn’t mind a-takin’ my sivvey as it’s yer good lady there as gits the plice inter sech 
nice horder—trust a lady ter look arter plarnts, eh? And this ’ere lorn, too,—I sold yer that,. 
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“ Ah.” ses I,“ look at that ‘there plarn:—ain't he a 
larst year—let yer ‘ave ‘im for « tanner aud a old 
Now, I've got a couple o’ nice little 


d no kind o’ stiffness, inter the conservutturry. 
Wot !—don’t recklect as I sold him to yer, 
Itsa pleasure to part vith em to you, 


And then I works my way, by means o' beia’ haffable an ’ 
beauty? I told yer he’d make a good plarnt wen you had him orf of a 
pair o’ boots. Lor, now; wy of corse. Ar, you knows’ow to rear plarats, you ” 
things "ere———"" That's the way to ‘ave ‘em, bless yer. 
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TAH STRANGE CONDUCT OF MISTER JONES. 
TOLD BY OUR DEMONSTRATOR. 


THERE'S some people as you can’t abide along o’ their erritatin’ 
way o’ goin’ on—shovin’ of theirselfs and their affairs down yer 
throat, as the 

dure i See sayin’ is, till 

! Ti f you've regler 

i > Fees Ve. got the ‘ump. 
i ita’ File y Hl a What do I care 


uy — wae 
me y r oneses allalrs 
Mya ie 
(Wh U)| 





—they ain’t no 
bisness o’ mine 
that I’ve got to 
be worrited 
with ’em. Very 
well, then—wy 
can't he jolly 
well keep ’em 
to ‘isself ? 

It was this 
way :—The first 
mortal time as 
I clapped eyes 
on ole Jones 
was in Hyde l’ark. A Sunday it wos. Me and a lot of other fellers 
was a-marching to the Reformerees Tree with a brarce band, wen we 
come upon ole Jones a-settin’ on a seat and a smokin’ a cigar. Well, 
we sets up a shoutin “ Ooray !” fit to deafen a crocodile. 

“ Wot's the matter ? ” ses ole Jones, “ wot’sall this ullybloo about?” 

“Wy,” 1 ses, explainfully, “it’s to attrack the attention of the 
yu blic.” 
pn Well,” ses ole Jones, “I'm the Public—any’ow, I’m one on ’em. 
What might you want to draw my attention to?” 

“ Wy, to our rongs—our differences with our imployers,” sea I. 

“ But that ain't no affair o’ mine,” ses ole Jones ; “carn't you settle 
it without botherin’ me?” he ses, “I don’t want to 'ear about it,” he 
ses ; ‘I want to read my paper in peace,” he ses, ses he. 

Well, me and the rest of us was regler shocked at sech a speech as 
that. What's the public exist for, if it ain't to listen to the Rongs of 
the Workin’ Man? That’s what struck us, nattura]l. So we makes 
the band play us as loud as it knoo; and we shouted all we knoo; 
and we made a lot o's hes, appealin’ pathetic to the Public, and 
then we went ‘ome feelin’ as we'd done our dooty to the Public. 

Well, nex’ week me and a lot of other fellers 'appened to be marchin’ 
through Hyde Park, wen who should we come upon but Mister Jones, 
a-sleepin’ peaceful on another seat; 80 we sets up a showt as woke 
‘im up sharp. 

‘‘ What's up ’—what’s that for?” ses ole Jones. 

“Wy, same as afore,” ses I, “ to attrack the attention of the Public 
—that’s you.” 

“ What's it about now ?” ses ole Jones. 

“Wy, our Rongs—the amount we ‘aves to pay for rent this time,” 
ses I. 

Well, this ‘ere same thing ‘ad ‘appened about three or four times, 
wen 7 gite ole Jones orf the scat, and folds up his paper and chucks 
away his cigar and buttons ‘is coat—all as if he'd sorter made up 'is 
mind to somethink. \ 


* ry « * : . © 

I was jest ‘avin’ my brekfast nex’ Sunday mornin’, and a-lookin’ 
over my paper 
comfortable 
like wen there 
comes @ rap- 
pin’ at the 
door, and in 
busts a feller 
as I recog- 
rized as ole 
Jones, the 
member of 
the Public. 
Then he be- 
gins a yellin’. 

“What's 
this ere?” ses 
I, “ what's 
this row fur?” 

“To attrack the attention of the Workin’ Man,” scs ole Jones, still 
a-yellin’, 

“What for?” ses I. “ Is my ‘ousea-fire, or wot!” 

“ Your ‘ouse,” ses ole Jones, “not it. It's my Rongs as I want to 
call yer attention to, I've ‘ad a shindy with Mrs. Jones, and the 
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Well, but look ‘en ses I, reproachfa ( wots that t 





with me? Carn’t yerleta feller ‘ave ’is breakfast in peace and quiet- 
ness?” 

“Wy, no,” ses Mr. Jones, “I consider as I ought to let you know 
about my Rongs.” Then he marches round the room, a-yellin’ louder 
than ever, and out o’ the door. 

But ten minnits ’adn’t gone wen there he was back agen, witha 
big drumb above all things! There he went, a-bangin’ the blessed 
thing in my ear till I felt arf silly. 

“Tsay! I want to attrack your attention to the fact that my 
laundress has sent home my shirts without enny buttons. Yah! yah! 
yah! sullalliety ! ” and he stamps round and round the room a-bangin’ 
that there drum like a maniac. 

‘“T may as well leave this ‘ere thing ’ere,” ses ole Jones, a-settin’ 
down the drumb on the table, and upsettin’ all the corfee and things, 
“cos'I shall be back soon.” 

And, I tell yer, he was back soon—with a blessed trom-bone this 
time. “ Poom! poom! poom!” says he on that blessed trom-bone, 
“[ say! I want to attrack your attention to wota beastly way my 
mother-in-law is a-goin’ on, and ’ow the nabourses cats won’t let 
nothink alone as I sets in the back garding. Poom! Poom!” 

“ But, I say, for mussy’s sake,” ses I, “I carn’t be expected to de- 
wote the whole attention of my life to your bloomin’ y 

“Wy not?” ses Mister Jones, “wot else does the Workin’ Man 
exist for, if it ain’t to listen to the Rongs of the Public?” 

“ But I’m a-goin’ stark, starin’ mad, an’ deaf, an’ silly with it all!” 
ses I, a-feelin’ sick. 

If you'll believe it, Mister Jones seemed quite ‘shocked at my 
remark, and went out a-whiping a tear from his ey. 

Well, I tell you, blest if he give mea minnit’s peace. All night 
long, wen I was a-tryin’ to git a bit o’ sleep, there he was a-bustin ’in 
with crackers, or simbles, or ennythink to make a row, and a-yellin’ 
to me about his Rongs. 

Arter three days ov it I ’ad to go to the orspital, an’ there I am 
now, an’ frightened forthe life of me for to leave the place, ’cos I’m 
conwinced as I can hear ole Jones down the road, a-waitin’ for me 
with a bagpipe. 

I never see such pursycution in all my born days! Wy carn‘ 
peeple keep their affairs to theirselfs? 
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PLEASURABLE (?) PRECAUTION. 
A contemporary says that kissing is a fruitful cause of the spreai of inf 
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A WEIRD GIFT. 





J) 
Ns “ 
1, 

4 
— y é 


“Cn 


A <0 am Zeman 
Vu es, / 
No 
/ “Fe 


— 


The land- 








mind, old chap, here's a couple of fivers—that'll set all right. 


(1) Stonebroke discovered that he possessed that strange gift about those 
curious hypnotic experiments at Leeds. He hadn’t a farthing to pay his 
bill at the “ Plunger’s Arms”; when the Boots knocked at his door he 
told him to go to Hades. (2) And the poor fellow went right there at once. 
(3) Then Stonebroke guessed that he had hypnotised him ; he dressed and 
Went to the bar fora gin and bitters. ‘‘ There's half a sovereign, Miss,” fork- 
ing out a shirt button;.the young lady gave him the change serenely. 


lord received the imaginary payment with gratitude. (6) Stonebroke 
strolled into the nearest bank. ‘‘ Just oblige me by changing this thousand 
pound note,” presenting a music hall programme. (7) There chanced to bea 
clerk in that bank who wasn't a good subject for hypnotism, and he went 
and told a policeman who wasn't a good subject. (8) And directly 
Stonebroke saw that officer he knew it was all up, as he recognized the 
stronger will at once. (9) He made one mad rash for freedom which 








(4) Next he sought the coffee room and had a good square meal, the pro- 


prietor looked on with anxiety. 


(5) He soon made it all right. 


‘* Never 


ended in his bedroom, and the Boots was still knocking at the door! 











THE hateful Sweating System, which instils 
A horror of its grievous train of ills, 
And makes some wish that middlemen could | 


Abolished unto all eternity, 

Has been investigated long months past, 
And the Committee of our Peers at last 
Has issued its report, which serves to show 
How sad a lot is theira whose lives are low 
in citie s, whereto they're led 
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Ga” To COORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does 


The Sweating Report.—(SEZE CARTOON.) 


To fiercely struggle for their daily bread. 

But whence shall these poor wretches find 
relief ? 

No answer is afforded, to their grief : 

The hapless drudges still must hold their way, 

Toil on starvation wages night and day ; 

Lord Pecksniff merely, with averted face, 

Says, “ Yours is truly a distressing case ; 

Yet we can’t help you now, or, to be candid, 

Did we attempt the task, we might be landed 
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In labyrinths of difficulties, which 

Sait not the easy-fortuned and the rich ; 

Althouzh I frankly view with admiration 

Your courage in this trying situation,” 

Thus ends the effort of the Upper House, 

Mountain in labour has brought forth a 
Mouse ; 

sut we can hope, ere ev'ry effort’s o'er, 


That something less may bring forth some- 


thing more, 
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LAUS MAXIMUS. 


Ilead Waiter. —‘ READ ABOUT HIM IN THE PAPERS, Miss? I SHOULD THINK I ’AD; 
FOR HISSELF WHEN 1 SEE HIM SITTING AT THAT TABLE EATIN’ GRASS OUT OF SEASON AS IF HE’D BEEN A HEMPEROR, AND USIN’ HIS 


TOOTHPICK AS IF TO THE MANNER BORN, 


AND If HE DONT DESERVE HIS GOOD FORTUNE, WHO DOES, 18S ALL I ASK?” 


BUT I USED TO SAY HE'D MAKE A NAME 


HE NEVER FORGOT uis POSITION, AND He ALWAYS REMEMBERED THE WAITER; 








The Toilers’ Triumph. 
(Dedicated to the hundreds of thousands 
who demonstrated in so splendidly organised 
a way on May 4th.) 


DISAPPOINTMENT was felt at the great 
demonstration 
Which toilers, en masse, lately held in 
Hyde Park ; 
Yea, keen disappointment (and some indig- 
nation), 
By those who'd foretold it would be but a 
“lark”; 
Quite upset were the “ wise” who'd predic- 
ted mere riot, 
A day of destruction of licence and loot : 
What a shame this mass meeting was digni- 
fied, quiet, — 
That sneerers’ predictions bore not the 





Yet somehow, ’tis now freely owned through 
the nation 

A triumph for toilere, this great demon- 
stration ! 


Like all Labour's well-wishers, of course, 
FUN rejoices 
That all those vast thousands showed good 
sense and “ grit,” 
That they pleaded their rights with sincere 
ringing voices, 
And that their just cause some erst doubters 
acimit, 
Real workers, whose sinew and brain build 
this nation, 
Are ever firm, orderly, peace-loving men, 
Who can set an example (though humble in 
station) 
To some so-called “ high” folk, in London's 
vast Wen ; 


Then, Bravo! British workers, ye prop of 
our nation, 

For your courage and calm at your great 
demonstration ! 





A Guy, Sir, in Hot Water. 


I stnG that word of cockney strife, 
The ever ready raiser ; 
For, in the morning of my life, 
’Twas called, I think, a Geyser. 
The morn passed by, 'twas afternoon, 
That word became a teaser ; 

It turned a somersault, and soon 
Was spoken of as Geyser. 

Again time passed, that word became 
Once more a grim surpriser ; 

For travellers in jest exclaim, 
“Great Scott! another Geyeer.” 
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A burglar 





(1) This father and 





VOL, LIL—NO, 130 , 


a baskef- F ante 2 Ay, cerlathly / 
P a & be at Sx. a Ee LS oa 


concerd cannot discover,— 


eye wasa shove 


iT FU N’S” 





























} 
| 
| 


— 












— Aze! 





® 
la . ~~ 
,) = 4 
a om ark e.? 
7k. ese 
~W \ y - 
a) me 
, . ~ 
. 


- 
5 Se 





WY / 1) 7 
‘A we oo 
ee 7 
LZ) a ad 
«4 - , A / 4 
~ 
4/77 ws 


ge DY 


; es on a! — 
ZB 





_ —_v7 “a — : . - 

; i ; Y, Lin, Hy : 
The end of he Bea uly Show 2f Krome. yur Reversing lhe order of lines. 
this lover, true | (3) Matrimony bas its prizes. Here @ (5) * Do; graduatesses marr) 7 of * (7) The Roman show of beauties ail 
each Dick, and Tom, and Harry. forg.t decoram’s duties, 


, ; Chinee advertises, 
Especially as the lover, in papa’s | “Two pounds for nicey Melican Why, cert‘nly/sly pusses}—when a Bo the pelting Romans told them, 
chance appears—why tarry 7 “ Every road from Howe the rcute 


r. wife!” thus love dons many guises 
t,t 
(6) This poor burglar;in a basket, douht- Ss 
lees thought «though he might (8) Bome domestic servanta, sneering, 
} deem employers domineering 


4) The desire for fame embra 
’ 'T'> v . . 
rr : irtail. & 
Bo hers 


INASE it), 


er O1 igweation for true 


“A 


















uy 
Ba | 
aay 
SE 
Fadel 
oe 

[ 
: 















214 


ah UN ° May 21, 1890, 




















































om 
ke 
4 


DRURY LANE.— A STIRLING ROYALIST 
GENERAL TRYING TO AP-PAUL KAUVAR 
THE CO VARNISHER OF THE REPUBLIC, 





Robert Landry Kauvar, the Son of the 
Soil, who had Dead-Heart-ily devoured 
the Tale of Two Cities.” From this you 
will, probably, infer that the glittering 
Steele Mackaye’s drama is not uncon- 
nected with previous plays dealing with 
the Reign of Terror. In that case your 
inference will be just, 


THIS Drury Lane drama, however, is 
virtually bound up with the Reign of 
Terriss — William Terriss—~ who, as the 
hero, Paul (a hero unduly desirous of 
being decapitated at a time when it seems 
more than usually necessary that he should 
keep his head and his hair on), Terriss, I 





DRURY LANE.— HENRY ‘NEVILLE THE Duc, 
OPPOSED TO NE-VILLB-ANY, AND MI8s MILL- 
WARD AS DIANE (MILL)WARDING OFF HIs 


ATTACKS, 


vy for ni e notice ‘ 


mt TTi¢e 


SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
Drury LANE.—The latest specimen of red revolutionary stage 


material to hand was on 
the 12th inst. on view at 
Old Drury, which has just 
been vacated by the clever 
Carl Rosa Operatives. 
Many more or less distin- 
guished personages 
(among the ‘ mores” 
being, of course, H R.H. 
Fun, with him the Right 
Hon. Mr.and Mrs, Nestor 
and suite) were among 
the samplers. The revolu- 
tionary drama brought 
over to Old Drury is called 
Paul Kauvar, but origi- 
nally, and until the sensi- 
tive and highly aristocra- 
tic American authorities 
interfered, it was named 
Anarchy. What it might 
really be entitled is“ Paul 
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DRURY LANE.—MR, 
CHARLES HUDSON AS DE 
VAUX, THE DE-VOTEDSry 
AT (HUDSON'S) BAY. 


say, is seen at his very 
best and brightest, carry- 
ing the drama over many 


» risky situations and flimsy 


points by sheer force of 
his fine picturesque and 
patheticacting. The play, 
indeed, owes much to the 
P. Kau-varnish which this 
romantic actor spread 
upon it. By the time 
these few remarks meet 
your eye Terriss will have 
left for the neighbouring 
Lyceum, and the part of 
Paul will have been under- 
taken by a substitute who 
is also a good actor anda 
Cautley one to boot— 
Laurence Cautley, in point 
of fact. Pictorial refer- 
ence must this week do 
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THE CRITERION.—Playgoers have a right to expect to find funny 
notions at this theatre, but the funniest idea yet seen there is the 
recent production of good old O, 
Goldsmith’s sterling comedy, She 
Stoops to Conquer, as a frivolous 
farce. Sly dog, Wyndham! How 
he must have laughed at seeing 
those old fogies (who, like myself, 
have a prejudice for seeing old 
comedies treated as such) knocked 
into a theatrical cocked hat, as he 
(the volatile Charles), as young 
Marlow, rattled off Dr. Oliver's dia- 
logue as he has often done in those 
somewhat azure adapted-from-the- 
French farces, which have mostly 
made us all laugh at the “Cri.” 
As the husband is, the wife is—and 
as is the manager, so is his com- 
pany. Hence we have those royster- 
ing blades and bladesses, Messrs. 
Blakeley and Giddens, and Miss 
Victor, dashing, in a frenziedly 

ee LS. farcical manner, through the parts 
yi — ) 2 of Old Hardcastle, Tony and Mrs. 

p : —_— Hardcastle respectively. Gid- 
THE ORITERION.—THE Army dens is good, though, far all 


WYNDHAM AS MARLOW O’ THE 
MERRY LINE, AND Miss MARY 
MOORE, WHO IS (AS MIss HARD- 
CASTLE) MOORE MEEK THAN 
MERRY. 





that. Miss Mary Moore, as the 
witty Miss Hardcastle, gives a 
very nice, if meek, representa- 
tion of Miss Mary Moore, 


ONE might almost imagine 
the author of She Stoops to 
Conquer giving vent to some- 
thing like the following :— 


When lively Wyndham stoops 
to folly— 
Such as be-farcing this fine 
play— 
Why, then, I feel as melancholy 
As was the overtaxed Dog 
Tray, etc., etc, 





TT. pee . THE ORITERION.—THE M.A.-VICTOR-IAN 

UNLESS the now fashionable LAST CENTURY MISS HARDCASTLE, AND 

managerial complaint “ Post- MR. GIDDENS AS TONY REFUSING 
pone- TO-ANY-MENT. 





~> ment” | 
> > sets in, Mr. Henry Arthur Jones’ new scienti- 
ae fico-religious drama, Judah, will be produced 
i yD) at the Shaftesbury to-night (Wednesday). By- 
b a. the-by, that was a rum remark recently made 
sy f by a provincial paper as to Willard’s perform- 

3 ance of Convict Venables, “In casting him- 


self for a hardened villain ” (said this oracle), 
“Mr, Willard made a serious mistake.” Aha! 
this of Willard, who may be said to have been 
born a heavy villain ! 





SOMEWHERE about grouse shooting day, the 
12th of August, a new comic opera will appear 
at the Globe and endeavour to make a good 
bag.—Mr, Alfred Calmour has taken up his 
Doormat with the intention of putting it on 
the stage. It is not intended or expected that 
people shall wipe their boots on it, however. 
—On Thursday week a complimentary benefit 
will be given to Miss Lucy Buckstone; you 
will find it at the Vaudeville—TZhe Anony- 
mous Letter will not be delivered until the 
same date at the Prince of Wales’.—Mr. Cecil 
THE ORITERION.—THR Raleigh took The Coward to Mr. George 

AS THE New Sorr Alexander, who at once secured him.—A poetic 

HARDCASTLE, drama, called Jn a Day, by Mrs. Augusta 

Webster, will be played at Terry’s on the 30th 

inst, in half a day.— Miss Tomboy has gone 
into the evening bill of the Vaudeville, and looks like staying 
there, 
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A SPRING FANOY. 


HE was a young man. He wasa good and careful young man. 
The bend of the patent stretcher always asserted itself in his nether 
garments. His hat was that shiny that the lowly fly loved to alight 
on it and calmly gaze at its reflection. The penny flower in his coat 
was always the best selected. His spats would have done credit to 
the heir of the Heir Apparent. 

But it was spring-time, and lo! when the Russian currant was 
decked with coral clusters, when the dog violet peeped in the hedge, 
when the lilac budded behind the green-painted dustbin, this young 
man found that his nose was tipped with a ruddy bloom, that his 
skin was rough and uncomely, that his eyes grew dim. 

“You must take some spring medicine.” 

Now, he was a good youth, who was ever ready to listen to the 
word of wisdom, so there and then he went and consulted the old 
nurse of his childhood. 

‘‘ Master George,” said the venerable dame, “ when you was a little 
boy you was brimstoned and treacled regler, Why not be brimstoned 
and treacled now?” 

So a large basinful was made, and the toothsome compound was 
taken a tablespoonful at a time, 

But when he got into his city office there was a sniffing enough to 
wake the Seven Sleepers and the dog at the gate. 

“Sulphur,” said someone. 

‘Do you strike on your own box ?” asked someone else. 

This hurt his feelings. 

Said a kind elderly clerk to him, “ There’s nothing like salad to 
clear the blood—eat salad, and you won't want any physic at all.” 

So that good young man, on his way home, bought a carpet bag full 
of endive, lettuce, mustard and cress, radishes, onions and watercress. 

And he wolfed it all down with half a pint of Lucca oil and a gill 
of vinegar, and in the night he had the most awful dreams that ever 
one “ heard tell on.” He dreamt that everybody was telling the truth 
about Africa ; he dreamt that you could drive from any one point in 
the city to any other without finding the road pulled up; he dreamt 
that his letter-box was never filled with touting circulars from foreign 
tramway companies and lotteries ; he was very ill from his nightmare, 
and his nose was as sunsetty and his skin as nutmeg-gratery as ever. 

Then someone further said to him, “ My dear boy, try some of the 
dear old country remedies. Go and gather the simple nettle in the 
(lower decked hedge, and take it home and boil it and drink a pint 
and a half every other hour, and your skin will be clearer than that 
of the liliest of the Jersey lilies.” 

So when his holiday came round, that good young man tooka 
return third class Met. and went out into the country. 

And the young timid nettle somewhat stung his fingers. 

And he got his boots full of mud in the dank ditch. 

And the farmer came up with his whip and said, “‘ What are you 
a-tearing my hedges for?” 

“To get spring medicine,” said the good youth. 

“T’ll spring medicine you!” cried the rustic; and the whip was 
made to raise a red gridiron on his shoulders, and with hands and 
back smarting he wended his way homeward, tearfully sobbing, 

“Oh, what! oh, what is the right spring medicine?” 
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INSUPPORTABLE. 
The O'Tirrence.—“ Be jabers, me frind, but thim specs av yours 
aht to be arristed at once.” 
Old Scrooze.—“ Arrested? Whatter ye mean? Whatter yer driving 
at?” 
The O' Tirrence.—“ Whoy, me bhoy, they haven't anny visible manes 
of support, so they haven't.” 


mares 2. —s —_—— _—_—— 





Allonging and Marchonging. 


A WOULD be high and mighty, parti-coloured ha'penny sheet 
Sniffs disdain of certain music that was played along the street 
When the gallant Lads of Labour went in myriads to meet 

(And did not—as “ warners” told us—grow quite crazy) ; 

This “ potato prunes-cum-prism”’ print describes the “ Marseillaise ’ 
As a most weak composition which the “ workman” vilely plays ; 
It no doubt attacks the famous march, in such astounding phrase, 
Because it can’t call workmen (Marseil)-lazy. 


’ 





A IHARROWING SI1GHT.—A Candidate for exam’ ploughed. 








MATRIMONIAL 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


No. 1.—ARAMINTA BROWN, 





Mr. Bloaterbrain thinks he 
it feels rather 
1t nis f gure 


tary, 


Miss Araminta Brown, rich, beautiful and 
accomplished, cannot finda gentleman quite will apply, 
Suit r mind ibtful « 


pi bt 
0 advertises in a matri da bor 


a 


paper w 


However, with the assist- 
ance of a full breasted coat 
i a few pocket-handker 





Only, just when he was declaring his passion, the pad 


ding came jown in the wrong place. 
KesuLT—Decided refusal, 
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ANOTHER ACADEMY PUZZLE 


To FIND THE REAL MEANING OF THE PICTURES, 
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HYPNOTISING THE PUBLICAN. 


, GENTLEMEN, I CAN MAKE HIM 


Is ALL 


PHIS 


THINKS 


PLEASE, HE 


ANYTHING I 


DO 


VE 


> 
‘ 


OBSEK 


Prof ss8O0r Ritch le = 


RIGHT, AND WILL FREELY GIVE ME HIS VOTE FOR IT.’ 


ON 


[ See Cartoon Verses, p. 
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QUITE S90! 
Troubadour (at the Bottle and Jug entrance of the “ Pig and 


“T linger round the very spot 
Where years ago we met.” 


In Haste. 
{Mr. Justice Butt lately eald that he once received a letter demanding a Divorce 
by return of Post! After this, requests similar to those below, may perhaps 


beccme general.) 


Whistle.” ).— 





I.—THE HUSBAND. 
O JusTICE BUTT, all my woes will cut 
Through your heart like a carving-knife, 
And the cause of my woe is, I’d have you know, 
A heartless, worrying wife! 
She gets deuced irate, if I stay out late ; 
And she makes me go home to my tea ; 
And because I'd fain grub every night at the Club, 
She collars my good latch-key. 
If I oo all my cash she grows foolishly rash, 
And, in fact, wants to rule the roast ; 
fo, Butty, old friend, for goodness sake send 
A Divorce per Return of Post! 
' IL—THe WIFE. 
You dear, kind Judge, O, pray don't grudge 
To list to my terrible tale ; 
I'm a wife—and my life—is a burden of strife, 
And you'll own | have cause to bewail. 
My husband's a brute (not that I would impute 
Unfaithfulness unto him—No !—) ; 
So cruel is he, every week to poor Mc— 
That my tears unceasingly flow.— 
He'll only buy—for his wife—(oh my ! ) 
Twelve dresses a month at the most. 
So, dear Judgey Butt, send (before ) our firm's shut) 
A Divorce by Return ef Post! 
=— 





— 
— 





New Leaves. 

ARTISTS will be delighted with the portion of Scribner's devoted 
to‘ Barbizon and Jean Frangois Millet.” ‘Co-operative Home- 
winning” occupies an important space, and entertainment will be 
found in “ The Theatres of Japan.”—The admirers of old world art 
will revel in the “ Albert Diirer” portion of 7he English Illustrated, 
In strange contrast with the specimens of his work are “Some School 
Children " of our own day, ewes by Hugh Thomson. A few very 
interesting pages about ‘ Michel Angelo and Vittoria Colonna” will 
be seen in Zhe Sunday at Home.—The frontispiece is about the best 
bit of art in The Leisure Hour.—The Boy's Own Paper has a good 
coloured print, and Zhe Girl’s Own Paper nothing unusually impres- 
sive.—There is a very fine poem, “A Convict,” in Longman’s which 
will reward the attention of the reader.—//ouschold Words has its 
“ serial,” its ten complete stories, ‘ Editor’s Note Book,” and no lack 
of “ Odds and Ends.” 

“ Dream Memories,” a sweet and melodious song, written and com- 
posed by Lindsay Lennox, the composer of “ Love's Golden Dream,” 





has just been issued by the London Music Publishing Company. The 
song, we understand, will be sung by Sims Reeves, and it cannot fail 
to be vastly popular. 

We have two books from Messrs. Frederick Warne and Co. Theone 
—“ By the World Forgot ’—is a book to be remembered as being written 
with more than ordinary ability and an unusual healthiness of tone. 
“ Miss Ludington’s Sister” is a ‘‘ Romance of Immortality,” by Edward 
Bellamy. The author deals very skilfully with a “ novel” notion in 
spiritualism, but a confessed imposture by one of the characters 
renders the notion nearly, and perhaps intentionally ridiculous : how- 
ever, the story is cleverly worked out, and is far from being either 


morbid or unwholesome. 








A Lowther-Arcadian Family. 
LITTLE Mary had a lamb 

Whose coat was fastened with a button : 
She fed it every day on jam, 

And bred it up to be a glutton. 
Her sister Carry had a cat— 

She always said it was a kitten ; 
She bought her pet a penny rat, 

And watch’d whole weeks to see it bitten. 
Her brother Jackey had a dog, 

With which he was for ever larking : 
He gave it naught to eat but cog 

Wheels, which he wound to set it barking. 
The neighbours said that Mary’s Ned— 

Whose nose they designated konkey— 
For family had (there was no pa) 

Two little monkeys and a donkey. 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


THE Battle of the Bungs has commenced. Mr. Caine has taken 
the post of dua (his partiality for the water party accounts for this), 
and he has determined to continue the fight as long as he is able. 
There is a good deal to be said on both sides, and, doubtless, also a 
good deal will be said that need not. When Mr. Goschen reduced 
the interest on Consols,a good many people thought their vested 
interests were being attacked, but then the Ministerialist plea was 
public interest ; and now the question is, which is to be paramount, 
the bono publico or the bono publicano ? 

Why has no military Member of either house taken up the cause of 
such of the “ Gallant Six Hundred” as are in parlous straits? Surely 
a nation that vowed their glory should never fade, and has gushed s» 
freely for thirty-five years over “ that wild charge they made,” should 
have a little more practical consideration for “all that are left of 
them,” than to let these veterans suffer poverty and hardship. 

The opposition to the Compensation Scheme assumes gigantic 
proportions. It is regarded in many quarters as a plant, and a rival 




















. THE OPPOSITION TO GOSCHEN’S “COMPENSATION” DODGE ASSUMES FURMID- 


ABLE DIMENSIONS, 


plant, deeply rooted, with wide branching amendments and motions, 


threatens to overshadow it. 
The Ministerial dovecot was considerably fluttered on Wednesday 


by the motion of a sly Fox for the second reading of the Irish 
Agricultural Labourers Bill. For once the “parthy” scored, and 
their cheers were long and loud accordingly. 

Sir Wilfrid, of course, couched his lance against his ancient foe, 
the publican and arch sinner. 
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POETRY—BUT NO BREAD. 
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It was the Typical Patriotic Briton, A story of heroic deeds done by Britain's sons thrilled his whole soul. He sat by the wayside and read with tears of deep 
emotion some verses that told of such a deed. 























fa - . ‘ . —_— 


. = SS — 
= : = 


“= ae :— ——$—$_ 
"ain eye \ =" 


~ a s™ ae ~ie 


4\\ 
RX 





\\\ 





oo Sythe “a 


d read aloud with heaving bosom, the spirit stirring verses. ‘Into the Valley of Death,” said the poem, “ rode the Six Hundred.” As he 
ene wr guiened he became aware of a lean pauper who had sat him down near by, and listened. The pauper'’s bosom did not heave, 
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7 “ h words?” “Well, you see,” 
“Oan you, though a mere pauper,” he asked, “remain unmoved at suc 
poten I took part | im that charge, I’ve been mostly too hungry to think much about ‘em, However, I 


The Typical Briton turned — him — eye of pit 
replied the r,“I've heard ‘em agoodish many |! 
es t be tonaalay’ Gh ar I sha’n’t get to the next work’us before they close,” 
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QUITE ANOTHHBR OBJEOT! 


“LocaL Option” Fanatic discovered, biting his nails and 
muttering wildly ; his eye is blood shot and his brow knit in wrath. 


LocaL Option Fanatic, J’/l let him know, only let me get at 
him! The atrocious scoundrel! Give mea knife—a bludgeon—all 
sorts of implements of torture. 
I’ll tear his eyes out. Let me 
comparatively calm myself and 
plan out a scheme to bring 
about his execution! Gur-r-rh. 
(Grinds his teeth.) 


Enter PUBLIC OPINION and 
TEMPERANCE. 


PuBLIC OPINION, Ah! here 
is your friend. What an 
enthusiast he is! How apy- 
thing opposed to your principles 
fires his consuming wrath. You 
know him well, of course, and 
enjoy his closest confidence ? 

TEMPERANCE. I? Nay, I can- 
not say that; for, indeed, he 
has held but little communion 
with me—we have spoken 
together but little—although, truly, I am told that he often mentions 
my name. 

P. O. Indeed, yes ; and in the most adoring terms, See how anxious 
he looks; but the cause is easy to divine, he is panting for a sight of 
you, yearning to clasp you to his bosom, I will inform him of your 
presence. Ho, good Mr, Local Option ; see, here is your friend and 
protege. 

L.O. F. Eh? What? ‘Friend’ and ‘ Protégé,’ forsooth? Why 
I loathe him as if he were the Evil One himself, and would have his 








bloo 

P.O. What? Of whom do you speak ? 

.. O. fF. Of whom do I always speak and think? Of whom, but 
the base, black, baneful Publican? 

’, O, Oh, I spoke not of him, I directed your attention to the 
prerence of this, your idol. 

L. O. F. Idol? (Jnapecting Temperance.) I know not this person, 
who is he? 

P.O. Well, now; but this is passing strange! You ask, “ Who is 
he” Ie it possible that you recognize him not? Temperance, in 
whose name you—— 

L. O. F. Temp—Temperance? The name, indeed, seems familiar 
to me, yet the substance Ah, now I know; this is he in whose 
name I carry on my war against—— 

P, O. Exactly, against drunkenness, 

L. O. F, Eh? no—that is, yes, of course—my war against drunken- 
ness. Sir, I hate him so, that I would rend of his apron, and hang 
him by its strings up to his own sign-post. His own trusted potman 
thould be his executioner, 

P, O, “ Apron” —“sign-post "—“ potman.” Doth the incorporeal 
failing of drunkenness then possess these solid items ? 

L. O. fF. “ Diunkenness?” I spoke not of drunkenness, ‘tis not 

that I hate—that is, yes, ves—drunkenness, of course, of course. 
_ we P, O. But will you not 
embrace your poor protégé, 
Temperance, who awaits 
come recognition? 

L.O. Fr. Eh? Oh—ah— 
yes—of course (Embraces 
him perfunctorily with one 
arm, while, with the other, 
he wields a new Bill to 
injure the publican). 
There, will that do? And 
now, I pray you leave me 
in peace, both of you, to 
mature my plan of malice 
—ah, I should say, beneti- 
cence, 

’,O, Come, poor Temper- 
ance, he will not have your 
aid in his work, My eyes 
are opening strangely, 

. - * a * 
The LOCAL OPTION FANATIC again discovered work ing eagerly. His 
Before him lies a little waren image, 








Yr is } ht 7 ith hope. 


P.O. Ha, Sir Fanatic (‘tis but lately I learned your full name, and 
[ must beg forgiveness for so long calling you by another), still at 
ur malicious—ahem !—beneficent labours? 
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fiscate his property (otherwise called his licence) and I stick it into 
this little image of wax ; in a part near the nerve centres. And, see, 
I take another, and another, and another pin—each one of them 
meaning some great misfortune and injury—and stick them here and 
there all over him. I shall kill him at last—kill him! He shall 
die of starvation in the streets, and be buried at the cross roads! 
What is thisapproaching music ?/—isit not the Dead March in “Saul ?” 

P, O. On the contrary—it is a triumphal and joyous air. It heralds 
the approach of your idol Temperance—— 

L. O, F. Temperance ?—I had almost forgotten the name again. 

P.O. Yes; so indeed it seems to me, for I begin to know you 
better now. However, ‘tis your beloved Temperance who has 
triumphed gloriously over Drunkenness—thanks to the improvement 
in men’s minds—and even now celebrates his victory. Now indeed 
you will rejoice. 

L. O. F. Ah, yes—of course—oh yes. But tell me—is the publican 
dead—ruined—crushed ? 

P.O, Nay; but he catera now for moderate folk, who take their 
glass and depart satisfied—for ‘tis Drunkenness who is crushed and 
dead——— 

L. O. F. Pshaw! away with this idle prate. Dost suppose I care 
one straw for Temperance or Drunkenness—they may reel around 
Exeter Hall arm-in-arm with a black bottle in each fist for aught / 
care. When the loathed Publican is dead, then come and tell me, 
and I will rejoice. Now leave me to my plots. 

(Drinks an inordinate draught from the black bottle of Fanaticism, 
and screams at visions of vats in pu blicans’ aprons, 


P. O. Ahem—methinoks I shall do better to support the publican ! 
(He dves) 
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A Breathing Spell. 
RONDEL, 


JUST give me a mild cigarette, 
And draw my armchair to the fire. 
And little I’ll feel of regret 
If silent awhile is my lyre ; 
For weary a poet will get, 
And J am beginning to tire ; 
Just give me a mild cigarette, 
And draw my armchair to the fire, 





If you would be christened a pet, 
Oh, maid I so warmly admire, 

And plunge me for ever in debt, 
Accord me the boon I desire ; 

Just give me a mild cigarette, 
And draw my armchair to the fire, 





The Fastidious Fox. 


A FABLE OF THE PHILOSOPHER STRABISMUS, 


AN ambitious young Owl and juvenile Cat of the male sex met by 
agreement one morning to practise a duet, and begged of the Fox that 
he would accompany them, which he agreed to do with pleasure; and, 
after the Cat had mew’d and the Owl hooted most lustily, ’twas 
proposed that the twain should change parts: whereupon the Owl 





commenced to mew and the Cat to hoot, until the welkin rang to their 
unmelodious discord ; on which the Fox ran away as if the Hounds 
were after him, wishing that the Devil might fly away with the singers. 
“For I mind not what I am used to,” said he: “ but what is at vari- 
ance with Nature, that I cannot stand. It is well enough that a Fox 
should play the fiddle, but that Owls should caterwau! and Cats hoot, 
is all bally foolishness.” Whenceforth comes the saying that one may 
see a fool's cap on the head of another, who spies not the dishclout 
tied to his own tail. 
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Ethel.—“ SHALL I SING ANOTHER, DEAR?” 


CAN 


DOUR. 
Alice.—"“ BY ALL MEANS, LOVE. 


’M NOT LISTENING.” 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
TO THE EDITOR OF “ FUN.” 


DEAR S1IR,—I think, when last I wrote, I promised you I would 
devote a line or two to tell you what we do in this delightful spot, and, 
therefore, sir, for good or ill, my promise I will now fulfil. At least, 
if not fulfil in full—which on your space would be a pull which you 
would hardly like to stand, or I have cheek, sir, to demand—I will in 
part, that is to say, I’ll tell you what we did today. Toclear the 
ground I'd better state in this resort it’s not our fate, in any kind or 
sort of way, to have excitement ev'ry day. We're easy going folk at 
best, and evrything betokens rest. Here, in a meditative row, the 
sleepy donkeys stand, you know; and on the benches people sit and 
read and gaze and sew and knit, or lean upon the rails, maybe, and 
gaze for ever at the sea, From hour to hour, from day to day, things 
just go on in one same way ; the bands, which = day we meet, are 
always playing in the street ; a man sits dowa and sings a song, he's 
singing always, all day long; the girls, in dresses tailor-made, are 
always on the north parade ; the little boys and girls, with pails and 
spades, and boats with stiffened sails, are always dressed alike—the 
girls with linen bonnets on their curls, the boys in sailor hats and 
suits, and all of them in yellow boots—and all day long, in that same 
rig, they get upon the sand and dig ; and Mr. Punch is always there, 
and organ grinding fills the air, and donkey letters always say, “ Do 
let 'im ’ave a ride to-day.” From day to day, from week to week, 
without cessation (so to speak), things ever, ever onward move in 
one undeviating groove ; the butcher's always selling meat; the 
birds are always saying, “tweet”; the grocer’s always vending stores ; 
the sand is always on the shores; the shouting man, with news on 
sale, has always got some horrid tale; the trams are always running 
by; the sun is always in the sky ; the sailor's always chewing quids ; 
and, everywhere, there’s always kids ! 

From this description you will guess our lives are nothing more or 
less (although we never make a fuss) than dreadfully monotonous. 
But, as I was about to say, I'll tell you what we did to-day, which 
stirred us in a manner which, “to an extraordinary pitch,” will only, 
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s.— The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions, Jn no case will they be returned unless 


sir, twixt me and you, do any sort of justice to. This town, in fact 
(the phrase you've heard), was to its very centre stirred, and ata very 
early hour (upon emerging from my bow’r) I found the streets with 
life endowed and tenanted by quite acrowd. It soon became ex- 
tremely clear they all were making for the pier, with joy in ev'ry 
face and heart, tv see the new Clyde stcamer start, It was a wonder- 
ful event, so ev'ry mortal person went. The passengers themselvvs 
we saw (and looked upon them with much awe), we saw them take 
their tickets, too, and watched them go the wickets through, and go 
on board and steam away, and then we up and said “ Hooray!" We 
passed the day in fierce unrest and mad excitement ill-suppressed, 
and then, as eve began to fall, we wandered pier-ward, one and all, 
and o’er the sea we sought her track, and watched that steamer 
coming back. Then as it cam? we went away well pleased with an 
exciting day. Ah, happy folks, enchanted thus! I’m always yours, 
TROPHONIUS, 








Harness soit qui mal y pense, 
Mr. HARNESS, who holds a position 
As an eminent Electrician, 
Has by somebody lately been “ busted.” 
Don't start—this means no retrogression 
In his Curative Belt profession, 
He to shine in that still may be trusted. 
It but means that Lanteri, whom H. cured one day, 
Has sculped Harness’ bust for the London R.A. 





Heard at a Jersey Cattle Show. 
Ist Herdsman (alluding to his wife).—* I've left my missus at 


home.” 
2nd Herdsman (alluding to his employer, Lady Clara Vere d 


Vere).—“ Lor’, have yer? I brought my missus with me, and ther. 


she is! ”’ 


lst H.—* Lor’ blees me!” [ He disappears in his cow stall. 


accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope 
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ANOTHER “MILITARY EXHIBITION.” 
The sale by Government of Tommy Atkins’ “ old elo’,” without the removal even of regimental buttons and tokens, results in the streets being 
paraded by “ sandwich-men” attired therein—a spectacle fitted to do honour to the service and bring recruits up in shoals, But why step here ? 


Why does not Government take up the advertising business at first hand ? 
5 ee Niighland regune itt might be 
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«5 Mie drurmimer boys covld be Sheer. Norse G ards would make. a & vale ~widid bill N"d- -sfator a il ee... 
Hypnotising the Publican, Mr. Ritchie, if he tries For it surely would compel 
(SEE CARTOON.) To accomplish the same art, Mr. Bung to lose his taste, 2 bee 
T 6 waben thee Very likely, for his part, And to vow such “ Compensation 
WHAT is known as Hypnotism My succeed and hypnotise (Though no genuine potation), 
Doth appear to be a kind Mr. Bung, who, rather heady Always had his admiration, 
Of subdual of the miad | At the best, is pretty ready And to vote for him in haste. 
That's akin to mesmerism ; To succumb, and also steady ee ae 
=~ ut np al _ tices | U ider trial in this wise. ENTOMOLOGY.—Pinning your antagonist, 
Strange results—and unexpected, b : , rs 
< eee : when you have got him down. 
When sagaciously directed Mr. Ritchie wouldn’t waste _ B 
(ta mental organism. The attempt, should all go well, PENITENCE.—Settling day after the race. 
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eGging: Yome-made mushrooms. Nom Beulangism dead af last 


(1) When a lady in London would pistol (3) As this burglar went off withaheap , (5) To etop his wifes tongue a poor (7) The made-mushroome of vendors 
you, possessed, man applied erratical 
You wish she were (say) down at He was vot like the sheep that Bo- In vain to have Beak Monty’s ban Are apt to make folk mush-room- 
Bristol, you. peep possessed. applied. atical. 
42) When this terror in Suffolk one (4) ’Arry’s always so mad on this jolly (6) Stealing babies for begging, this (5) Boulangism lies (it ¢’er brawling 
rat-ifles ; lay; mendicant wae) 
t Suffolk-ates mor : ll it his Wit ntic ho] (ris o A thy ¢ } hie ] led by J r France, ‘cause it 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
COVENT GARDEN,—Who says we are not a musical nation? Who? 
Whoever he 
is let him 
come on! 
Not exactly 
to _ blood- 
shed, but to 
Bow Street! 
and not ex- 
actly to the 
nice, cosy, 
comfort- 
able Police 
Station 
there 
(where the 
free - heart- 
ed FUN 
hath often- 
times 
bailed out 
the noisy 
NESTOR). 
No; come 
to Covent 
Garden, 
where you 
will find, all 
a - blowing 
and a-grow- 





ing, that 

rood old, i 

COVENT GARDEN MLLK. DE LUSSAN,AS OARMEN THE “CAU- 8 old if 
TION,” AND SIGNOK FERNANDO VALERO, AS JOSE THE BON- sometimes 
DON, WHO IS NOT THK CHEESE. grotesque, 
exotic Ita- 


lian Opera. This has just been transplanted here by Augustus 
Harris, bearing yet his recent Carl Roseate hues thick upon him. 
The first bud of the I. O. plant that peeped forth on Monday week 
(the night of the plant’s opening) was Faust, in which appeared 
successfully, M. Darwall (as understudy for J. De Reszke) as Mephis- 
topheles; J. De Reszke as the hero; and Mdlle. Nuovina, a some- 
what nervous, but highly promising Marguerite ; Signor d’Andrade 
fas again a good Valentine. Since /aust came in, Carmen 
and J Pescatori di Perle have been given, so what can you fish—or 
rather wish—for more? 


THE Empike.—The night after the Opera started, Mr. George 
Edwardes (in order not to clash with the aforesaid Opera) produced, 
on behalf of self and other Empire Palatial directors (Limited), the 
best and brightest of the 
series of good and bright 
ballets that have yet been 
seen at this gorgeous house. 
It was, until the eve of 
production, entitled 
Zulma ; but eventually it 
was called Cécile, in order, 
perhaps, to (Cé)cile its 
chances of success. The 
action starts in a Board, 
or Boarding School in the 
time of Louis XVI., and 
advances, by easy dances, 
into the very heart of our 
Indian Empire, where it 
arrives six months after 
—the twenty-six weeks 
being, of course, got over 
in about twenty - six 
minutes. During these 
proceedings Cécile (Mlle. 
Giuri) is pursued by a ras- 
cally Rajah (who, as re- 
presented by Signorina 
7 Cavalazzi, looks handsome 
THE EMPIRR.—OXCILE (MLLB. GIURI) JUDGING enough to mash everybody 





A DAGGERO'TYPE; AND THE KRAaJAH (SIGNO- , 
KINA CAVALLAZZ1) WISHING SHE'D RAJ'AH but the heroine), ; * Be 
NOT, mine,’ says the Rajah, or 


rather indicates the same 

in dumb show and dance. “Never!” she replies, in a sort of per- 
plexed pirouette. Anon she hints, in a few blithe rond-des Jambes, 
and things of that sort, “ When is a-dorer not adorer?” and then 
rht-fantastically answers, “ When it’s a Ra-jah!" But finding th 









potentate still obdurate, she points a big dagger at her somewhat 
undraped bosom, and exclaims by means of a waggle—“Touch me 

_— not, or this shall end all,” etc., etc. Of 
course, all ends happily; but before this 
devoutedly wished consummation arrives 
many gorgeous spectacular effects and 
military manceuvres (by means of which 
the heroine is rescued) are gone through, 
to the delight of all the friends of the 
Empire, 





THE first night of Judah, at the 
=.) Shaftesbury, was the biggest of big suc- 
| cesses for all concerned. Henry Arthur 
Jones (with his hair newly and specially 
cut for the occasion) beamed with modest 
pride when he took his call at the finish 
—as well he might, for he had just given 
us a good, strong and original play, 
which his audience at once accepted as 
such. That, in itself, was a triumph, for, 
nowadays, the more original a play is the 
less likely is it to meet with general 
Sale : acceptance, I have not room to tell the 
THE EMD IRE.—PAS DE OnAT story, 80 will confine myself to the state- 
(SIG. ALBERTIERI) BALLET ment that it mainly concerns Vashti, the 
DANCING @ la mode DE Fasting Girl, and Judah Llewellyn, a 
BALLET-HOOLEY. Welsh Presbyterian preacher, around 
whom revolve a mild agnostic, an aggressive ditto, a consumptive 
ingénue, and a young lady in spectacles with pronounced opinions— 
you know what I mean. It’s the lady 
who has the opinions, of course. The 
spectacles can be easily seen through. 
Willard has never been seen to greater 
advantage than as Judah Llewellyn, 
though he by no means monopolises the 
“fat” of the piece. Similar high praise 
may be given to Olga Brandon, as 
Vashti. Sant Matthews, C. Fulton, H. 
Cane, Royce Carleton and F. Kerr; 
Adelaide Bowering, Gertrude Warden 
and Bessie Hatton complete as good an 
all-round cast as I have lately witnessed. 


Nops AND WINKS,— Among the 
matinées of the week was a curious one 
at the Comedy on Tuesday, a piece called 
The Wrong Door, by Ina Leon Cassilis, 
showed, in three acts, the complica- 
tions which may arise from a “serious ” 
newspaper, a2 matrimonial ditto, and a 
dramatic agent’s office, all being located 
in the same building. To still further 
mix things, an elderly amatory female te 
philanthropist and a French actress in a 
comic opera, not only both bear the same THE SHAFTESBURY.—MR. WII 
name, but live in the same house. The concen hg FOU WiLL ABDLY 
foibles of the unco’ guid are lashed in@® xoTIcE THR TEARS (LLE)- 
feebly forcible sort wrLLYN FROM HIS EYES. 
of way, but the 
worldlings represented—always excepting Marie 
Leroy—the actress in question—are very poor 
creatures. — Miss Elizabeth 
Bessle’s company of “ Open 
Air Players” will commence 
operations for the season with 
a performance in ‘the grounds 
of “ The Grange,” High Road, 

Kilburn. Miss 
Adela Brooke's 
Workman’s 
Library and. In- 
stitute at 
Coombe will be 
(@ the “ cause,” 


7 


/\ dg Jane 12th the 
4 sy ; 
date, and Miss 
Bessle’s arrange- 
' mentof Twelfth 
THE SHAFTRSBURY.—MIss OLGA BRANDON AS THE FAST- 704 the play 
ING GIRL, WITH FRAUD’S BRAND-ON. Miss HATT-ON * _. . 
WITH HER HaT OFF AS THE DEWY EVR. —It is @ fact 
that the Daly 


Company will reappear among us on June 10th at the Lyceum. 
NESTOR. 
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Music for the Masses. 
(A court song for Board scholars, to be sung alley-gi'o.) 


[The proposition to supply pianos to certain Board Schools is causing considerable 
excitement both among the Board scholars and elsewhere.] 


WHOy-AY! muvver! what a jolly spree, 
For now at school (where we was as a rule bored) 
We learns the art of music, both to sing and play, you see! 
Thanks to Mister Hewart Stedlam and the School Board. 
But of all the ’ appy ‘armony that blissifies our hearts 
And soothes us in a very pleasernt manner, 
Is when we goes and practises our scales and trying parts, 
And twiddles and bangs upon the School pianner! 


What cheer! muvver! ain’t you never yeard or read 
Of them kid-piannists, Eggner and Joe Hoffmann? 
Well, each of urs pore schollers means to make ’em hide their head ; 
And each of urs at “ Pops” will be a toff-man ; 
Grand symphaties and snarters. not to mention fewgs and “ ops,” 
We will play at ’alls to turn in many a tanner ; 
Hor now at school we never minds how many clouts we cops, 
So long as we preforms on the pianner ! 


But so’s to be perfishent in our Waggener and Mo Zart, 
Yus, so’s our flats and sharps and things are rumbo, 

All pairunts must have insterments brought home in great flat carts— 
Iern grands, in fact, as big as good old Jumbo ; 

No more we'll play tin whisserles, or the fine old paper’n comb, 
“ Hold the pianner-fort for ever,” is on our banners ; 

So, farvers and muvvers, please take noat as we shall leave our rome 


Unless you orders in some large pianners ! 








“WERE you at all distressed in circumstances?" 

“Well, I should think so, my dear, what with the butcher's and the 
baker’s man fighting on the pavement in front of the house as to 
which of the two should first serve us witha County Court writ, and 
what with the water rates and Queen’s taxes playing at leapfrog to 
keep themselves warm till the street door was opened, and what with 
the only meal in the house being some clear soup made from boiling 
two dozen and a half old tinned meat cans in the copper—well, | 
don’t think we got eractly bilious with high living.” 


Lions amongst Ladies. 
AT tame Kensington, West, they have got the “ Wild Kast,” 
Where three lions will draw one gay chariot, they tell: 
But drawing a chariot will tax them the least, 
Their task is to “draw” the gay public as well. 








Mr. Smith.—“ Ah, Miss Jenny, you know my feelings towards you. 


Why will you not return my affection?” 
Miss Je nny.—* Return your affection, Mr, Smith? I will, with 


pleasure,—it is of no use to me!” 


} 
| WILLING TO OBLIGE. 








fo ee Re tt 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

COVENT GARDEN,—Who says we are not a musical nation? Who? 
Whoever he 
is let him 
come on! 
Not exactly 
to _ blood- 
shed, but to 
Bow Street! 
and not ex- 
actly to the 
nice, Cosy, 
comfort- 
able Police 
Station 
there 
(where the 
free - heart- 
ed FUN 
hath often- 
times 
bailed out 
the noisy 
NESTOR). 
No; come 
to Covent 
Garden, 
where you 
will find, all 
a - blowing 
and a-grow- 
ing, that 
good old, if 
sometimes 
grotesque, 
exotic Ita- 
lian Opera. This has just been transplanted here by Augustus 
Harris, bearing yet his recent Carl Roseate hues thick upon him. 
The first bud of the I. O. plant that peeped forth on Monday week 
(the night of the plant’s opening) was /auwst, in which appeared 
successfully, M. Darwall (as understudy for J. De Reszke) as Mephis- 
topheles; J. De Keszke as the hero; and Mdlle. Nuovina, a some- 
what nervous, but highly promising Marguerite ; Signor d’Andrade 
was again a good Valentine. Since /aust came in, Carmen 
and / Pescatori di Perle have been given, so what can you tish—or 
rather wish—for more? 





,AS OARMEN THE “CAU- 
VALERO, AS. rHE BON- 


COVE® 
TION,” 


DON, WHO IS NOT THK CHEESE, 


THE Empike.—The night after the Opera started, Mr. George 
Edwardes (in order not to clash with the aforesaid Opera) produced, 
on behalf of self and other Empire Palatial directors (Limited), the 
best and brightest of the 
series of good and bright 
ballets that have yet been 
seen at this gorgeous house. 
It was, until the eve of 
production, entitled 
Zulma; but eventually it 
was called Cécile, in order, 
perhaps, to (Cé)cile its 
chances of success. The 
action starts in a Board, 
or Boarding School in the 
time of Louis XVI., and 
advances, by easy dances, 
into the very heart of our 
Indian Empire, where it 
arrives six months after 
—the twenty-six weeks 
being, of course, got over 
in about twenty - six 
minutes. During these 
proceedings Cécile (Mlle. 
Giuri) is pursued by a ras- 
cally Rajah (who, as re- 
presented by Signorina 
Cavalazzi, looks handsome 
TUE EMrine.— OxcIL® (MLB. GIURT) JUDGING enough to mash everybody 

A DAGGKRO'TYPE; AND THE KRAJAH (SIGNO- P . 7 

but the heroine), ‘Be 


KINA OCAVALLAZZI) WISHING SHE'D RAJ‘ au : “ bg 
NOT, mine, says the hajah, or 


rather indicates the same 
in dumb show and dance. “ Never!" she replies, in a sort of per- 





plexed pirouette. Anon she hints, in a few blithe rond-des Jambes, 
and things of that sort, “When is a-dorer not adorer?” and then 
rht-fantastically answers, “ When it’s a Ra-iah!" But finding tb 





potentate still obdurate, she points a big dagger at her somewhat 
undraped bosom, and exclaims by means of a waggle—“ Touch me 

not, or this shall end all,” etc., ete. Of 
course, all ends happily; but before this 
devoutedly wished consummation arrives 
many gorgeous spectacular effects and 
military manceuvres (by means of which 
the heroine is rescued) are gone through, 
to the delight of all the friends of the 
Empire, 





THE first night of Judah, at the 
Shaftesbury, was the biggest of big suc- 
; cesses for all concerned. Henry Arthur 

Jones (with his hair newly and specially 
cut for the occasion) beamed with modest 
pride when he took his call at the finish 
—as well he might, for he had just given 
us a good, strong and original play, 
which his audience at once accepted as 
such. That, in itself, was a triumph, for, 
nowadays, the more original a play is the 
less likely is it to meet with general 
Sen RurtstecPas ba Gut acceptance, I have not room to tell the 
THE MAttkE DE DANsE Story, so will confine myself to the state- 
(SIG. ALBERTIERI) BALLET ment that it mainly concerns Vashti, the 
DANCING @ la mode DE Fasting Girl, and Judah Llewellyn, a 
BALLET-MOCLRT. Welsh Presbyterian preacher, around 
whom revolve a mild agnostic, an aggressive ditto, a consumptiv: 
ingénue, and a young lady in spectacles with pronounced opinions— 
you know what I mean. It’s the lady 
who has the opinions, of course. The 
spectacles can be easily seen through. 
Willard has never been seen to greater 
advantage than as Judah Llewellyn, 
though he by no means monopolises the 
“fat” of the piece. Similar high praise 
may be given to Olga Brandon, as 
Vashti. Sant Matthews, C. Fulton, H. 
Cane, Royce Carleton and F. Kerr; 
Adelaide Bowering, Gertrude Warden 
and Bessie Hatton complete as good an 
all-round cast as I have lately witnessed. 






Nops AND WINKS,— Among the 
matinées of the week was a curious one 
at the Comedy on Tuesday, a piece called 
The Wrong Door, by Ina Leon Cassilis, 
showed, in three acts, the complica- 
tions which may arise from a “ serious ” 
newspaper, a2 matrimonial ditto, and a 
dramatic agent’s office, all being located 
in the same building. To still further 
mix things, an elderly amatory female 
philanthropist and a French actress in 
comic opera, not only both bear the same THE SHAFTESEBURY.—MR. WII 
name, but live in the same house. The ARP AS JUDAH LLEWELLYN. 

. ’ . . PERHAPS YOU WILL-’ARDLY 
foibles of the unco’ guid are lashed ina  xorjceu Tue TRARS (LLE)- 
feebly forcible sort wrtLLyN rrom HIS EYES. 

p of way, but the 
4 worldlings represented—always excepting Marie 
Leroy—the actress in question—are very poor 
PQ AN ; creatures. — Miss Elizabeth 
Sessle’s company of ‘ Open 
Air Players” will commence 
operations for the season with 
a performance in ‘the grounds 
of “ The Grange,” High Road, 
Kilburn. Miss 
Adela Brooke’s 
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Music for the Masses. 
(A court song for Board scholars, to be sung alley-g/'0.) 


[The proposition to supply pianos to certain Board Schools is causing considerable 
excitement both among the Board scholars and elsewhere. ] 


WHOy-AY! muvver! what a jolly spree, 
For now at school (where we was as a rule bored) 
We learns the art of music, both to sing and play, you see! 
Thanks to Mister Hewart Stedlam and the School Board. 
But of all the ’appy ’armony that blissifies our hearts 
And soothes us in a very pleasernt manner, 
Is when we goes and practises our scales and trying parts, 
And twiddles and bangs upon the School pianner! 


What cheer! muvver! ain’t you never yeard or read 
Of them kid-piannists, Eggner and Joe Hoffmann? 
Well, each of urs pore schollers means to make ’em hide their head ; 
And each of urs at “ Pops” will be a toff-man ; 
Grand symphaties and snarters, not to mention fewgs and “ ops,” 
We will play at ’alls to turn in many a tanner ; 
for now at school we never minds how many clouts we cops, 
So long as we preforms on the pianner ! 


3ut so’s to be perfishent in our Waggener and Mo Zart, 
Yus, so’s our flats and sharps and things are rumbo, 

All pairunts must have insterments brought home in great flat carts— 
Iern grands, in fact, as big as good old Jumbo ; 

No more we'll play tin whisserles, or the fine old paper’n comb, 
“ Hold the pianner-fort for ever,” is on our banners ; 

So, farvers and muvvers, please take noat as we shall leave our rome 
Unless you orders in some large pianners ! 








“WERE you at all distressed in circumstances?” 

‘Well, I should think so, my dear, what with the butcher's and the 
baker’s man fighting on the pavement in front of the house as to 
which of the two should first serve us with a County Court writ, and 
what with the water rates and Queen’s taxes playing at leapfrog to 
keep themselves warm till the street door was opened, and what with 
the only meal in the house being some clear soup made from boiling 
two dozen and a half old tinned meat cans in the copper—well, ] 
don’t think we got eractly bilious with high living.” 











Lions amongst Ladies. 
AT tame Kensington, West, they have got the “ Wild East,” 
Where three lions will draw one gay chariot, they tell: 
Sut drawing a chariot will tax them the Icast, 
Their task is to “draw” the gay public as well. 
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WILLING TO OBLIGE, 
Mr. Smith.—“ Ah, Mise Jenny, you know my feelings towards you. 
Why will you not return my affection ?” 
Miss Jenny.—“ Return your affection, Mr, Smith? 
pleasure,—it is of no use to me!” 


L will, with 
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MATCHES AND MATCHES. 


He,—Oh ! Mother, don’t read me the matrimonial matches in fashionable circles, tell me 


whieh won the cricket match at Lord’s, 








| Artful Art. 
| TRIOLETS. 


WHEN poets write verse “ by the piece,” 
A capital plan I have found for them 
(The number of lines they’d increase 
| When poets write verse “ by the piece’”’), 
The triolet covers the ground for them 
| And gives to their labours surcease— 
When poets write verse “‘ by the piece,” 
A capital plan I have found for them. 


When five lines are bred in the brain, 
The triolet kindly makes eight of them. 
Tis easy enough to explain 
When five lines are bred in the brain, 
Whatever the worth or the weight of them, 
You use them again and again, 
When /ive lines are bred in the brain 
The triolet kindly makes eight of them. 


And so, if you're paid by the line, 
Three-eights is the income of trickery 
| (Oh yes! this is all very fine !), 
And so, if you’re paid by the line, 
And poesy’s fire become flickery 
You'll try my receipt, I opine ; 
And so, if you’re paid by the line, 
Three-eights is the income of trickery. 








FROM what place has a person, who is being 
pursued, the best chance of getting away /—The 
Island of Mauritius (more issues). 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


SOCIALISM has oneadvantage over the majority of democratic move- 
ments, it has “ caught on” with certain smart and high-arty sections 
of “sassiety.” But its most sanguine devotees could scarcely have 
hoped to find this latest political organism, while still “so young, so 
tender,” the subject of grave academical discussion in, not Dod Street, 
not Trafalgar Square, not Kelmscott House, but the Gilded Chamber 
of the House of Landlords, Lord Wemyss is not precisely a Rupert 
of debate, but he evidently conceives it to be his mission to stem the 
tide of democracy ; and he raised, on Monday, a wail, that Cassandra 
might have envied, over the communistic tendencies of his time, and, 
throwing his Elcho shield over such of our national institutions as 
represent the tempora acti, posed as the champion of those 


“ Days of old when knights were bold, 
And barons held their sway "— 


in which his whimsical Lordship surely ought to have lived. 

* Tempora mutantur et nos mutamur in illis.” It seems only the 
other evening FUN watched a white haired man, pale and impassive, 
standing at the table of the House, facing an opposition that yelled, 
screamed, hooted, jeered and cheered in the delirium of a sudden and 

unexpected victory. He 
and his crew, he said, had 
nailed their colours to the 
mast. Well, his craft had 
' foundered, she had struck 
on a rock, that rock the 
» Whisky Tax. Louderieven 









‘ 
‘ 
f 
- 
Hiei | 
; 
P| 











IN THB HOUSE AND OUT OF IT, 


than the Vz! victis of the opposing Tory host rose the shrill slogan of 
that phalanx below the gangway, shrieking, “ Buckshot, buckshot ! ” 
A lustral has flown ; the ins and outs have changed sides, some amongst 
them in more senses than one ; those who then sat on the Speaker's left 





sit on his right ; those who on that night, five years since, reprobated 
and decried a Whisky Tax, are now prepared to stand by it to the 
death ; those who nailed their colours to the mast of that Budget which 
foundered on it, now wax wrathfully eloquent in denunciation thereof. 
Nous avons changé tout cela, Stay, not all; that phalanx, stronger 
in number and prestige, the weaker for one or two who have gone up, 
not to the Lords, but higher, is still there ; and, faithful among the 
faithless, presents an undaunted front, and shouts an implacable 
defiance, to that impost upon one of Ireland’s few industries—the 
Whisky Tax. voseng s Cvel GA 

Talk of old Parliamentary hands! the oldest of our Liberals and 
Conservatives are babies to the “ bhoys” in the science of party 
politics, and though they do sometimes play low down, ¢.g.,in the case 
of the gentleman who insisted on fixity of tenure of the telephone 
receiver ; for vigilance and endurance they put to the blush the two 
greater neighbouring parties, whom in turn they belabour from over 
the other’s shoulders. Andon Monday night—bedad, we went home 
on Tuesday mornin’! having had a right down regular all night 
sitting, quite in the sweet old style. vn :PA0 

Tuesday.—Thank goodness rest is near, with heavy heads thrown 
back on the benches, Ministers mentally contrast life, this lovely 
summer weather, in the House and out of it, while question after 
question is put and answered, or fenced with, from the condition of 
Cleopatra’s needle to that of the alleged to be sweated, and certainly 
hard worked and not too well paid, postmen, 








A Blue Pill, 
With regard to ladies’ spring dresses, a“ terrible” blue is said to be threatening un. 


O, SAD is this news of the fashion 
Of colour in feminine dress 

"Tis enough to put men ina passion 
(Present writer’s in one he’ll confess). 

The prospect’s perplexing and painful 
Whatever can male martyrs do? 

When the Sex (of our feelings disdainful) 
Now threatens a Terrible Blue! 

Though ’tis Springtime we shrink from this blue-ming: 
The which lovely woman perpends, 

Sad indeed is the fate that is looming 
For us, O, my masculine friends, 


* * * ” 


And yet, after all, one confesses, 
’Twere a comfort (between me and you) 
If she keeps this said tint to her dresses— 
And her bas aren't aTerrible Blue! 
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EQUIVOCAL. 


He.—“ YOU KNOW, THOUGH SHE HAS HAD SO MANY SPLENDID OFFERS FOR AMERICA, SHE WON'T ACCEPT THEM. 


PUTS HER OFF. SHE PREFERS ANYTHING TO WATER, YOU KNOW.” 


She.—“ OH, I NOTICED THAT AT DINNER.”’ 


THE PASSAGE 


[ What did she mean? 








TURF CUTTINGS. 


"oO THE EDITOR OF “ FUN.” 


DEAR SIR,—How oddly one behaves when pleasure making by the 
waves! At home one does not pass the day clad in a costume négligé 
(one’s coat, for preference, aJl stripes), continually smoking pipes! 
At home we very seldom stand and listen to a German band, or ballad 
singers when they sing (we wouldn’t dream of sucha thing!). Nor 
do we often take a seat in any much frequented street, in order that 
we may peruse the columns of our Daily News. I’ve never noticed 
folks in town go “ promenading” up and down, at certain hours from 
day to day along the Thames Embankment (say). I do not think 
you'll contradict me when, with accuracy strict, I say that people 
don’t go down from Kilburn, Hampstead, Camden Town, Belgravia, 
Kensington, or such, to see a steamer start,—not much! Nor, though 
the Thames in all its pride is ebbing, flowing at our side, do Cockneys 
care one single pin to go and “see the tide come in’’? And, most of 
all,no person pent in town—unless on business bent (or otherwise 
compelled to do what he’s no inclination to) not one that all the town 
contains would go out walking when it rains! Yet all these things, 
and many more, we do when by the ocean shore—I do not say it’s 
wrong, you know—I simply say that it isso. I do not even care to 
try, to ferret out “ the reason why.” I say I do not care a bit, I take 
no interest in it. Besides, I’ve got to reckon up, for Manchester 
(and you) 

THE CUP. 

WITH confidence (and nothing less) 
In consequence of that success 
Which, on inquiry, will be found 
My previous efforts to have crowned 

With little intermission, 
I scan the list of horses to 
Select the animal for you 








Which will most earnestly conten« 
For place the first, and in the end 
Attain the proud position, 


They’ve locally a fancy for 
The rather taking Narrator ; 
But Londoners the verdict pass 
In favour more of Vasistas, 

Which jumps five-barand bounds ditch : 
While, as for me, | murmur thus: 
“ There’s Pamela, Theophilus, 
Ringmaster, too, and many more, 
Without forgetting of Réve d Or 

Or overlooking Houndsditch. 
Theophilus, no doubt, is good,— 
But holloa not till through the wood ; 
And Réve d’Or may exclaim “ Ha! ha!” 
And he who favours Pamela 

Will find virtwe rewarded, 
Yet says my muse (a cute old lass !) 
The call is still with Vasistas ; 
To that, or to Narrator, or 
To that Papa Confessor (lor!) 

The prize will be accorded. 

Well, there you are then, Mr. Fux, that little matter’s nicely done, 
and now I think, you dear old soul, I'll just go out and take a stroll. 
So first of all I'll light my pipe and don my coat (the scarlet stripe), 
and then assume my hat of straw (the neatest thing you ever saw), 
and take my paper (folded neat), then off I go to take a seat beside 
another reading card upon the Western Promenard, and watch—lI 
trust it is no sin—the boats go out and tide come in. I'll write again, 
of course, next week—about the Derby I shall speak— meantime, the 
point we won't discuss, I’m always yours, TROPHONIUS, 
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“PUZZLIN’ A COVE!” 


(BY A PROCESSIONIST.) 
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Wot I ’aites is them browheetin’ fullers as is alwiz a-ketchin’ yer at onexpected moments, all of a nonplush like, afore yon’ve timetothink. That’s ’ow it’s allus 
‘appenin’to me. Fust time, I'd gorn in a percession to the Park, and was jest a shoutin’ ‘ooray! unaminous like, wen I ketches site ov that there Mister FUN observin’ 
of me. “ Wot traide are yerto-day?” ses ‘ee, “an’ wot's yer grievance?” Blestif I wasn’t took aback ; but I goes and arskes a pal; and I comes back and ses, “ I'm 


| 


a tilor ter-day, an’ it’s the swettin’ sistim as [I'm a demmastritin’ abart,” ses I. 
} WORKING ' 
ALK! 
MEN 

MEETING 

| HYDE PARK | 


| ACIT ATORS 
BENEFIT 
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But, bless yer, the werry nex’ time as I was proceshionin’, one o' them reporter fellers, a taikin’ notes hon the way, arskes, “Wotare yer ter-day’” There I was, puzzled 
agin. “W'y,” ses I. “Ay? Wot? Oh, I know—I'm a gas-stoker ter-day,’ ' ses I, 





























Then, that werry arternoon, as I was a-standin’ at my regler post, artside the Loafer and Pot, hup comes a’ aggitater cove, and ses,“ Wot's vour tride, and where 
are you ¢ neige af I we ere! t puzzle 1 that time. “W y, ere,” ses I, “I'm at my regler imploymen t now.” ses I 2% ‘and there’s a lot o’ extry ‘ands lade on ‘cos we've 
got “0 Bish & noo barrel o' four,” ses I. Then he gives me tuppence, like a gent, an’ ses,“ We've got another percession o’ Sunday—mudmen this time,” ses'ee; “I 

CBSBY As | l) & mudman by tride come Sunda “ses’ee. “Ar,’oo 'nows?” ses 











PODER a 











EU N.—sar 28, 1890 














RRR eNat nereenat erences 














OUT FOR A HOLIDAY. 


“WHAT CHEER, RITCHIE!” 


[See Cartoon Verses, p. 234. 
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THE UNEMPLOYED AGITATORS. 
HUNDREDS OF AGITATORS OUr OF WORK! 
GREAT DISTRESS AND DISCONTENT! 
MEETING IN HYDE PARK! 


ON THE EMBANKMENT. 


TOWARDS ten o'clock the agitators, to the number of several 
thousand, assembled on the Embankment, the place appointed for the 
ats rendezvous, for the pur- 


ye of marching to 
yde Park by way of 
the most busy thorough- 
fares. 

The start was delayed 
for a considerable time 
in consequence of some 
disagreement among the 
organizers as to the 
most busy thorough- 
fares, the object in view 
o».. being, of course, to 
oad choose those _ streets 

where the passage of 

the procession would 

1G: SP ' cause most impediment 

f , to traffic, and most an- 

ae a noyance to passers-by, 
Ally, , 


thus securing the sym- 

pathy of the public— 
who have nothing to do but devote themselves to the interests of the 
strikers—in favour of the movement. 

The route having been finally arranged, the procession moved to- 
wards the Park, causing an aggregate loss to business of about £500, 
by the impeding of the traffic. This fact, when announced, was 
received with rauch cheering by the demonstrators. 

IN THE PARK, 

On entering the Park the column at once made for the chief plat- 
form, where the speakers at once commenced to address the meeting. 

Mr. Shoalder Dowt, Secretary to the Unemployed Agitators Discon- 
tent Association, proceeded to explain the causes and objects of the 
demonstration. 

There were, he explained, in addition to the few successful and 
prosperous agitators whose names appeared daily in the newspapers, 
a large body of men in the same profession whose efforts to earn a 
handsome livelihood had proved unsuccessful. Was it right that the 
few should be successful and affluent, while the many remained ina 
state of, in some cases, absolute penury? By what right did these 
few prominent agitators hold their place above the others? Why,— 
by a right which was not recognized as any right at all by the true 
Socialist—by the unfair and contemptible right of superior energy, 
superior brains, superior capacity for organizing, su r eloquence ! 
Was this right? Ought the success or failure of any man to lie in his 


own energies, brains, or capacity? Certainly not. All men were in- 
tended to be equal,and to 


have equal privileges, 


‘ _ ah N h i 
Le \\ rR Now, there was that 
Nao’ sof A rr Neralya successful agitator, Mr. 


=_ 





Eller Quent, Secretary 
of the Discontented 
Duffers’ Association, 
with a handsome salary 
and a beautiful new 
silk hat and a pair of 
gloves that cost no less 
than two-and-nine! 
Why was that man 
Ta in a: affluence, 
while he (the speaker) 
could not ataiek dslons 
with his tea? Why, for 
he: the regulation unjust, 
* and disgraceful reason 
ta. “pire —because he had more 
brains, and was more 
industrious! Did anyone there present think that was right? (“No/ 
no!” and groans.) Very well—the object of the Unemployed Agi- 
tators’ Discontent Association was to alter all this; apd the only way 
it could be altered was by righteous legislation. Let the legislature 
of this country be coerced to pass an act forbidding strikers and unem- 
ployed workmen and suchlike to listen to a speaker just because he 
ppened to be more eloquent than another, or to be persuaded by a 









persuader who happened to be more persuasive than another ; let the 
act forbid agitators of superior talents to accept more than a certain 
amount of success,and compel them to divide their popularity 
equally among their less qualified brethren of the same profession, 
and then, and not /i// then, all this gross unfairness would succeed. 
(Great cheering.) 

The last speaker then introduced Mr. Slowhead, of Seven Dials, 
who said,— 

I’m a unsuccessful agitator. (A long pause and cries of “ You look 
it!) Is that right? (a longer pause, and several voices “ Yus!”) I 
ain’t up to much at speakin’ (cheers and an interval of ten minutes). 
I dessay you'll think I’m a bit of a fool? (Great cheers.) Well, wot 
if Iam? Ain’t I as much right to make a good livin’ as a feller with 
brains? Look ’ere, I’ve tried most trades, and failed at ’em ; so then 
I says, “I'll be a agitator.” (Short interval for refreshments.) But 
I failed at that. Therefore, wot I says is, “ Give me a share of the 
earnin’s of them as hasn’t failed!” (Vociferous yells, and cries of, 
“ Git out!” “ Go’ome!” “We ain’t a-goin’ to listen to you!” Great 
excitement and a rush for the platform, which was finally won by a 
muscular person of sia feet three.) The muscular person, who stam- 
mered so badly as to be quite unintelligible, was believed to say that 
he had always wanted to be a public speaker, and didn’t see why he 
shouldn’t, but had never got on at it, somehow. 

The muscular person was here felled with a brick, and was suc- 
ceeded by a dumb party who was understood to make signs to the 
effect that he had always intended to become a successful orator, and 
had also passed some years in an asylum for idiots. This speaker, 
having been led away, was followed by a person who stated that he 
was by calling a professor of the confidence, painted sparrow, and 
purse trick dodges, but did not see that that should disqualify him 
from becoming a successful agitator,and leader of the working 
classes. 

Mr. Dummkopf, a German Socialist, said that what Parliament 
ought to do was to pass an act for the equal distribution of talents. 
That was all that was needed. The way to begin was to knock the 
more intelligent persons on the head till their brains were a bit 
addled. He thought none of those there assembled needed to be 
treated in that way. (Loud cheering.) 

The proceedings ended in a free fight (in which the stronger gained 
an unfair advantage), and confusion. 


HORTICULTURE.—The education of your “olive branches,” 























BASE IS THE SLAVE WHO PAYS. 
Lucy.—“ Mr. Paidupp careless in money matters, Charley! Why, 
I always thought him so very particular.” 
Charley.—“ Not a bit of it.—He no sooner gets a few pounds than 
he goes and squanders it all on his debts,” 
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UNAPPRECIATED SATIRE. 





























4) Um! Donk see much un the paper fer my Cartoon fer the Radical 
Rouster: Unionists still Gething the best of tt! Never mind, Tu do 
Balto ur with donkeys ears ona gallows, haven 
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Always do that when we cant think of any tung new. Thea’ think 


thattl do! 
(2) Loolkk*ere Bill ' ere’s a bloke a pw Thats old Chuckler, as ques 


with the tar- harge, you. may depen 
per an all!" 

(3)"Ah' Thats avoa! Got old Billy Gladstone te the lie i eek: 
Wonder how the Radicals tl Gke that!". 


(+.) : | Lieve yr har: Thats wot er bloeman’ harts tocracy Cuames- 


Aint they touched ‘im ort pro i 


te b iy a Serve em.righk an’all. Donk you let me Ketch yeu A- 


growin’ harp haristocrats , either on r, dvear! 
Ta dear! Another o oa 
(5) Come away, my ear |, fino f 

ed af hamself ag 


Lorribple polikical peaple. With lang. ears too! Ought to be asham- 








New Leaves. 


“ MINE OwN FAMILIAR FRIEND,” by A. L. Harris (F. Warne and 
Co.), lays bare the workings of a “secret society” of the dark, in- 
scrutable character, and some workings also of kindly feelings more 
creditable to humanity. The story is told in an unconventional and 
agreeable manner.—“ Strange Clients, and Other Tales,” by Saumarez 
de Haviland (Iliffe and Son), is a series of graphically told stories, 
fraught with both power and pathos, but we fail to understand, im 
“The Message from the Desert,” the “crescent moon” being made 
to “ rise” soon after sunset. The crescent moon at and after sunset 
is in the western skies, and setting—a crescent moon only “ rises” in 





early morning.— A Pocket Atlas of the World,” by John Bartholo- 
mew, F.R.G.S, (John Walker and Co.), Atlas-t we have a miniature 
atlas, beautifully drawn and coloured, every feature of the world’s 
face being accurately delineated and exquisitely framed with the 
notable skill of the artist. This “new and enlarged edition ” enables 
a man to put the whole world in his pocket, and whene’er he sails or 
rides abroad to take his “ Walker” with him.—“ A Society Scandal,” 
by “ Rita” (Trischler and Co.). The not uncommon materials of 
man’s folly and woman's weakness are here put together with the 
well known skill of the “ Rita.” 
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MAJOR SADDLEBACK HEAVYSIDE. 
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2.—— was very ficent when explaining the position of the 


enemy at the battle of Barrackpore, with the aid of three knivesand 1. Major Saddleback Heavyside. 


& salt spoon, 


4. And the way he tackled that Brownjones 
about the Rumgunge of Woola-Poola and the 
Rupee Question was——well, there! 





5. After that the Major slumbered. 
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6. And retribution overtook him, 











THH COLLOQUIBS OF STRABISMUS. 
No, 43.—THE PHILOSOPHER AND THE FIRST NIGHTER. 


SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, Philosopher and Sage; GAPIUS, a 
Determined First Nighter. 


STRABISMUS. Hither, ho! I would have a word with you, good 
Master Gapius. 

GAPIUS, Pray, your worship, pardon me. I am for the playhouse, 
stomach to earth, as the French say. 

StRA, Seasoned old playgoer as thou art, what lures thee thither? 

Gap. Why, 'tis a new play to be born upon the boards to-night, 
like the hero of a Chinese drama, and I would not willingly miss the 
raising o’ the rag upon it. 

Stra. Didst thou tarry a night or twain, thine eyes and ears 
would feast the richer ; for then the actors and actresses would be 
versed in their parts, so as to smoothly deliver you, without hawking 
and hemming, the matter on tongue; the orchestra be attuned to 
harmoniousness, and the scenery warranted to work neatly, without 
splitting or lapping o’ ledges. For my part, I cannot bear to look 
ye a smiling landscape with a crack i’ the middle, or to witness the 
cloth and timber side of a proud war vessel, exposed in mid ocean, 
while the dirty carpenter who mans, commands and cargoes it, 
sprawls in a basement upon historic boards. 

GAP. Nathless, such casualties are my joy, and the bliss of others 
who disburse, or plan, or plead, pray, contrive and plot—and of these 
latter the greater number—for seats upon first nights. Some there 
are who go to be seen; others who go to see; many who repair 
thither to talk, as also some to listen. ‘Tis your minority who go to 
look at and hearken to the play. 

STRA. Ay,marry! the drama that survives such ordeal must needs 
be wrought of stout stuff, and fathered by a parent with a sturdy 
reputation. 

Gap. Why, I grant you so, indeed. For the very atmosphere on 
euch occasions be charged with a fluid invisible and electric, which 
impels men and women to laughter, and dries up the fountain of 
sympathy at its very source. Your villain had needs be a fearsome 
rascal to gain the tribute of a shudder ; your heroine's distresses call 
forth jeers instead of tears: and the noble sentiments of your hero 
educe cat-calls sive, instead of huzzas. "Twas but the other 
night occurred the instance I will give your worship at present: We 
had lost our hero i’ the second Act, andireason had to think him dead 
and decapitated, but that heroes are not wont to be short-lived as a 
rule. And behold, even as we wiser had predicted, he turned up, hale 





and hearty, in the middle of Act Four. When a grave and reverend 
sir did interlocute him i’ the stage manner, as to the manner of his 
escape : “ Truly,” quotha, “another had the grace to goto the block for 
me, or I should not be here.” What manner of man this was, the 
interlocutor was fain to ask? Whereupon, our hero :—“ Oddsbodkins,” 
quotha, “that know I not; saving that ’twas a priest in cassock and 
birett, such as priests are wont to wear.” Then the ancient did look to 
canvas Heaven, witha watering eye, and pulling off his headpiece, 
saith, with good stage precedent for it, ‘‘ Alack! my brother ’twas who 
saved ye!”” Whereupon the stalls sniggered, the pittites poked each 
other i’ the ribs, the boxes burst with laughing, the gallery guffawed, 
and the tragedy ended very merrily. Farewell, master. 
Stra. God ’ye good e’en, good Gapius. 








Where the ocean breezes blow. 
(To a wellknown Sea-air. ) 
YE nomad tribes of England, | The grinder, with his organ, 


Who throng our native lands, | Will tower along the steep, 
The nags that brave a thousand | A marcher o’er the London 
jeers, pave 


At home beside the deep ; 


The niggers and the bands, 
The nigger, with his grin and 


Your enterprises start again 


And have another go, joke, 
Come and pose with your shows Will swell the crowd below, 
Where the ocean breezes blow; | As they roar on the shore 


For the season’s coming round Where the ocean breezes blow ; 
in For the season’s coming round 

Where the ocean breezes blow. i 
Soon mothers, chicks and fathers, 


Who're starting for the wave, 
Will deck themselves, to gracethe | The fitful sun of England 


again 
Where the ocean breezes blow. 


same, Shall yet terrific burn ! 
In ev'ry thing that’s brave ; And maidens come, to storm the 
The “sailor-frock,” the “suiting” heart, 
swell— By second class return. 


The russet shoe, also, Then, then, ye noble warriors, 
Will inclose all their toes They'll smile, coquet and glow, 
Where the ocean breezes blow; | And disclose snappy hose 
For the season’s coming round | Where the ocean breezes blow 
again | Till the season's at an end again; 
Where the ocean breezes blow. And the chilly breezes blow. 
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The Metamorphosis 
of A. B. C. 


A. B. C., in his bachelor days, 
Was robbed of his peace 
and joy 
By the boisterous games and 
the cheeky ways 
Of his landlady’s girl and 





y. 
And his constant cry was a 
strong complaint 


Against parents too blind 
to see 


How essential it is that a 
firm restraint 
On their children imposed 
should be. 
But A. B. C. is a husband 
now 
And has children five or 
six, 
Who all day long, with un- 
ceasing row, 
Are performing 
fiendish tricks, 
And A. B. C. has got lodgers 
three, 
Whom his children de- 
prive of joy: 
But the paterfamilias fails 
to see 
How the kids can their 
souls annoy ! 


their 


Once a poor toiler was 
A. B. C., 
And he painfully won- 
dered then 


How the d—l employers 
could dare to be 
So cruel and stern to their 
men, 
If e’er in a shop of his own, 
perchance, 
























































He should labouring folks 
employ, 
Not an angry word, not a 
scowling glance, 
Should his labouring folks 
annoy. 
But A. B. C. isa master now : 
Many menials toil for him, 
And they writhe ’neath the 
frown of his baleful 
brow 
And his curses severe and 


grim. 
For A. B. C. has forgot the 
days 
When his spirit for kind- 
ness yearned, 
And he wearily wondered | 























with wild amaze 
Why employers their ser- 





vants spurned. a 


A. B. C., when the frequent smart 
Of the poverty-fiend he felt, 
Had, withal, a benignant and kindly heart, 
That the sight of distress could melt. 
And ever he cheerily gave his mite 
To the creature he found in need, 
And ever his eyes would shine fierce and 
bright 
With contempt for the rich man’s greed. 
But A. B. C, has since then amassed 
Much wealth, alas! of his own ; 
And the generous heart to the winds is 
cast, 
The beneficent soul has flown. 
And he, who his ultimate coin by stealth 
Would give to relieve distress, 
Is so wretchedly poor with a mine of wealth 
That he trembles to make it less! 


ga”6TO OORRES?P 


DENTS.—The Editor does 


“ WHEN she kissed me,” said Edward, “ it 
was like the leaf of a damask rose drawn 
across my lips. Sweet, sweet girl, fay-like 
gleam of sunshine, shadow of a flying bird 
upon a summer field.” “When she kissed 
me,” cried Will’em, “I thought I was pass- 
ing by Lord’s, and a cricket ball was trying 
to be caught in my mouth, and all the 

ple looked out of window because they 
thought there was a crossing of the under- 
ground telegraph wires and an electric ex- 
plosion to follow, and that all the paving 
stones were fused into lava. I like a gir 
that ain’t ashamed of her affection, that I do!” 








FEAR.—Coming upon a rabbit and mis- 
taking it for a liom. 





not bind himself to acknot 
accompanted by as ped and directed envelope 





THE LADDER MAN’S COMPLAINT. 


An L.O.C.-rious Matter. 


[Nine public gardens are said to have been closed 
by order of the London Oounty Council.) 


NINE genie gardens, wherein with high 
giee, 
Thousands of poor youngsters wouli dis- 


Free for awhile from alley and from eourt— 
Are closed by order of the L.0.C. 
Fun views with rage this new high-handed 


phase 
And calls on all his readers to take note 
Of County Councillors who'd dare de- 
vote 
Their influence to help such paltry ways. 
The L.C.C., in acting thus shows treason, 
And so Fun gives this tip in (L.C,) C-son, 
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OUT OF HIS DEPTH. 


He.—“It SEEMS TO ME THAT ALL THE N/CE PEOPLE ARE OUT OF TOWN. 


She.—“ THANK You!” 
I DIDN’T MEAN THAT! 


He.—" OH, 


You AREN’T OUT OF TOWN, Y’ KNOW!” 








Out for a Holiday. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


“WHAT cheer, Ritchie!” may very well be 
The Whitsuntide holiday cry 
Of the jaunty Exchequer chief, Goschen, 
when he 
Sees his Local Board colleague jog by ; 
For it doesn't, I ween, 
Necessarily mean 
That the cheer he refers to is other than lean, 
Or that things can’t be going awry. 


‘What cheer, Ritchie!" It’s perfectly true 
That the notion of ample good cheer 
—n the minds of Bank Holiday men not a 
few 
Is somehow connected with beer ; 
But the beer, in this case, 
Has contrived to displace 
The idea of joy, and evokes a grimace, 
Which advises that matters are queer. 


“What Cheer, Ritchie!" You're glad of a 
rest, 
I suppose. wake @ the most of your fun, 


But the public house hobby you ride with 
such zest 
May upset you before you have done. 
‘Compensation ” is not 
Such a fine steed to trot 
As to justify all the assurance you’ve got ; 
So look out, for your race isn’t won. 


After the Storm comes a Calm. 
First M. P.—“ Awfully dull in the House 


to-night.” 
Second M.P. (stifling a yawn).—" Yes, one 
might as well be in the Lords.” 





Chair, Chair! 
THE Duc d’Orléans has taken to chairmaking, 
While he’s in exile 
His fingers so flexile 
Have turned out good specimens, showing 
some rare making, 
This is all very well, but let’s hope his good 
fairy 


Will keep him to chairs, and of throne seek- 


ing chairy. 


You Mutton’t mind this, 


[Some one has suggested that chops should be made 
on first principles, that is, of the grass, etc., instead of 
waiting until the grass has caused the lamb to thrive.] 


MUTTON chops without sheep, 
Seems a notion that’s steep, 
But, of course, they'd come cheap— 
As this curious crank doth advise. 
He thinks chops might be made, 
If we all made a raid, 
On the grass’s good blade— 
For from that (quoth our crank) chops arise. 
He regards it, ’mid shams, 
That the grass becomes lambs, 
And that lambs become sheep 
Ere our chops we can reap ; 
So he thinks ’twould save time, 
If his notion sublime 
Could be used for his growing this meat for 
the shop— 
sut would these grass-cutlets be really “ first 
chop?” 


DESPAIR.—Courage that has lost its way. 








Gold Medal Awarded, Health Exhibition, London. 
And Highest Award Adelaide, 1887. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THs OpgRA ComiQue.—This house of late devoted to Cloches de 
Corneville-any—has now become a kind of green-house,—a (retna- 
Green-house. The Gretna Green in 
question is a comic opera which was 
tried at a couple of Comedy matinées 
some months ago—and albeit, crude 
as to construction and conventional 
as tostory—is not without some amus- 
ing and interesting points. The music 
is perhaps the strongest feature of the 
production. This (barring one ex- 
cellent lyric by Mr. W. F. Glover, who 
is in the chair here) is the work of 
Dr. Storer, who fulfils the function of 
a sort of melodious air re-Storer. 
Mr. Charles Collette (especially en- 
gaged to gag ad lib.) is well to the 
fore, using up much of; the bare— 
or shall I say de-Collette-ée material. 
Miss Leonora Braham (once a merry 
Savoyard), Mr. Cadwaladr as the 
good old (or rather young) disguised 
Squire-lover—without which no comic 
opera can be considered complete—and 
THE Opxra Comigus.—Miss Miss Villa-Knox—(whose singing is 

LONSDALE AS OICELY—(NOT anything but ob-Knox-ious,—all do 


A BIGILIAN)—AND MR. OL- . ° ° 
LETTE AS PETER. WHO hee good service amid all this Gretna- 


ABOUT “ PONGING.” Greenery. 





AT the STRAND on the afternoon of the 27th ult., a Mr. Arthur 
Kennedy broke out in two places—I mean pieces; but Miss Gertrude 
Lovel was also to blame, since not only was the occasion announced 
as her matinée, but she played in both pieces! No.1. the Throw of 
the Dice—was in one act, and was chiefly remarkable for the scene 
being laid in Britain temp. Domitian—and for a Roman General 
giving off some singular opinions respecting British Beer. No. 2. 
The New Wing—was a farcical comedy of the regulation length— 
with an old and crusted scheme redeemed to some extent by humorous 
dialogue, but heavily handicapped by want of construction, and an 
amateurish leading lady. Anold general with a daughter and a ward, 
is building a new wing to his house. A celebrated architect-baronet, 
whom he has never seen, is an expected guest. The General desires 
that the architect shall marry his ward, but that young lady isa 
faddist of extreme views. Her latest craze being Socialism, she 
cannot, of course, consent to marry a title. So the bart. has to dis- 
guise himself as a paper-hanger ; and eventually all comes right, 
though it is some time before we get the hang—the paper—hang—of 
the situation. 


THe HAYMARKET.—That players—yea, the best players—are not 
always, or even often good 


writers of plays, or infallible 
judges thereof, was again ex- 
emplified just after FUN had 
gone to bed—I mean to press 
last week. For on that day, 
Mrs. Bancroft, one of the best 
players, tried, at a Haymarket 
matinée, a play written by her 
very own pen, and entitled, A 
Riverside Story. The popular 
—erst funny —and — always 
finished actress, described her 
piece as a ‘little play,” a 
statement that was not strictly 
accurate, seeing that its first 
act played about an hour-and- 
a-half! Still it was a fanciful 
and often fetching bit of work, 
especially in its pathetic 
moments, and if it were re- 
duced to reasonable limits 
might prove far more accept- 


able to a real play going 


THE OPERA OomiIqu¥.—Miss LEONORA : : - 
BRAHAM, AS RUTH, WHO Is ANYTHINg SUdience. The audience on this 
BUT A GRETNA-GREKN-HORN; Mn. Occasion (a big charity per- 


CADWALADR AS THE SQUIKK. N.B.— formance) were mostly of a 
ype penta Is NOT DEVOID OF lofty, and more or less titled 
wales sans kind—generally more. Lor! 
bless you, Barts. were as plentiful as blackberries, the Dukes and 
Duchesses were there in dozens, while several Royal personages 
roamed around at will, nodding quite affable-like to Fun's highly 
reapectahle representative, who shall be nameless. As far as could 








be gathered amid the artless prattle of the aristocrats, the chief acting 
honours fell to Messrs. Leonard Boyne and George Giddens, and Miss 
Rose Leclereq and Kates Phillips and Rorke. Miss Annie Hughes 
did not seem Hughes’d 
to the part she undertook. 


TOOLE’s.—In front of 
Mr. Horner’s successful 
farcical comedy, The 
Bungalow, which is ap- 
proaching ite three hun- 
dredth performance at 
this house, there was 
produced, a few nights 
ago, a one-act “ matri-- 
monial mixture,” written 
by Richard Henry, and 
entitled Adoption. This 
playlet, which is based, I 
may tell you, on a story 
contributed by the same 
author to Ally Sloper’s 
last Christmas Holidays 
as ever was, shows how a 
wealthy and benevolent 
brother and sister reply 
to an advertisement, and 
adopt an engaged couple 
who are too poor to afford 
matrimony. But no 
sooner has the adoption 
become an_ established 
fact, than a kind of cross 
love-business sets in, and 
the adopters respectively 
fall in love with the 
adopted, and vice versd, 
It isseldom thatacurtain § Toorx's.—Miss CICELY RICHARDS AS THE 
raiser is so _ prettily ARTLESS ADOPTERESS, AND MR. REGINALD 
mounted and so strongly STOCKTON AS THE ARTFUL ADOPTEE, 
cast. Manager Horner 
has certainly spared no pains orexpense. Miss Cicely Richards, Miss 
Marie Illington, Messrs. Compton Coutts, and Reginald Stockton, 

lay the re-assorted couples with considerable humour and mock- 
intensity; and Mr. A. Balfour and Miss M. Jocelyn are comic as two 
much-mashed domestics, The result is a success all round, 








THE ADELPHI,—There lately was 

producéd at this house 

A blank verse play, of mythologic form, 

In sooth, The Bride of Love, by bard 
Buchanan, 

Its fable showed how Eros, the gay son 

Of = (oft no better than she skould 

); 

On stepping down to earth was mashed 
on Psyche 

Who for his love declinéd many kings. 

Once (not unnaturally) she asked his 
name, 

But as it was a bye-law in those parts 

That whoso looked upon a real live god 

Should lose the sense of sight for ever- 
more, 

So hapless Psyche was forthwith struck 
blind— 

Anon she died, and Eros wept full sore. 

But soon she was revived by his mamma 

And, ’mid much graceful fancy, fell the 
curtain. 





The play, which dragged consumedly at 
first, 

Woke up, midway, to brightness and to 
beauty ; 

But save Miss Ada Cavendish as Venus, 

And (though scarce suited) Miss H. Jay 
as Psyche, P 

And Lionel Rignold, who playe 
TOOLE’S.—Miss M. ,LING- ; 
"TON AS ANOTHER ADOPTEE— ,_, Z@phyTos 


And once or twice the new young actor 
Thalberg), 

The acting was not all that could be wished,— 

But the music by Mackenzie and eke Slaughter, 

Was of a classical and sweet-aired sort. 


AND A NICH ONB, TOO! 
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THE ComEpDy.— Mr, James Mortimer is so experienced and diligent 
& playwright, and has had such a long spell of bad luck with his pro- 
ductions, that NEsToRi(like everyone else) hoped that his (M.’s)- 
newest venture, (ucen’s Counsel, produced at the Comedy fora twelve 
nights’ run on the 24th ult., would be a great success, But, alas! it 
was not to be. This was partly due to the author (or rather adaptor 
—for he had based his play on a couple of French works) having 
retained too much that was unsuited to an English audience, and 
partly to several important parts being badly cast. On the other 





hand, several good people (notably the vivacious and versatile Miss 
Lydia Cowell) had little to do worth mention. 
Te 

TERRY’S.—Just as Mr. FUN was preparing to go to Presse, there was 
brought from the provinces to 105 Strand (otherwise Terry's), Mr. J. 
H. Darnley’s last but one new farcical comedy, Wanted—A Wife, 
The piece was warmly received. The chief acting honours fell to 
Messrs, Arthur Williams and Yorke Stephens, and to Misses Helen 


Leyton and Rose Dearing. NESTOR, 
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‘Arry.—"’Ave a sover'in’ on the Race? Not if I knows, old Cop and Cut it. 
You cleaned me out last Derby.” 

Bookmaker.—*“ Ab, and took your luck like a Lord, you did. And if you'd 
won you'd a won like a Markis. There's no mistaking the real old English 
blood anyvere.” 

‘ind the real w'd Buglish blood was tapped to the tune of a firer. 








New Leaves. 

“THe Mynns Mystery,” by (ieorge Manville Fenn (F. Warne and Co.). 
The “ Mystery” is cleverly plotted and cleverly cleared sup, the troubles and 
dangers skilfully steered through and the happy ending duly attained. rhe 
termination being, perhaps, a little too clearly seen from the beginning. —“ The 
Police Minister,’ by J. Skip Borlase (same publishers), Don’t “skip” any of 
it, read it all, for tho f the revolting crueltics and ungodly work 
formerly, if not still practised ; Holy * Rusela, are ex posed to view, the story 


POSFEBRER ita re leeming as pect, 


wh some oF th 


SOME WEDDINGS. 











Balfour the Brave! 
OR THE CHIEF SEC.’S NEWEST TIPPER-RAREE SHOW, 
(A Parody a little after Moore.) 
AIB :—“ Remember the Glories of Brien the Brave.” 


REMEMBER the glories of Balfour the Brave, 
(Though the reign of that Sec. is nigh o’er) ; 

A fresh proof of his prowess he recently gave 
(Tis your fault if he gives any more.) 

The rights of the Irish again he ignored, 
He their meeting forbid in a “ pet.” 

Then Hibernian plain-speaking he couldn't afford, 
For fear some denouncing he'd get. 


“ Tipperary ” (thought he) thus al-fresco sha’n’t meet, 
While J can evince my small spite;; = 

sut the iniquitous Irish bhoys wouldn’t retreat, 
So, of course, then ensued a free fight. 

Brave Balfour’s bold batoners came down in shoals, 
And to smash up the meeting took pains, 

While Balfour, quite sure he’d be called o’er the coals, 
Cried * O, would I could bind them in chains,” 


Thus Lord Salisbury’s nephew, the natty and nice, 
Delights in pronouncements extreme ;* =; 

’T were wiser if he (taking UN'S good advice) 
Kept himself to his giddy Golf-stream. 

But no! he w/// pose, and attempt to show might, 
lor he’d fain like a despotling reign ; 

Still he finds it annoying (poor worrying wight !) 
That his bluster but meets with disdain! 








KNICKNACKS, 


(Country Couxin.— It’s a fine thing for you Londoners 
that all your bridges are open, and that you can get over 
them without paying.” 

Town Cousin (who possibly speaks from experience).— 
‘‘ There’s one bridge we can’t get over without paying, and 
that’s old Bridge at Bow Street, bless him!” 


THE unhappy flower girls in the city are placed in a 
most unpleasant quandary. It is a necessity to them to sell 
their flowers, but to do this they have to stand in the road 
and chance being knocked down by the vehicles, or on 
the pavement and chance being locked up by the:police ; 
in fact, it is the choice of being run in, or run over! 


Saturday. Leturning from the office. 
Friend,—“It looks as though we were going to have 
some rain. Shall you play your match whether or no?” 
Cricketer.—“‘ Oh, no; we play weather permitting.” 


WE understand that the Prince of Monaco has invested 
in one of the long range Krupp guns. If this is the case, 
he will have to be careful where he places it, or else make 
arrangements with the King of Italy, in the event of the 
projectiles landing outside the principality, when the 
Prince's troops are at drill. 
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e cl HEARD AT THE FRENCH EXHIBITION. 
Augustina —“ YOU THINK ONE MIGHT REALLY PICK UP SOME OF THE LANGUAGE BY COMING 


, 999 
4 


HERE! 
DAY WHO COULDN'T SPEAK A WORD OF ANY LINGO 


Augustus.—WHY, CERTAINLY, AN ENGLISHMAN CAME IN HERE THE OTHER 
THATS WHAT I CALL MAKING 


EXCEPT HIS OWN, HE ORDERED A CUP OF COFFEE, AND TOOK FRENCH LEAVE WHEN HE WENT AWAY. 


THE MOST OF AN INSTITUTION, EH?” 
| She saw the joke, hut not till the / got upon the home ward "bus, Wome nN aré 80 slow at ser ing th i) qs. 








ashilling. But, and herea stall, temptingly laden with sweetstufl 
’ | e ’ 


THH COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 
and a Gallic maiden behind it armed with a chopper and a ladle, 


No. 44.—THE SAGE AT THE EXHIBITION ; . A 
o tibeia with which she dispenses stomach aches to smal! boys! Is't Suzette, 
SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, Philosopher and Sage. VARIOUS Minette, or Florette thy name shall be, sweet stranger? So young 
PERSONS connected with The Show. ani so far from the Palais Royal! Now, if all my French ha’ not 
‘ ; leaked out of me, I will essay to cheer the sweet alien with a phrase 
Orr 4 i . ' ! ( y ) » ye} ; > a 4 y Mis a = oT 
; rRAI IsMCS, Hi! hi! Odds your truculence of the turnstile, or two? Combien, Mademvielle, ces quelquechoses ? 
there! May not one bearing the magic talisman of a Press Ticket, YouNG LADY. Thruppence a hounce ! 
, Cr } 2 ry > io y ‘ 2 “TWN \ 1 “~ f Ye) aT > « ° F c : t . rye ’ ” 
inscribed with the mighty name of FUN, of Fleet Street, enter at SrraB. O, me! Iam sped! ‘T'was but a cockney “hi” thrust 
With this, let me seek the 


home that left my poor be lief a dying! 


your gates? 
Rien ; is 'pwer - oe ae ae ee ee es a een re : m1 = . 

7 jeirs er AT THE TURN: PILE, Get y gone sirrah, we have more open air, Odds roar and rattle! What, my old friend the Switch- 
mounte anks here than folk to gape at them ; and as for your Ft N back Railway, coursing o’er the painted peaks of Switzerland! And 
o Fleet Street, I know him not. Hence, lest I summon X 25, the palmetto hut, where the Spanish cigarettos once were vended 
yonder, and ha’ ye cast out with wailing and gnashing o’ gums, ws uae are fasatti ar scenes,” saith Ovidius Naso, *‘in eyes that are 

STRAB, Why the devil take your alphabetics and numerals! I have aweary.” Ho, ho! the Champs Elys¢es and the Louvre! Odds 
a ee from which they shall fall harmless. ee you this shilling? canvas trees and curly columns backed in common deal! Now are 

a a) x ’ > w< ra , so)lf > isPoOnvenie ’ e% . e > ' i hy > } } 1] 
Rie — 9 —, on put yourself to the misconvenience of we i’ France.I trow? [oo-too! ’Tis Punch that squeaketh. Shall 
entering, most respectable tir. I hear he | uy a sticky green chair in a bogus garder 

‘ - ‘ : : : co nearken to the band ipon @ sticky green Coalir in @ bogus garden 

’ STRA. Great 18 thy influence, oh wealth ! Sut let me to looking! of artificial! shrubs. or sup p nny ices in a pasteboard kiosk witha 
Truly this avenue Ol packing cases 18 Of an artistic design ‘ I'he parti ‘oloured abscess © the top, or look upon a cosmorama, or feed 
French are an 1ngen10us nation, it hath been sal 1, and I uphold Lt. the tame Arabs 1 the arena or yet me back to Albion again? Hleads 
For yonder stairway leads to what was a simple railway bridge in our shall decide! Why. I thank thee, Victoria Regina! Farewell, 
vulgar Janguage ; but now, simply by the addition of a label, it hath ancient fraud-mart! Had my shilling been as brazen as thy 
blossomed into the “ Pont des Arts.” So may claret vintaged at the pretence, I had been the richer by acab-hire. Hence, hence, hence! 
Chateau Whitechapel become Beaune or Sablier in a dab of the j es eee eee 
pastebrush. Odds din and clangour! what a hammering is going on ! 
Tis the heart of France beating in expectation of triumphs to come, THE best young married man that was ever known was the bad 
Here be a gallant stud of high-backed chairs railed in to prevent ‘em who fainted at the sight of a latchkey, and who, when he was as ed 
friend to vo with him to Paris, instantly felled him to the earth 


Old friends, i‘fegs! and though French by a . 
When he died at last a lock of his mother-in- 


kicking, like noble steeds. 
to-day. were Italiana little while back, and Spanish, and American, to with his umbrella. D , ar - 
boot! There bea case o' shoon and pantoutles! French the maker, law's hair was found tied round his neck, and he left it in his will 
and hath a mart i’ Regent Street. Ard there a pyramid of sausaves that his vrave should be decorated with the pieces of a husband beater 
in skins, and patties in pots, and oxen condensed into satisfying his wife had once broken over his back the only time he ever came 
lozenges. Morel o’ Piccadilly. could ha’ shown me these for less than home late, and that was 6 45, 


' ; 7 
Good man that—vyo ip one i 





FUN DERBY (JMB 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpIToR oF “ Fux.” 


DEAR S1R,—I s’pose I needn’t say “I’ve just run up for Derby 
Day”? The Epsom Summer Meeting’s one which willy-nilly must 
be done, though seeing how the high, the low, and middling struggle 
all they know (and weeks and weeks before prepare) and make a 
point of being there, I’m not so very much surprised to see it getting 





vulgarized, and you and I (or else I err) know other meetings we 
prefer. Still, it’s a national affair, and so behoves us to be there. But 
aseach Derby Day comes round it’s more distinctly to be found that 
though the ladies do their best with Henley, Ascot, and the rest, the 
Derby Day is when the pets come out the strongest with their bets. 
With ladies you may know at sight, I've always been a favourite. In 
days gone by, “ for ever fled,” when I was rather poorly fed, and in 
the morning scarcely knew what evening’s shades would bring me to, 
with little maids behind the bar I was extremely popular. I used to 
give them little tips, and in return they stood me “nips,” and flower 
girls I knew in shoals who'd take my tips for buttonholes; I’ve 
known landladies, even, who had known me fora year or two (be- 
lieving fortune in their grip) give “bed and breakfast ” for a tip. 
Male persons, too, have sought my lore, but were not always thank- 
ful for my hints for their success, and spoke with some unpleasant- 


: 











And will the golden eyed Success 
Trophonius for ever bless?” 
The Prophet never thinks it out 
He scorneth to admit a doubt. 
Success is his, but shall it be 
With Riviera? Not for me! 
Rathbeal is made of other stuff, 
And Surefoot isn’t sure enough, 
Sainfoin will take a place, my boy, 
The Beggar cannot ride to joy, 
And though some doubts you may accord, 
The needle’s pointing a Le Nord, 


That from my pen appears to slip, a neat and comprehensive tip. 
But you should see those girls and how they’re always vergying on a 
row, and itching to employ their claws, of which I am the wicked 
cause! When I sit down, it’s such a treat to see them scramble fora 
seat, as near as possible to me, and each (polite as she can be) will 
try the other one tu “ best,” and place, with face in kindness dressed, 
a foot or arm or elbow (say) deliberately in the way. This conduct’s 
fun I don’t condemn, but sometimes have:a lark with them,and when 
a lot have gathered round, I calmly goand shift my ground. This gives 
another set a chance, and makes the other long to dance with rage, 
instead of all the while preserving a contented smile. It is the very 
best of jokes—but here’s a tip about 


THE OAKS, 


THE ladies’ race! The ladies’ race 
(We all are sub femina), 
It isacase. It is a case, 
Of “ Plump for Semolina.” 
At least a place—at least a place, 
Of that she'll be regina, 
And make the pace—and make the pace, 
For lovely Signorina. 


And that is all, ye lords and clowns, I have to say of Epsom Downs, 
so back these tips (you may do wwss) of 


Yours, all there, TROPHONIUS, 








Notes and Queries. 
WHETHER a square feed is usually followed by drinks round ? 
Whether the author of the immortal wheeze, “Youth will be 
served,” was a tennis player or an ice cream Johnny ? 
Whether you agree with the railway guard tkat it is “ Right 
Forward,” when you are “left behind”? 





ness, and showed they’d no respect for 
art by want of reaciness to part, 

But if, when I was poor there came 
attentions daily from some dame, 
imagine now to what a pitch they’re 
carried now that I am rich! To 
“ clever tipster,” added see, “ an eligi- 
ble old parti,”—for, added to the 
wealth I got from my old friend the 
grateful Scot another—windfall, shall 
I say ’—has lately fallen in my way. 
You will remember, sir, I know, that 
I was married years ago; how, dis- 
appointed, sick at heart, I with my 
wife resolved to part, because, though 
fortune crowned the elf, she'd had 
it settled on herself, Enough, to 
that I won’t refer, since then I've been 
a widower. Poor Anna! I forgive the 
past, she acted fairly well at last, and 
my position’s very nice, beyond the 
dreams of avarice. 

And so the maidens gather round 
and squat upon the floor (or ground), 
and work their eyes and pout their 
lips, and ask the agéd one for tips, 
and smiles are smiled and curls are 
shook, and bets are written in a book, 
and that old man ere Derby dawn, is 
sitting on the Tennis Lawn, and there 
he makes for their sweet sakes, this 


TIP ABOUT THE DERBY STAKES. 


AS years go on the thought will 
rise, 

“Is sight so keen in agéd eyes? 

Are tipsters, clever though they be, 

Enabled ev'ry time to.see ? 


"Arry.—*" And wot kind o’ 
Old Salt.—‘* Well, sir, all kinds, Some on 'em werry common, some real ladies and gentlemen, an’ 
some like yerselver, sir, kind o’ ’alf an’ ‘alf!” 








ple do yer ’ave down ’ere in the season ?” 
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THE FORGOTTEN CATCH-PHRASE. 


A Ho.LipAyY TRAGEDY; TOLD BY “ALF.” 
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“TI tell yer, I did ‘ave a miserable ole Bank Olliday! When I got up that mornin’ blest if I adn't forgot the ketch-word! Well, ’oo shed I run agen but Jinny. 
There was a Dice set-out—what was I to say to’er? Well, there I stood a-looking a fool, and a-trying to recklect wether it was ‘I'll have yer parrasaul,’ or ‘’Ave 
you seen Stanley?’ or not: but no good! Then I see George a coming hup; and I knoo by ‘is eye as he'd got it pat.” 





Pree 








= 7 : Ji ith ‘im insted o' me. I went along a little way,a-tryin'’ to make up for it: but not a bit o' good. She wasn't a-going to be 
Soy heen ee eee seen with a caricatoor as didn’t know the word.” 
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: + and her blokes ‘ad got it on the tip o’ their tongues, I 
“ Weil rest 0’. iggered if I could ever recklect the word at the right moment; a all the ot I 3 
"eard intlea winpecter WT ST ees ; péenen sort; but blest if he’lldo! Itaint respeckable to forgit the word.’ I tell yer, the ole bilin’ cut me dead; and 
I crep ‘ome an’ give it hup, It'll be a blessed ole time afore I shall recover my caracter, I tell yer! 
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Blue Blazer; 


Or, How THE BLUE RIBBON WAS WON BY DRINK. 


A CAPITAL horse Blue Blazer was, 


As any I hope to meet ; 


And all of the talent loved him 


cos 
His muscle was laid on neat. 
Upsides he was of all of the lot, 
For pedigree, style and stay ; 
So we took him away to a likely 
spot 
To train for the Derby Day. 


— ———= =e tet 
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os 
The way that animal used to 
train 
Would gladden your heart to 
BEE ; 
No bellows to mend, no sign of 
strain, 
And his movements grand and 
free. 
He took his walks with the best 
of airs, 


His gallops in splendid style 
(They were none of your T.Y.C. 
affairs, 
But a spanking couple o’ mile), 


But he had one fault, Blue Blazer 


had, 
Which filled his owners with 
dread. 
If a race was close he was dread- 
ful bad 


At running it to a head: 
Unless he distanced his field with 
ease, 
From running it out he 
shrunk— 
But why should I palter with 
words like these ? 
Blue Blazer's complaint was 
Sunk, 


The stable worried above a bit 
At such a defect as this ; 

To think a horse so thoroughly fit 
So likely the chance to miss. 
80, laying our heads together, 

you see, 
We figured it out to rights ; 
And then, with a sober and 
cautious glee 
We backed him with all our 
mites. 


The day arrived, so big with the 
fate 
Of “ponies” and quids and 
crowns, 


1 
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Our representative (up _ to 
date) 
Arrived upon Epsom Downs. 
We tapped a whisky bottle 
with pride, 
And drank to “Success” a 
toast ; 
And with a respectable dram 
inside 
Blue Blazer went to the post. 








Youdon’t remember Blue Blazer's 
year? 
(I didn’t suppose you would.) 
The race half done we began to 
fear 
His chances were far from 
good, 
Out of the crowd he had failed 
to draw 
(And how we did shout and 
yell!) 
Till, just as they rounded the 
corner we saw 
The whisky beginning to tell. 


Well, well, the event was his, 
hands down, 
But, ah, it ruined the horse ! 
My sorrow was deep (and hard 
to drown) 
As I watched his downward 
course. 
For he took to drinking, I grieve 
to Bay, 
And his form fell by degrees ; 
Till he had the staggers every 
day, 
And chronical groggy knees. 


He fell so low that he kicked his 


wife 
And called her an ugly 
drab,* 
And ne a dissipate all-night 
e 


A-dragging a hansom cab, 
Till he got D.T. and rolled on his 
back, 
Complaining of tinted rats. 


| They made cat’smeat of that 


Derby Crack— 
I rather pity the cats. 


* Asa matter of fact, she wasa bright 
chestnut,—AUTHOR, 


—————————C———————_—_—_ 
FORTIFICATION.—Your last nip of whisky before quitting the club. 





THH DHAD DYNASTY! 

THEY'RE always wanting to make a dust about something or the 
other, so now they’re doing so about a lot of fellows who've been dust 
long ago. Now, who on earth cares anything whatever about the 
Stuart dynasty? Charles I. had his head cut off—had he? I don’t 
quite see why we need worry ourselves about him. There's a story 
about that. When the American war was on between the North and 
South, the Southerners wanted to meet President Lincoln, to see if a 
peace could be settled. He wouldn't see”em, because, he said, they 
were rebels, not enemies meeting on equal terms. “But,” they said, 
“Charles I. received the fellows who came from the Parliament.” 
“Yes,” said Lincoln, “but Charles lost his head.” That wasn’t so 
particularly bad for a Yankee. 

I never could see for the life of me why anyone should make any 

rticular fuss about Charles I. If he’d been an ugly little fat 
onto with a red nose, everybody would have sung out, “and a good 
job too.” It was only his Vandyke portrait, and his cocking his eye 
in the melancholy way that did the business in getting of sympathy. 
If Cromwell had been a handsome beygar, instead of looking like a 
clumsy tradesman in armour, we should have heard a different story 
about him too. You don’t want to look under the tabie to find hum- 
bug in these sort of matters, so I can tell you. 

And Charles II. was the Merry Monarch, was he? JZdon’t carea 
rap whether he was or whether he wasn’t. I like him, though. He! he! 
he! Hethought everybody living wasa thief ; and he was about right. 
Why, you can’t possibly live unless you’re a downright thief. 

“Human nature!” said someonelthat knew; “ you can get the best 
idea of it by watching the fish in the ponds at Regent’s Park. Shy a 
bit of bread in. One fish gets hold of it, then about thirty go at him 
to tear it out of his mouth. That’s your honest nature, and human 
nature, too.” Charles II. was quite as good as any of them. 

And “ Over the water to Charlie,” and all that. Upon my soul, the 
Scotch are a smart people. Von Moltke said the Highlanders were 
about the best infantry in the world. Yet, why all this about the 
Stuarts? I remember, though, one of the last of ’em—the Count of 
Albany. He used to go to the British Museum often, and was a fine 
looking man. But, bah! who cares about dynasty nowadays? Why, 
the very Bonapartes are almost forgotten, and they, so to speak, only 
yesterday cropped up in the European back-yard. It’s all a parcel of 
nonsense, I say. DIOGENES TUBBS. 











ALL THE DIFFERENCE. 

Uncle,— Feeling seedy, eh! Just so! Four o'clock again this 
morning, I suppose?” 

Nephew.—“ Not at all.” 

Uncle. —“Glad to hear it, my boy! Glad to hear there's a 
change for the better.” 

Nephew,—"“ I mean, I didn’t go to BED AT ALL!” 

[ Which greatly improved his prospects with his Uncle. 
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THE PACIFICATION 


SST 


(1) Mr. Patrick O’Doolan: ‘‘‘ Pacifieation av’ Oirland!’ is it begor! 
And me wid an ilegant new lock to me gun? Div they think a warrum- 
hearrted pisant’ll put up wid the loike av that?” (2) **Not whoilst 
there’s a land agent to be bagged for the throuble av’ stalkin’ him! Shure 
if Oi miss the cratur wid the roifle, Oi’ve a limonade bottle full av dynni- 
moite here, convaynieut to fling at him.” (3) ‘‘ Whisht! now, and 
Oi’'ll blow the gintleman to smithereens widout hurrtin’ him !” (4) ‘Och! 
thin, What ails ye, ye divil! What for won't ye go off whin you're 
wanted!” Mr. McPayup, the bailiff, ironically.—‘‘Touch her off wid 








OF IRELAND. 


“7 ’ < — 
,—<._ane 
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your pipe, Pat! I'll not be waitin’ here all night!” (5) Pat. — Faix! 
That's a good thought yer honour! Be aisy ‘a minute and Oi'll do that 
same," (6) ‘Och! Whirroo!! County Clare's blown tothe divil!!!” 
(7) ‘* And sorra a hap’orth the better am Oi for that, barrin’ a black-oi and 
a broken spoine. Shure the thafe o the wurrld’s away widout waitin’ for 
the dynnimoite, but, begor! Oi 1] kape it safe for him!” (8) Mrs. 
O'Doolan.—" What div yez mane by comin’ home'that figure ? Look at yer oi 
ye spalpane! It's dhrinkin’ ye ve been agin ! Get into the cabin wid ye ! and 
takethat!!” (9) ‘‘Och! Who'd thiuk av the power in a wee fut loike moine |” 








A Lesson 
Or what town ought the inhabitants to be wideawake f—Woking- 
m. 
Which is the sweetest city in Ceylon ?—Candy. 
Where might we expect to find constant intemperance /—In the 


Island of Rum. 
Which is the crookedest borough in England /—Rye. 


in Geography. 


. 


Why will Scotland never be in'want of food !—Because it will never 
be without a scone. 

Which is the most scattered town in England ?—Strood. 

Which should be the most forensic place in England !—Wigaton, 

Which is the most secretive of all English towns !—Hyde. 

Which is the most injured Evuglish county ’—Herts (Harts), 





does not bind himself to acknowledge, 
Se” TO OORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor no accompanied by a star ped and directed enveloge, 


return, or pay for Oontrtbutions. /m no case will they be returned unless 
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“No. my dear ! quoth [3i/bur-y 
“pos 6 Mrs 15.7. oS shant 
go % the Derby, Jf 
bos? f60 much there 
last year!” 
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Resfirak hook (The same as lastyear) 












BILBURY TIPPS AT THE DERBY. 


So he werl’dowr in a Mango 
( Whe same as last year.) 
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eAnd he carne home wail ee zzy and wilhouT 


fellows he knew. (Dhe same as lastyear) acon in his Rocke!” (Dhe same as last year) 











Derby Day.—(SEE CARTOON.) 


To the Derby course—above all, if it rains— 
Easy-goers think that travelling by train's 
A la mode ; 
But however to the railway they may rush, 
You may bet your bottom dollar there’s a crush 
On the road. 


And some funny thoughts will strike you, if you've sense 
To consider well that living stream, and whence 

It has flow’d ; 
For not only from the Kast, but from the West 
Thousands come to scamper forward at their best 

On the road. 
Many kinds of traps, with many kinds of freight, 
You'll observe ; some most distinctly over-weight 

With their load ; 


Others, lightly laden, make a rapid burst 
When a gap appears, each wanting to be first 
On the road. 


Keep your eye on them while they are drawing near, 
| And no doubt you’ll now and then behold a queer 
Episode ; 
For all sorts of men known (more or less) to fame, 
Here as elsewhere, try the beat-my-neighbour game 


| On the road. 


Don’t think this (S)Waring. 


‘‘ WHAT'S become of Waring?” is a famous Browning lay. 
But some, who hold that Ireland’s more serene, 

Finding fewer national ballads there, are often moved to say, 
“‘O, what’s become of Waring—of the Green?” 














Supplies a 


BIRD’S Daily Luxury. 
CUSTARD 
“sc, POWDER 


Endless 
Variety. 

The Choicest Dishes and the Richest Custard 

without Eggs. 











CADBURY'S 
COCOA 


| ABSOLUTELY PURE rwererone BEST 
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her Sag Feast of condensed mith 


(1) A Russian went on horseback for (3) A thief of divera chickens made (5) In June the pic-nic season starts ita (7) A slavey who had caured a feud 


S 


five thousand miles or so; a dive to “slip” the “slop” ; merriment sublime, between a married pair, 

Or eertain versts, which they find But that Bobby got the diver when When girls and swains pic - nic- Had “notice” from the husband, 
verse, though verst in them, you he came unto the top. nacks in the true pic-nick of but the wife cried “Don't you 
know. time. dare |” 

(2) A brand-new Belfast parson wes (4) When a fiery untamed playhouse (¢) The photos you extract from slote (#) Some youngsters collared many tins 
severely left alone dog, of bitter biting kind, aren't always quite O.K.— of milk that was condensed, 

By the local congregation, who pew- Was killed, the selfish owner had This lady drew an acrobatess, But the beak, on their at-tin-dance 
pew d in scornful tone. the bitten killer fined clothed in scant arra) at the court, was much incense’ 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
haa ““ bps , , — — ‘If music 
YA JUEMOIENN EE FED RIS be the food 
y , + ) r “/ fy of love,” 
then must 
the great 
and good 
NESTOR 
have be- 
come, at 
last, the vic- 
stim of a de- 
g.\vouring 
\Y passion. 
? His heart 
‘full of 
doubts and 
delights, his 
soul now 
racked with 
the tortures 
of fear, his 
bosom anon 
swelling 
with the 
ecstasies of 


ph Covent GAKRDEN.—SLICHT DiIs- hope. | ye 

Ne CREPANCY IN THE “rERIOD” Ye@rning to 

We OF DINNER COSTUME. be “a glove 

upon that 

hand,” anon thirsting for the blood of a hated rival (no other kind of 
rival admitted in a love affair). Now 

spending unjustifiable sums on gewgaws Fr ; 

wherewith to deck the idol, anon scut- | ip; Gj) / 











tling off with ridiculous rapture on little |//\ 


errands for the guerdon of a smile— Yy St. Bt 
imbecile all round the clock. Your re- '|// i x 1 a 








sleepless o’ nights, foodless o’ days— 
presentative’s inborn love of truth com- |\/, 
pels him, however, to remark that he | //// 
has not observed in himself any of these \/ / 
symptoms (exce oc gee a soupgon of 
the final item), from which he takes 
pry ond to opine that music is not the focd 
of love. 


~ 


For I certainly have imbibed a great 
quantity of music during the last week, The 
principal event of Thursday evening, the 
29th of May (it was a glorious day) was 
Madame Gerster’s appropriately “coming to ‘| | 
her own again” on the anniversary of a 
similar action on the part of his sainted majesty 
King Charles the Two. Madame Gerster’s “own” © 
was the voice which she lately lost, and if she Oovent GarpENn.— 
hasn't quite succeeded in making .a“ good re- H®KE'S FATHER 
covery " (as we say on the limpid Thames), it’s the ©?™'X®! 
style as docs it, and her performance of Amina in La Sunnambula 
had just the 
sort of fascin- 
ation to 
which I am 
specially 
Aminable, 
On Saturday 
Mdlle. Ella 
Russell was 
in capital 
form, though 
perhaps 
scarcely the 
fragile form 
conceived by 
the author of 
La Dame aux 
Camélias— 
in La Travi- 
ata. KEvery 
now and then 
I was re- 
— of 

; sent itiens, the 
THE COMEDY,—SAXE OF ONE, AND SALP-A-DOZEN or tux joy of my 
OTHER. youth, for 
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Mdlle, Russell can act as well as sing. A very serious person was 
Germont, impersonated by a Pal-er-mine-i, and a lightsome fairy was 
the premiére danseuse, played by 4 : 
Pall-o-dino (I hope I have these names TERRY “S_ THEATRE 
correctly). M. Montariol was not at ' Z 

all a bad Alfredo, 
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COMEDY (morning). — But if you 
think I am restricted to the Italian 
opera for my music you are very much 
mistaken. Why, I had heaps of it at a 
matinée here the other day. Mr. Van 
Lennep, who was responsible for the 
show, presented a couple of operettas 
—Head or Heart and The Dear 
Departed, between which he sand- 
wiched an unnecessary “ entertain- 
ment,” which became rather confus- 
ing through rearrangements and ex- 
cisions, but which didn’t matter at all. 
The operettas showed Mr, Lennep to 
be possessed of a faculty for pleasing 
melody, but he is scarcely a born con- 
ductor, Mr. Templer Saxe, Miss 
Schuberth, and Miss Florence Marryat 
most distinguished themselves. 

















TERRY'S THEATRE. —What is this & 
tale of Greece, called Jn a day ? ( 

In truth I know not, or but partly know; 

The verse flowed smoothly, evenly and 
slow ; 

Ay, very slow—nay, pestilently slow ! 

So slow, that ere a sentence reached 
its end 

The mental grasp relaxed, too weak to 
hold 

Its sense, or know how it commenced, 
And soon 

Incomprehensibility produced 


A poppy stillness in the drowsy air + q 
And effort gave it up and took what —"— | KAWAON E ) 


came. 's.—'TIS T LIVING 
What came was this—or something ber ~ =ECR A. oon ya .. een. 

like to this, 

As far as I could tell: One Myron (rich) 

Looks on his serving-maid ad-Myron-ly, 

And speaks long speeches to her, which she bears, 

Being, wise maid, no means averse to wed 

With one so comfortably off. Nay, more, 

Puts in a useful word for her papa. 

Then one would have gay Myron join a plot, 

And Myron will not, Then'is Myron trapped 

(Somehow, I know not how), accused of plots, 

And his Klydone tortured for his sake. 

And so she dies, and Myron is condemned ; 

Then comes a boy and singeth him to death, 

And her papa, the other characters, 

The band, the audience and the programme girls 

All die. And then we all go home to tea. 


Good stuff is in this play (and may be more 
Than one can judge once hearing it), 

But it is undramatic, and the slow 

And tedious method of delivery, 

Adopted almost universally, 

Destroyed whatever chances it possessed. 












































































Ee 2 . On the afternoon 
iy oP K WINKS of June 23rd, The 
! . _Best People will be 
at Terry’s Theatre. — Richard - Henry is 
writing a burlesque on Jane Shore, said to be 
full of wonderful things of all kinds, for 
the International Managers’ Ascociation.— 
The Strand will show a new play, by Mr. P. 
Leclercq (author of The Love Story), on July 
3rd, Misses R. Leclercq and Marion Lea, and 
Mr. Cyril Maude will be on in thatscene, Mr. 
H. Baily has it in hand, and tells me The Jove 
~ will also be produced ; likewise Fazio, 
on July Ist, with Messrs. Lewis Waller, 
Julian Cross and John Carter, and Miss 
Ivanova therein. NESTOR. 
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* Green-gross-(ery) Goings On. 
eengrocer, near Buc 
a bad the task of Gocecating Lop Teotanate caae 
with primroses, has until this past week or so been wroth 
with the Primrose League. In consequerce of the order 
being, elven to someone ele, the outraged greengrooer bas at | 
ferred his allegiance to the Liberal pasty.) eee Se | 
THOUGH Primrose Day has been and gone, 
A deal of anguish atill is on | 
Between the Primrose. League and one | 
Who for greengrocery much has done, 
As florist, too, was he renowned, 
For every year would he be found 
Supplying in a wholesale way 
The plant that’s used on Primrose Duy ! 
For on a sudden, it would seem, 
A change came o’er his flow’ry dream : 
The pullers of the primrose fake 
Of him no more such things would take. 
This check, of course, much marred = 
his purse, WSS 














Which purse thus made him curss 
—and worse ; 

For lo, anon men heard him say | S 
i “Perish the plant of Primrose 

Day !”’ 

“ A * plant,’ indeed, it was for me, 
Who decked the statue of Lord B. 
For several years, until the League 
Against me basely did intrigue. 
In consequence of which, at last 
My old allegiance forth I cast. 
To Liberals now I'll homage pay— 
They never has no Primrose Day!” 
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Anxious Young Wife.—“ Do you really feel too unwell to go out todinner, dear? You see, 
The would-be Invalid,—“ Well, what is there for dinner if we stay at home?” 
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NOT SO VERY BAD. 
Iam all ready. 
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Another Lesson in Geography. 

WHICH is the most musical county in Scotland ?—Fife-shire, 

: Which is the most fishy country in Europe ?—Fin-land. 

; Where can a sufferer be most sure of finding sympathy !—In the 

: Friendly Islands. 

H Which is the most promising country for sharpers ’—Green-land. 
What is the best city for tramway companies to exploit /—Kars. 
Where should the Four-in-hand Club make its headquarters ?— 

Cochin China. 

What city reminds you of your parents /—Pa-ma. 

Which is the most reliable lake in Switzerland ?—Constance. 

What country should be shunned by travellers who are subject to 
colds ?—Chili. 

What country is most liable to crack ?—China. 

Which is the most fruitful river in the world ?—Orange River. 
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RUNNING HIM DOWN, % 

(who has nearly run over the crossing sweeper, and who rather 

vociferously).—" Hi! hi! you fool !—out 





Part 
prides himself on his cattle, 


of the way!” 
Sweeper (with scarn).—“ Hil hil—out o’ the way yourself ; you 
ain’t everybody just a-cos you're a-drivin’ a ten bob a leg knacker | 





THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


“ FALL in” was the word of command, and the faithful Commons 
obeyed it preparatory to falling out, They did not, however, muster 
over strong at the 
| commencement of 

x the week. First Lord 
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PICKEKSGILL THE PLUCKY HAS,A BHOT AT THB 


DEMON OF THE HOME OFFICE, brought on the 


Ministry to relin- 
quish our dependency at the mouth of the Elbe, and give Germany 
more Elb(e)ow room, but the Government refused to make this little 
concession to the great empire which has given us a Teck, a Christian 
of Schleswig-Holstein, a Battenberg, and other treasures, 

The Londoner’s right to “ procesh”” is gradually becoming “#mall by 
degrees and beautifully less.” Soon, perhaps, it will be abolished en- 
tirely except in the cases of the Salvation Army and the Lord Mayor's 
| Show. Pickersgill objected to see the British Lion in a Birdcage Walk, 
| and was supported by the Opposition in declaring that the Home 
Secretary was treating the Constitution (H)ill. 

What would become of the nation if business outside St. Stephen's 
was conducted upon the same lines as within? It has become a 
custom dishonoured in its observance to annually waste the greater 
part of one parliamentary day in debating whether or not to adjourn 
on the following one—the Derby Day. * . * * 

THE GLADSTONITES’ GROAN. 





Compensation is vexation, 
Land Parchase is as bad ; 

This M enrages me, 
The Cloture drives me mad, 


Once again Sir Edward Watkin on Thursday brought before 
the Commons his beloved Tunnel Scheme, otherwise known as the 
Channel bore, Al the railroad knight argued the possibility 
of tunnelling through the Channel he failed to get over the Beach. 








| NOTICE.—Owing (0 indisposition the Author of “ToOTTiE” ts at present unable to 
work, therefore the completion of the Shockiet must stand over for a short time 
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THE SLAVEY OF THE SUBURB. 


A GLIMPSE INTO THE FUTURE. 



































There is only one maid servant in our suburb; but our suburb is fortunate, for 





such ig the searcity of servants, most other suburbs have none. She is not expected 
to do any work, for the honour of possessing her is considered as much as anyone 
can expect. She consents to air herself at the front door to show the house has a 
servant. If you look at her she leaves. Asa fact, she stays in each situation of our 
suburb about a week, 
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But one evil day a designing matron from the next suburb basely came and bribed our Slavey (while the latter was reading a shilling shccker at the garding ga‘e) 
with untold presents to go toher, So our suburb has lost ite Slavey, It isn't that the work gots done less, it’s the disgrace and “come down” of the thing ! 
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THE BROTHERS STiGGINS. 


Goschen=“I AM GOODY OLD JOACHIM, OF FINANCE.” Ritchie.—“AND I AM HIS 'UMBLE SUB,” 


—_ A HE FRIENLS OF TEMPERANCE FROM THE ‘COMPENSATION’ PUB.” 
ae Tn [See Cartoon Verses, p. 255. 






































; 

; 

( 
a 
} 
oe 
ik 

: 


FUN. 
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ALL IN HBR INTEREST— 
DAME SCIENCE, JONES, BROWN. 


ECIENCE, Good morrow, gentlemen. Bent upon ‘ere I opine, 
by your eager etep and airof pleasant anticipation 

JONES. Far from 
it, madam, On the 
contrary, we hurry 
to improve our 
minds and cultivate 
our intellects by 
witnessing certain 
spectacles entirely 
devoted to your in- 
terests. 

SCIENCE. Truly ? 
Well, I rejoice to 
hear it. To some 
chemical, microsco- 
pical, or geographi- 
cal meeting, no 





{ 


{"7, 
: sg ~ Ny ed? doubt, beneath the 
i Ee gy ay roof of some of our 
ee Bae ae learned societies? 


Brown. We -ell, 
ah—not exactly that. We proceed to the Palace of Scientific De- 
lights to gaze upon one who is engaged in discovering how long he 
can subsist upon a single shrimp. This is the third week of his in- 
vestigations, and to-day he will publicly consume ‘0472 grains of the 
crustacea, It is generally spoken of as “the crustacea” to lend a 
more pronounced colour to the scientific aspect of the experiment. 
Surely you will come with us,if only to set the seal of scientific 
worth upon the undertaking by your presence ? 

EcIENCE. Eh? Well—I am not sure. You are certain that the 
experiment is really in my interests ? 

JONES, Can there beadoubt about it? It is so advertised upon the 
very posters ; nay, the proprietor of the Palace of Scientific Delights 
and others pecuniarily interested, themselves declare it to be so. 
But if this item of the search after truth fails to draw you, there 
are other exhibitions going on which are equally in your interests. 
For instance, there is a certain other man who is trying how many 
tripes and onions he can consume before he bursts, We assure you 
it is a most pleasant and ennobling spectacle. Pray accompany us! 

SCIENCE, Well—ahem!—I am rather busy just at present, and 
fear I must deny myself the pleasure you offer. 

Brown, Oh, well,no matter ; we will give your best regards to the 
two scientists, and tell them with what absorbing interest you hear 
of their proceedings, 

[ Eveunt JONES and BROWN with cigars. 


SCIENCE, Truly, I should feel proud and happy in this age, when 
so many things are done in my name! How greatly does the respect 
and love for me spread through all c'asses of the community. Even 
in the humblest incidents of social life, devotion to me—— 

Cocoa-NutT MAN, 'Ere yar, my lady! ‘Ave a shy at ’em—carn’t 
be orf ‘ittin’ of 'em if yer try. It’s all in the iot’rests o' Science. 

SCIENCE. Indeed! There again! How flattering, to be sure! 
Then, my good man, you recognize me? 

C.-N. MAN. Not a'aporth, marm. Carn’t seem to recklect ever 
settin’ heyes on yer afore ; but werry glad to make yer acquaintance 
all the same fur that, 

SCIENCE, Doesn't even know me! and yet he labours in my inte- 
rests. This is indeed 
an enlightened age! 

. » And who are 
these revellers ? How 
merrily they join 
hands and _ hop 
round in a circle to 
the musicofa hurdy- 
mare These at 
east are hardly vo- 
taries of mine. . . 
Hail, good friends! 
I rejoice to see that 
you take so much 
pleasure in your in- 
nocent sports—— 

"Arky. “Inner- 
cent sports”! Well, 
that is a good ‘un, I 
don't think! Wy, miss, we're a inwestigatin’ the pursoot o’ kiss-in- 
the-ring in the int rests o' Sciunce. 

SCIENCE, Well, now, who would have imagined that? Why, I ab- 
solutely permeate all the strata of society | But, alas! here 














comes one who surely cannot be of my following—W. Sikes, the 
burglar, with his implements, evidently intent upon some nefarious 
expedition. 

W. Sikes. Ar! Good hevenin’, marm ! 

ScreENce. Then you know me? 

W. Sikes. Know yer? Wy, don’t I dewote all my efforts to your 
int'rests? Know yer! Wy, where would our purfession be if it 
wasn’t for the light o’ your countenance? I kisses yer ‘and, marm, 
and if you ever-wants a friend, wy —— 

ScrENCE. I am, indeed, all-conquering. . . . But who is this 
pitiable object who comes reeling along the gutter? See, he seeks 
the benign support of a lamp-post, and gazes vaguely around, smiling, 
but without apparent joy. Oh, my friend! this is indeed sad ! 

CONVIVIAL ONE. Shad? Wy shad? 

SCIENCE. To see you thus—— 

Con. ONE. Thush? Wy—bleshmesoul—it’s an eshperiment—most 
intresh’n speriment—in the intresh Shience. 








A Deplorable Abuse of Privilege. 


[ Many of the frequenters of the British Museum Readiog Rxom despite the recent 
warniog of the principal librarian, still deliberately quit the building for very 
lengthy periods, leaving their places occupied by their books. This is a great in- 
justice to would-be students, but it seems almost impossible to remedy it.] 


ALL around and about us it’s pleasant to fiad 

Quite a legion of rare institutions designed 

For the progress, the health, and the joy of mankind, 
For our mental and bodily good : 

We have halls where the toiler of lowly degree 

May give ear to the soul-thrilling symphony free ; 

We have means to obtain, without favour or fee, 
The most choice intellectual food. 

We have hospitals large, where the ailing may go ; 

We have rooms where the triumphs of Art are on show ; 

We have beautiful parks where the pure breezes blow 
And the smoke demon quits us pro tem. ; 

And—though lastly, not least—we poor toilers who gain 

Our subsistence (God wot!) by the sweat of the brain 

Should be grateful to Heaven for the students’ domain 
In our noble and stately B. M. 


Yet the good Mr. FUN, ’mid his eulogies high 
On these excellent boons, heaves a sorrowful sigh, 
For, alas and alack! to his basilisk eye 
The dark trail of the serpent is plain : 
Through our parks doth not turpitude stealthily glide? 
Are our hospital funds not too oft misapplied ? 
Is the deadly zymosis not spread far and wide 
By the books from our libraries ta’en ? 
Sut, though FoNn’s maranatha shall scathingly fall 
Upon evils like these till they’re banished witha], 
He’s at present concerned with a grievance more small, 
Yet a grievance he'll roundly condemn : 
For his voice he will strongly and fearlessly raise 
To express his distress, indignation, amaze 
At the selfish and dog-in-the-manger-like ways 
Of some readers who haunt the B. M. ! 


In the stately rotunda, again and again, 
We have seen anxious students seek places in vain 
While these drones, though their books on the table were lain, 
For indefinite periods have flown : 
Even now, as within that rotunda we write, 
Sixteen book Jaden tables appear on our sight, 
And we swear that for more than two hours not a wight 
Has at three of those tables sat down ! 
Now the courtly librarian’s laudable aim 
Has been ever to stop this nefarious game, 
But the culprits seem barren of honour and shame 
And his mandates are lost upon them ; 
So we trust that the Press will take armour with us, 
Till we capture and boycott each conscienceless ‘ cuss,” 
Who abuses an excellent privilege thus 
"Neath the roof of our noble B. M.! 





Asth-Ma, 


My old Mother was a martyr to Asthma, it nearly worried her life 


out. She was at Death's door when you saw her last—but she did not 
go in—I persuaded her to try Dr. Geddes’ and E. Edwin Spencer's 
remedies before giving up—and look at her now, perfect health, her 
asthma’s gone, bronchitis gone, disordered liver put right, and not an 
ache or paininall her body. Ah! the Geddes’ Manufacturing Com- 
pany is one to know of, it is! 
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THE BOARD SCHOOL PIANO. 

huir School Trvacher (on receipt ef 24d. from child),—"“ What's 
the halfpenny for, dear?” 

Child,— Please, miss, mother says I'm to have a ha’porth of pianey- 
forty, and I ain't to be kept waiting, for she won't stand that ‘air.’”’ 


— — tel al! te mt alate San i 


THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER ON THE TRACK 
OF STANLEY. 


Mon cher FUN, ole boy! I have been to ze Dark Continent—owi, 
for vy sall I keep itdark any longare. All trough ze forests of Africa 
I have been, like your grand Livingstone—a rolling stone—and I can 
Speke about your sauce of ze Nile. As for ze Stanley Falls—ah! I 
knew all about zem in ze years zat are ago. Ven I go to learn for to 
ride ze Stanley Bicycle, ma /vi, zey did not say to me ze vords of ze 
last Marmion, “ On, Stanley, on!" and if zey had said so, I could not 
have kept on zat Stanley bicycle. 

FUN, ole boy, you should have seen ourcamp. Lx passant, ze ex- 
plorer is of vagabond habit, naturellement donc he must be always 
camping. On dit zat vit gold you can do anysing, but to fit out your 
outfit of camp you do best vit Silver. 

I have reach ze palisade of ze African villagers, and I,and mes com- 
pagnons de voyage, are already pa)ly vit said villagers, Outside of our 
camp zare is ze portrait of Sa Majesté Leopold Roi des Belges. Ve are 
in his Congo State, so ve kick up our Congo ’eels. All around are 
swords and shields and spears ; so many of ze latter, zat I sink ze motto 
of ze Dark Continent must be ‘‘ Dum spiro spero,” Zare are ze dresses 
of ze native ladies, so little of zem zat, ma /fvi, zey run ze ladies of 
London ver close, alzo, of course, zey are vat you call not in it vit ze 
lady of ze ballet. 

Ze pillow of vood I must recommend to my lady who lands at my 
lodginge, for it vould go vell, I sink, vit ze mattress on vich I try to 
sleep. Zare are many gin bottles of Europe, round vich ze natives have 
plait straw. Von or two of zem make me sink my ole friend Allez 
Slopaire have travel in Afrique. I observe, also, ze fly whisk; but 
Iam not vot you Engleese say fly enough to find ze vhisky. Ina 
short space I make my vay to Bechuanaland. I entare ze hut ofa 
native, vare I find great lot of poison arrows, axes, spears and other 
domestic articles, Outside, two leetle nigger boys are sitting in ze 
sun, the ozzare’s name is Jayokwana, and Gootoo is named von, 

Zare are lots of idols and fetishes. Ze Upas tree of Afrique 
is ze idolatree. Ab, c'est terrible to sink zat in ze Dark Con- 
tinent ze people vorship zese ugly sings. Oh, for ze Europe of 
light and civilization, vare zey vorship nozzing less sacred zan gold 
pod bonnets and dress and fashion-and rank. I have a peep 





That is my favourite prescription and motto—‘ have patience. 


at ze East coast, I see ze relics of poor Mungo Park, I trot ovare to 
Abyssinia, I behold ze chains vich held your Mr. Rassam captive, 
and vich dragged down ze trone of Theodore aprés. I am back in 
ze Forest of Aruwimi, I sink I am Gulliver, and have arrive in 
Lilliput, for, voila, ze men and women are so small. I should like to 
live ici, for, look you, no von vould look down upon me. But I am 
explorer, and, like my compatriot, le grand Chaillu, am en 
route always. I am in ze grass country, I enter ze village of ze 
natives, zare are ructions ; ze too free tradeinslaves is goingon. Zare 
are ze merchants chaining ze poor blacks neck to neck ; just round ze 
corner is ze heap of armlets, shackles, ze gag ze form of closure, 
entre les Africains, Ze aimable young lady in charge show me ze very 
whip vich Vilberforce exhibit to your Houseof Commons; vraiment 
it is an urgent vhip, and more zan a five line vhip. Zen soudain I trot 
along to ze Soudan, I see a group, a grand man in zeir midst, it is ze 
brave Gordon, burning ze varrants of taxes at Khartoum. Von remark 
to me zat it is call “ Gordon's Justice.” I reply, c’est grand dommage, it 
isa pity you Engleese did not reward your hero vit more Justice, for 
at ze last he did not get much. I read his letters and telegrams ; 
posterity will read zem, and, if Anglaise, vill blush. At Khartoum ? 

Oui, j'étais la ze two minute ago; maintenant, here 1 am in ze 
Street of Regent,in ze heart, notof Africa, butof your London. Fun, 
ole boy, my travel has been around ze Stanley, also African, Exhi- 
bition, and, if you take my advice, you vill go zare and take vit you 
young Master FUN, and let him see how large is ze great vorld, and 
vat of lot of it still ve know so leetle about it. 








New Leaves. 


DOUBTLESS all other interesting matter in Scribner's will be over- 
shadowed by Stanley’s stirring article on Africa.—In Zhe Laglish 
Illustrated, W. G. Grace scores heavily “off his own bat”’ in his 
article on Cricket, but does not overcloud the opening chapters of 
“The Glittering Plain; or, The Land of Living Men,” by William 
Morris.—A high average of merit is sustained in 7he Leisure Hour, 
The Sunday at Home, The Girl’s Own Poper and Friendly Grectings, 
whilst The Boy's Own Paper has some very spirited pictures.—In 
Longman’s, Mr, Brander Matthews deals with “ The Art and Mystery 
of Collaboration.” There are ‘‘ Thunderstorms” by Robert H. Scott, 
and some “ Indian Wild Beasts,” by C. T,|Buckland, F.Z.8. — In 
Lippineott’s, the complete novel, by Mary KE. Stickney, is “ Circum- 
stantial Evidence.” There is also material evidence that the 
remainder of the number is substantial. The “ Round Robin Talks” 
promises to be an entertaining feature.—Amidst the mass of good 
sound stuff in Household Words will be found an amusing anecdote, 
called “ Why H. M. Stanley is a Bachelor,” though he is not going to 
be one much longer, 
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HE SCORED THERE! 
Doctor.—“ But, above all things, my dear fellow, have patience. 


999 


Cranky Invalid.—“ Have patients! Course it is! Have patients 


and keep em, eh?” 
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The Brothers Stiggins. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 
TEMPERANCE DUET, 


Between Brother G. J. Stiggins and Brother 
C. T. Stiggins. 


G.J. Of temperance we are the sturdiest 


friends, 
Without ever a thought for political 
ends, 
C, T, And we aim at promoting the temper- 
ance cause 
In a way that should gain us a deal of 
applause, 
G. J, We eapoee to establish reforms, by the 
n 
Of withdrawing a licence whenever we 
can, 
C. T, But, of course, if it be to a publican’s 
cost, 


We'll console him with money for what 
he has lost. 
G.J. I am goody old Joachim, of Finance, 
O. TF, And I am his ’umble sub. 
BotH. We are the friends of Temperance, 
From the “ Compensation” pub, 


G, J. The Shepherd am I of sobriety men, 
Though they may not avow me as such 
now and then. 
C, T. And I am his Deputy-Shepherd, who 
knows 
How that drinks are all vanity — 
emptiest shows. 
G. J. Yet, if one be preferred to the rest, I— 
haw—hum— 
Am inclined to opine that the one 
should be rum. 
C, T. While, for my part, I'd rather — but, 
nay, let it be; 
Order in what you please, ‘tis no matter 
to me. 
G.J. Oh, I’m goody old Joachim, 
O. F, And I am his ’umble sub. 
Botu, We fill to Temperance, to the brim, 
At the “ Compensation” pub. 


THE POETS. 
Idictically Illustrated by our Earlswood 
Artist. 
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RID NAVE «A LITTLE 
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~ "UL ATALANTA’ 


THE ladies with cricketing crazes now team, 

And of bats and of byes, when at by-bye they dream. 

Oa willowand wicket they wickedly dote, 

But their chance of long stopping at cricket's 
remote. 


ster 


SFOONING © 


'HAUNCTIONS AGAINST 





A Ptitiious Montat fom 


Srecatatoas 


‘ Rim © BAe 1k Qo Te 
THAOw You mivia 


Srow er alr 


ot Ary 

wee hari ne 4 
_ oo ~ 
, >, aA” 

7 ; a 
7 a . 

, 
. 





RACE A FOOL TOIT , 

The girls (bleas their hearts!) will enjoy it, no doubt, 

Though each artful young puss will, of course, be 
bowled out, 

Little science, mayhap, in she-players you'll trace 

Though ‘tis plain (in a manner) each girl is a Grace ! 











[A new distinction is said to be created in “smart” 
society, and there is a recognized number of persons 
who are called “Souls” One young Oabiaet Minister, 
apd several of the more exquisite members of the 
Tory Party are now known to each other and their 


friends as “ Souls.’ J 
THERE'S a new little cult in which we exult, 
A cult for the “ pschuttest ” society ; 
Tis the clubbest of clubs (such as Meredith 
dubs 
“ Really, really”), and full of variety ; 
'Tis a mo3t intense clique where swell yearners 
may seek 
(For vur members are all of the swaggerest) 
To be solemnly gay, in a general way, 
And our name is (ah! FUN, there thou 
staggerest !)— 
This curious cult many members enrollse— 
And is called (pray don’t start! )—its cog- 
nomen is—* Souls!” 
We don’t yet quite know why we call our- 
selves 80, 


For instance, our band (0, sv glorious and 
grand !) 








Includes a young Cabinet Minister, 
And some Tory M.P.s, who are pledged, if 
you please, 
To foil Gladstone's designs, which are 
sinister ; 
Ab! how Gladstone would squirm were he 
called o'er the coals 
By us calchawed Coaservative solemn young 
“ Souls!” 


All real exquisites we of the new “smart” 
degree, 
In fact, there are none of a smarter type, 
And we feel (as we should) for this world 
we're too good, 
Weare more the misunderstood-martyr ty pe, 
We feel (and we're right) that we're angels 
of light, 
Quite seraphic in serious “ soulfulness,” 
Andall this being thus, you won't wonderatus, 
And our double-distilled, dreary doleful- 





But we thought that the name seemed ness ; ; 
. etherial ; . Yet, would you believe it? the world calmly 
“ You : fi nted For in most of our moods we're the airiest Tolls 
age aha = ~_ th Wf Fiehis,” dudes, On its course, quite unmovel, at the sighs of 
—Longfellow's “ Hiawatha,” And connected with interests imperial. us “ Souls ! 
doce; not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions, In no case will they be relurne l ualeas 
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i) AN ANTIQUARIAN D.SCOVERY AT BALLYRUCTION. 

a) (1) Prefessur Chipstone.—“ Yes, my wy, 1 cau show you some really A funeral urn of great antiquity and rich workmanship.” (5) Pat 

of iateresting antiquities in this neighbourhood, [can tell you.” (2) ‘* Now, Cassidy.— The divil's in me if Oi'll shtand any more av it! First he 

calls me house a wheelbarrow built wid a pickaxe, thin he throws rocks 


this rude structure is undoubtedly an ancient ‘barrow,’ probably built 
by the Picts.” (3) ‘It is hollow inside, as you will observe by the 
veculiar hollow sound caused by dropping in a stone through this hole.” 
(1) ‘‘ And, pray look at this real treasure which I have just found inside. 


on me nose through the roof; but, begorra! whin he goes off wid the 
whisky it’s the last shtraw entoirely! Be jabers! Oi ll tache him manners, 


the spalpane !” 
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i Elopemen! 
e Wimbledon 
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Female pick. pockel in. buses op Ai's hae fie 1 1a magnelre boy 
(1) This West Country Leopard when | (3) A one-leggéd drunkard assaulted a (5) A pair of elopers from Wimbledon , (7) Rhododendrons this robber from 


having a jaunt on, bobby toddle, Hyde Park purloineth— 
Did not cease to snarl, but con- In Shorediteh, although Cripp’e- Which ridiculous Whim-(bledon) | When asked why, “For a button- 
tinued to Taunt-on. gait was his hobby. isn't a model. hole, sir!” he rejoineth. 


(2) These Islington Vestrymen, up to (4) The River now starteth its season | (6) In ‘buses beware now of pick-| (8) A Newcastle laddie, described as 
their shindy, of frolic, pocketerses, “ magnetic,” 

By their airs nearly threw their W hen Lock-to-Lock-quacity’s mixed W ho are most purre-evering to filch Shocked many around him, by 
nice hall out of windy. up with rollick. from dames’ dreesee. deeds energetic, 
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‘Qe on! . ) she got a 
-— nerve!” 
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ING A CARAMEL, 
long as she belongs 

to some other feller. “A kna that 
vixen!” and so does Miss Millett, ap- 
parently ; it is a most delicately clever 
performance. I don’t hope (or wish) to 
see a scene played with better finish 
than that with which Miss Millett and 
Mr. Hawtrey open the play. There 
was no room for “ betterment” on the 


MINDING HER BOOK ~VERY _ 
part of either. 


BOOK-COMING, 


By the way, the play opens in a rather unusual manner—with the 
two principal characters discovered. Mr. Carr also distinguishes 
himself by giving us a new law of master and servant—one that 
compels a mistress to give a servant a “ character,’ whether she 
wishes to do so 
or not. This is 
not yet added 
to the British 
statute book 
(supposing 
there is such a 
thing), but all 
in good time; // 
wait till the ‘/ , 
slaveys have 
combined, 
struck, demon- 









strated and // 7 | 
what not. / Yj “i Wy 
: Y fi LOAM LEC p a j y \ YY, 
THEadaption tlt Zug KR ‘V// 
of Les Femmes ee ee ee 
-Verveuses has , Se _ oe 
not been such 1 th J 


a 


an embarrass- 
ing undertak- 
og 88 = MADY Tar ComEvy.—THE OLD 
another play pany TAKES THE BIS- 
has been, but curr. 

Mr. Carr has 

done his work uncommonly well—in 
the second act particularly well—the 
tone of the piece is very successfully 
Anglicized, and the dialogue is 
worthy a literary man. The whole 
thing is funny, and the fun is well 
sustained, 






THE lengthy run it is going to have 
is accounted for to a considerable 
degree by the excellence of the acting. al 
In addition to Miss Millett and Mr, DRAWN AT A VENNE SURE, 
Hawtrey, already spoken of in the 
terms of fulsome praise they deserve, we have the piquant Miss Lottie 
Venne, in the doubly attractive réle of a milliner who is a widow : 


y "ag goon as 
“Thi, ¢ hey 


ZA Ke thorough- 

; fn ___f sae ly realize 
a N J | ud Zwhat 2 
| / \ Oro, tte 

; - Xlittle 

ye? its 


Maude Millett is 
—in Mr. Carr’s 
adaptation from 
the French which 
bears the name 
of Nerves. The 
most charming of 
vixens, delicious 
Tue ComEpy.—Cavusu- and exhilarating 
to behold — as 





Mies Sophie Larkin as a mother-in-law; Miss Lydia Cowell as a 
sensitive “slavey”; Mr. Kemble as a sedate elderly gentleman ; 
) and Mr. E. Righton as a vendor of confec- 
ee GE - tions, with a sort of a French accent (I 
bi yma, *vink it is)and a heap of unmerited troubles. 
rf Ae 
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3 COVENT GARDEN.—Had so many invi- 
WY tations here lately, thought I'd ask if I 
wy couldn't have a shake down in my stall. 
yy Augustasso Harissini most courteous 
wz. ordered them to make me up one, with the 
assistance of the big drum, 
instantly. Very cosy and 
convenient. Didn’t antici- 
pate being turned out, and 
my seat given to someone 
else, for Die Meistersinger 
and Lohengrinthough. Just 
my luck !—I hate Wagner, 
so I’m done out of a griev- 
ance by not being allowed 
to hear him! Heard 
Madame Tavary, though, 
when she début-ed in Don 
Giovanni. A regular musical 
score she made of it, too, It was 
a lovely time altogether, for we 
had Nordica, and De Lussan 
(fame is fatal to “ handles!’’) as 
well as Madame. D'Andrade—or, 
I might say— Don Drade — was 
the Don, M. Isnardon was Lepo- 
rello (rather good), and Mr. Plun- 
kett Greene (good old Italian 
family, the Greenes) made a creditable first appearance in new scenes. 
A big night for Mozart. A bigger night for Gounod, the next night, 
though. The two Resk¢és immense (no personal allusion intended) in 
Romeo et Juliette. At least neither of them played Juliette, Madame 
Melba did that. Duainty little thing, Juliette! Delicious songstress. 
Mdlle. Pinkert pleased me much in the’, . 

page, Stephano’s, one chance. On \Wed- “ 
nesday evening Zerlina got out of Don 
Giovanni into Carmen—a good “ gipsy”’ 
performance, MdlJe. de Lussan, and a good 
popular opera for Derby night. Friday 
night Melba’s Zucia—at least Melba was 
Lucia. Anothcr treat on Saturday even- 
ing—oh ah, went to Comedy on Saturday 
evening. See above. 





THE COMEDY.—A DAME OF THE 
DIRECTORY. 
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By the way the theatrical programme / 


interest, which the “no fees” system has ~~ , 
been undermiuing for some time, has Uf 









another difficulty to contend with as set 
forth in the following deathless lines :— 


The programme girl is neat and trim, 
The pride of her profession, 
But in her face there lurks a dim 
Dissatisfied expression. 
I catch her eye (you'll understand 
Mine is at once averted), 
And there I read she’s fretful and 
A little disconcerted. 


Her programmes linger on her hands, 
LLY. Gy (The burden, haply, tires them, ) 
RH po OY To vend her wares she, ready, stands, 
7 Bat nobody requires them ! 
The programme’s day is fading fast 
In face of novel capers, 
For he who likes can clip the cast 
From all the morning papers ! 


Nops AND WINKS.—Miss Grace Hawthorne will 
cease to be 7heodora in London with the 50th per- 
. , formance on the 2Ist of June. After that the pro- 
‘'’ vinces—before that a professional matiné: oa the 

Nd 18th, with Madame Bernhardt in the chair—I mean, 

THR Lycrevw.— in one of the stalls. Mr. Baily will take charge of 

WELL, (L)Ewis Mr, Herman Vezin when he goes forth for his tour 

—e in the autumn, The Daly Company at the Lyceum 

—Miss Rehan, Mr. Gilbert, Mr. Drew, Mr. Lewis, 

and the rest will receive full attention next week.—Mr. Darling, with 

certainly the lions of the season and a boarhound, are creating a sen- 
sation at the French Exhibition. NESTOR. 
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HE WOULD HAVE HIS LITTLE JOKE. 
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The Major.—* WELL, HOW ARE YOU GETTING ON WITH THE GIRL IN YOUR BOOK?” 
Madeline —‘ OH, SHE’S GONE TO STAY AT A CASTLE, AND SHE'S JUST SAID ‘POOH!’ TO A VISCOUNT WHO WANTED TO MARRY 


HER. I DON'T THINK I COULD EVER SNUB A SWELL LIKE THAT.” 
The Mojor.—* WHY NOT? I’M SURE YOU'RE SITTING GN A PIER AT THIS MOMENT.” 


[ She never saw it, 








THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMODS. 
No. 45.—$THE WIDOW AND WIDOWER. 


RELICTIO, a Well-to-do Widower; INCONSOLABILIA, a Winsome 
Widow. Ina Fashionable Czmetery. 


RELICIIO, Odds urns and evergreens! (dds sighing sorrow in 
footy stone, and resignation i’ red granite! Here is my future couch, 
where I shall sleep side by side with my sweetest spouse, while school- 
boys suck the toothsome toffee, or felines caterwaul i’ the moonshine 
overhead. OJds hatchmentsand hatbands! whocomes here? Crape 
to the eyes, alack-a-day! She puts her handkerchief to her eyes 
and trippeth forwards. Gadzooks! a foot and ankle! Were my 
heart not buried where I stand, they had walked into my affections, 
without doubt. Ahem ! 

INCONSOLABILIA. O me, my pcor tiibutcs! Nay, sir, I protest, 
you shall not pick them up. 

REL. May I never sand sugar moreifI donot. ‘Iwas my sigh, 
madam, that startled you, drawn from the bottom of a heart that was 
double, like the kernel of a philippina, some four or five short years 
agone. Well, well; the other half has crumbled to dust! She is 
railed in here, madam, at the spot I indicate; but I obtrude 

Inc. Indeed, no, sir. There is room here for all to water the 
affectiors that they have planted with tristful tears. Under this 
stone reposes the most dutiful of husbands 

REL. Did I drop snuff i’ the Florentine pudding, or spit i’ the 
bowpots, or put riding boots to rest o’ the mahogany, or comb the 
apprentice’s hair with the door-scraper for coming unwashed to 
prayers ; the thing I did was right and proper in her eyes, and, by my 
fackins! if it had not been so, someone would have wept forit! 

Inc. And so with my blessed Benjamin. Did 1 out with the maids 
to a bull baiting i’ the Fleet Yard, leaving the street door open and 
the strong room unlockt, heard I ever harsh word forit? Had I 
made dusters of Genoa velvet for household use, flavoured his posset 
with tar-water, or sold his best nag to the knacker’s for pin-money, ’a 
would have known better than to looze his tongue on me. 











REL, Madam, we are united in a common sorrow, each being com- 
pelled to bemoan a perfect spouse. To sucha pitch did my dear 
seraph carry wifely obedience, that, had I, like one of the patriarchs, 
whose name I cannot at present recall, been tempted to enlarge my 
household by the addition of a Moabitish maiden—— 

Inc. Hem! 

REL. Ahem ! 

Inc. “ Marry again,” my Benjamin bade me cn his dying bed, “if y’ 
can find a man bold enow”’—I mean worthy’enow—“ to fill my place.” 

REL. So my angel wife counselled me take a second. “ Let some 
other try the dish I ha’ fared on for fourteen year,” quoth she, 'Twas 
her playful way of putting it, madam. 

Inc. Ah, where shall I find his match? Nowhere, save i’ the 
churchyard, I trow! 

REL. Madam, my poor angel's tombstone is narrow. Do I incom- 
mode you? 

Inc, Why, no indeed. But there is more room on Berjamin, Shall 
we sit on Benjamin ? 

REL. Madam, by all means, This is the arm of sympathy that I 
now obtrude upon your waist. Methinks a little encouragement 
would change that emotion into a warmer one. Be the successor of 
beauty and wo1th that have never found a rival untilnow! Iama 
wealthy tradesman, madam. Share my affections and my till for life. 

Inc. Asto wordly goods, I have enough and to spare. But a poor 
single heart——— 

REL. Double it, madam—double it! May I have the honour of 
seeing you to your coach? 

Inc. You are too kind, sir, How !—a kies! ! 

Ret. Odds honey and thyme! So the widower bee, beanflowers 
being out of season—draws from the new blooming—I said the new- 
blooming—— 

Inc. Why, the fortress surrenders. I am yours, dearsir, Ab, if I 
thought my Benjamin looked upon us from the skice——— 

REL. I would put up my umbrella, madam, in case he dropped 


upon our heads, Ho, gate! Coach, ho! 
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BEYOND REACH OF TEMPTATION. 
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nter, ‘‘ what a lot of swindles there are in all the trades! Paper's fullof’em. I often feel thankful that my profession is one that does 
«pose one to the temptation to defraud. ’ 





"4 
4 
ge / 
Ws i 
by , 
A, 
if 








* Bless yoursoul,no TJ use the firat thing that comes to hand—never think 


‘Eh, dear boy?” he said; “* Always careful fo use only those colours which are perman 


about that.” 
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LADIES FIRST—THE SENIOR WRANGLERESS. 
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[See Cartoon Verses, p. 266. 
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A CHAT WITH FAME— st 
To begin with, she certain! called at a most unseasonable - 
= we were awakened, trembling all 
over, by a thunderous 
and masterful hammer- 
ing at the door. We 
screamed, sprang out of 
bed, blew our 
whistle, threw the jug 
and basin through the 
window ipane into the 
street to attract the at- 
tention of the police, 
emptied our revolver at 
the wall, and shrieked 
to the in waiting 
in the antechamber to 
say what it wasall about 
—whether it was the 
end of all things, or only 
the confiscation of the 
London publican’s pro- 


T replied that 
a lady insisted on seeing us, and their words were em by the 
henuieg of a drum down in the hall; so we were compelled to 
ress hastily go down, 

“Good morning, mies,” we said ; “ you—ah—you call at a some- 
what unseasonable hour; but, of course, as it’s you, why-——” 

“ Yes—my way, you know,” replied the lady, “should never make 
any impression nowadays if I looked people up at ordinary and sea- 
sonable hours. They'd forget my visit the next moment; but when 
I look them up at this sort of hour they don’t—see? Bless you, I’ve 
dropped all respect for the convenances, all consideration for people's 
feelings, all delicacy and that sort of thing: simply had to do it. 
All I have to keep my mind on is to secure an effect—see? Bless 
you, when I advertises in the newspapers, I quote the Bible to puff 
patent articles, and drag in life and death, and a mother’s love, and 
skulls and broken hearts, and any other blessed thing that will make 
the puff a startler—J've no respect for anything sacred—not I |!” 

“ Well, Miss N.,” we said, “ we are rather busy———” 

“* Miss V.’?” she said, “ who on earth is Miss N,?—whaat?” 

a awe haven't we the—ahem !—pleasure of addressing Miss Noto- 
riety?” 

“ Lor sakes, no! Bless the man!—I’m FAME!” 

“You don’t say so! Pray excuse the mistake; but—you have 
grown 80 wey like the other young wg that-——” 

“ Ah, do tell now! So I've been told by other cusses,” 

“ But if you're Fame,” we said, dubiously, “ where's your trum- 
pet—and your laurel wreath?” 

“Trumpet? Why, you're behind the age! I've found no necessity 
for a trumpet for some time ; oversea who puts his affairs in 
~— has a trumpet of own, and of wind too. Fact is, 
when I say ‘ puts his affairs in my hand,’ he doesn't do anything of 
the kind. I’m only an agent now—d’ye see?, Zdon’t choose my 
prottygees—they elect themselves and see to the whole affair, and I 
only get a commission on distributing their handbills and putting up 
their posters. Guess it don't signify to me who's in at the death. 
And as for laurel wreaths, Mies, Sy gone out—everybody provides his 
own wreath, only it isn't e of laurel, because why? laurel don’t 

w fast enough for ’em. 

ow like thistles, or 
scariet runners, or some- 
thing of that kind that'll 
grow up in a season sharp 
like, and the more it'll 
choke other people's 
lants off the earth, the 
ter they like it. Take 
now? Why, for example, 
haven't you heard Jones 
boomed a goodish deal 


| y, lately? — haven't you 
ALGAY, » that Jones is the 











f coming man, a man of 





' mark, and certain to come 
>) out strong,and all that?” 
iz S “ Yes, we certainly have 
heard very flattering 
rumours about Jones,” 
“There you are! Well, d'ye know who put ’em about?” 


“ Jones?” 
“Inst so—the v party, first try! Why, the man isn't sucha 
tod after kll—whaat?** 7 be 


| 





We bowed and blushed. 

But I didn’t call to tell you all this. I called to invite you toa 
new I’m about to open in my temple, statues of all the 
greatest inventors of the age. This is a select lot—not one among 
em has paid for his niche, like people do as a regular thing, see? 
These are all there on their merits, see? Sounds odd in 1890, don’t 
it ?—but it’s fact. Come on, guv’nor!” 

We proceeded to the Temple of Fame, We had to push our way, 
of course, as everyone does who wants to go there, All along the 
road there were gentlemen connected with journalism—in the critical 
line principally, who offered to clear the way in front of us for very 
trifling considerations. It was really only necessary to have a glass 
and be a little bit sociable with one of these for him to give usa 
friendly lead at once. 

The Temple of Fame was much altered, It was completely covered 
with posters and flattering criticism on men written by themselves in 
the t person. We entered the Gallery of Great Inventors, 

“This is Sir Lyon Playfair, who recently remarked to an inter- 
viewer that the School Board had rescued the children from the 
gutters and given them pure air,” said Miss Fame, and we recognized 
instantly the gentleman's claim to his niche. 

“ Here is Sir Edward. He stated that the Channel Tunnel was for 
the good of Great Britain, and that coal fields along the South 
Eastera line would be an advantage to London. This is the person 
who stated that Mr. Boehm’s coinage was more.artistic than the pre- 
ceding one, These are some Tem nce Agitators who stated that 
their party’s.object was not to rob the publicans, and that to take 
away a licence for which a man has paid is not confiscation.” 

But the gallery was so extensive that we could only glance hastily 
round. We saw at once that the list of Contemporary Great Inven- 
tors is so mighty as to require a roll as large as the Great Charter, on 
which to write the catalogue or inventory. 








LITTLE PENDLUM is a late stayer at the club and makes a point of 
always walking home, since once he fell asleep in a cab and was 
driven eleven yards beyond the corner of his road. His road—at 
which he lives at the furthest end—is called “the Grove” and is 
bordered by trees, at intervals of twelve or fifteen feet. The other 
night—to speak with literal correctness, it was 3.18 A.M.—he met 
with a strange adventure in his road: he collided against every tree 
he came to, and begged its pardon. When he came to about the 
thirtieth in succession, the tree knocked him down, “Very well,” 
said little P., “if that’s the way you take it, I shall wait here till this 
procession has gone by.” 











THE CITY FIN DE SIECLE. 
First City Man,—“ Awfully sorry, but your business doesn’t seem 
to be at all what it was.” 
Second Ditto.—“ You're right, it’s going from bad to worse. In 
fact, if it doesn’t improve, I shall have to turn it into a limited 
liability company.” 
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Hesence of Romance.—No. IV. 


WHAT GIRL IS MISTRESS OF HER 
FATE? 


“Say thou wilt love me, ever, ever— 
Ever, ever!” Strephnon cried. 

“ Swear thou wilt leave me, never, never ! ” 
“ Never, never!” he replied. 


Strephnon, poor as poor ‘could be, 
Daphne, fairest of the fair ; 

Six months scarce were fled, ere she 
Was married toa millionaire. 








Dinna forget. 
Or Ladies’ — Dinners we have latel 
read a lot . 


Especially at the “ Cri,” much change was 
rung. 
But most men (especially husbands) will 
Agree—yea, on the spot,— 
The most lasting lady’s “din”-ner is her 
tongue. 








VOLLEYING. 
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On Resignation. 


So it's true that Monro has determine! to 


go 
And desert the Commissioner-ship ! 
It's a terrible blow, as I happen to know, 
Catching many a chap on the hip. 
— Tillet and Burns keep on sighing in 
urns, ! 
For they feel inexpreasibly sad 
As for Cunninghame G., re you can 
see, 
And C, Bradlaugh appears very bad. 
And the pickpockets pale as you tell them 
the tale, 


And the parties with banners and bands, 
Whose ga of treats is to block up the 
streets, 
Are all wailing and wringing their hands. 
But the very best plan for the average man 
When a g isn't quite to his mind, 
Is to stifle debate, and submit to his fate— 
So I'm glad Mr. Monro’s resigned ! 
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ATTITUDES. 
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THE FINISHING STROKE, 








A Chant for Chelsea. 
A1in—“ Charlie Ditke.” 

Chelsea being, not unnaturally, in a state of wrath 
at the County Uouncil’s absurd proposal to wipe that 
borough out of the map, and to merge it in that of 
Kensington, FUN respectfully submite the following 
soother for Chelses’s own particular use :— 

OH, here's a pretty kettle of fish ! 

Here’s a nice ir ! 

The County Council seem to wish 

To smash old Chelsea ware. 
Chelsea they would change anon, 
And bid its ancient name begone, 
And merge it into Kensing-ton— 

But let ’em if they dare. 
CHoRUsS—Were we they'd bilkas mildas milk, 

They’d chuck our good old Chelsea, 


tate 


And make us one with Kensing tun, 
With County Councilling brag : 

But Chelsea's name has ancient fame, 

And therefore we don’t well see 

What they'd be at, so we tell ’em flat, 
A fig for your C.C, gag! 


And then, What’s Kensington? we ask, 
And what's its little game, 
That /¢t should in the new map bask, 
And drive us from the same? 
Kensington’s but “ would-if-it-could,” 
With so-called swells—some bad, some 


good— 
With fads that Chelsea's Carlyle would 
Regard with wrathful shame ! 


CHorus—Were we they'd bilk, etc. 





In olden days choice Chelsea ware 
Was loved by knowing ones ; 

And once, moreover, who would dare 
To scoff at Chelsea buns? 

And Chelsea Barracks all revere, 

And Chelsea Pensioners all hold dear, 

And Chelsea Bridge and Chelsea Pier 
Are chums to ‘s sons, 


Cuornvus—Were we they'd bilk, etc. 








“Dip I drink my grog strong? No, my 
dear—it was so weak that Sir Wilfrid would 
have jumped at it—wouldn’t have supposed 
it could have been drawn from anywhere 


but a cistern where a square inch of toast 


had dropped in by accident to give it a colour.” 
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DRAWING IT MILD. 
Thirsty One (not altogether satisfied with his “two-penn’orth” ).— 
“ Couldn't I ‘ave the frorth in a seperit glares, mies ?” 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR or “Fun.” 


S1n,—I should hope, for all our sakes, you've something on the 
Ascot Stakes. It’s not at all that I would hint in conversation, note, 
or print, that up and backing of a horse is lly a moral course ; 
I only know, unless you're on, all mene of comfort will be gone— 
pean sure to wear an injured air, and be as sulky as a bear, and as 

‘ve just run down from Leith, and p’r’aps may meet you on the 
heath, I most sincerely hope you've gota tip and mean to make a pot, 
But whatsoe’er your p may be, you'd better trust yourself to me,— 
those other tips are only fakes, this is my 


TIP roR ASCOT STAKES. 


By this an’ by that (in the language of Pat), 
It’s an illigant notion I've got of them, 

So mind what you're at, and just back Fallow Chat, 
Who's sure to knock lumps off the lot of them. 
But it won't do to scorn his fair Lordship of Lorne, 

And Galway, be jabers, is comely, 
For Polonius eke, just a word I would speak, 
And I'd crack up the Lily of Lumley. 


The Ascot Meeting, by the way, is called the ladies’ meeting, eh? 
and I suppose there are some gals who're laying in some nice fal-lals, 
and when for Ascot Heath they start they'll look particularly smart. 
Some girls I know, I understand, have quite elaborately planned to 
— the day in joy intense, and all of it at my expense. Behind 
peed 1: Mp not lag, they nd ioc herd pore a cde drag, & 

ng horn and grooms in tops, an ‘boys with hunting cro 
the luncheon will be of the best, champagne and lobster, and the 
rest, and all the Fates are to combine to keep the weather nice and 
fine. I hope they'll the fun they've earned, although, as far as 
I'm concerned, their little plan I mean to floor by going down the 
day before! But now's the time for totting up the ces for 


Tue Hunt, Its Cup. 


Tus deduction may be petty, the result of it regretty, 
But it seems that Lady Betty should be me for a bet ; 
Yet the Royal Star is shining in a manner undesigning 
Which may set you all sepining-it there's any to be set ; 


And the Imp, I have a notion, may create a commotion, 





h I haven't the devotion for to back my fancy there, 
Then philus, moreover, isn’t fashioned like a rover, 
And its backers may for clover very cautiously prepare ; 
But Ostrogoth, who’s not lacking, might be better for the backing, 
If outsiders you're attacking it’s a re even chance, 


And Lord a may come like winking (‘tisn’t likely to my 
thinking). : 
Well, the health of all I'm drinking—may you all have cause 
to dance. 


But let fate be whate’er it may, I look for good on Gold Cup day; 
and if the rest should failures be, a recompense in some degree for 
all my losses I shall see—at least that’s what appears to me, if folks 
will only follow up my hints about 


THE THURSDAY'S CUP. 


SURELY Donovan is hearty (Duke of Portland—lucky party), 
And is likely—very likely—to be “ there,” | 

It’s a diamond to a gaiter on the chances of Narrator, 
And I’m backing him extremely you're aware ; 

Then Vasistas, I’m thinking, will set many healths a drinking, 
Till some parties are particularly limp, 

But as far as I can tell you (to belief I can’t compel you), 
It lies ’twixt Signorina and the Imp. 


And now, as I have finished that, I’ll go and buy a new white hat, 
and with my seething brain beneath be off by train to Ascot 
Heath. Farewell, dear sir, twas ever thus. 


I’m always yours, TROPHONIUS, 








Snips and Snaps. 

“WELL,” cries Miss Nettill, “how so handsome a man as Sir 
Galahad Bacara can think of marrying such a fright as Miss Gilt- 
whistle I cannot understand |! ”"——‘‘ She is so rich, my dear,” suggests 
Miss Poverttie; “he will get such a large dowry with her.”— 
“ Dowry!” says Miss Nettill, “compensation you mean, my love.” 


“My dear Blogge,” says Pigson, who has taken to smoking on 
Bouillon Fleet, “alcohol is poison, and ought to be put down! ”— 
“ You're qui’ right, my dear boy ; so let’s all do our own little best to 
put it down,” says Blogge, ordering another “ Long John.” 


~~~ See 











THE POETS. 
Idiotically Illustrated by our Earlswood Artist. 
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PERCY: hi leet: 
scarce allow.” 


“ Here giant weeds a 
Harold's Pilgrimage.” 


— Byron's “ Chk 
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A WEIGHTY ARGUMENT. 











Stout Party (thinking of going on the water).—“ AND YOU'RE SURE THE&E'S NO DANGER, BOATMAN?” 
Boatman.—“ DANGER, MuM? I DON'T ALLOW AS Yr0U CUD CAPSOIZE THAT THERE BOAT—NOT IF YOU W.1S TO SET ON THE GUNNEL 


OF HER, Mum!” 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


LorD MEATH thinks,“ and methinks he is quite right,” quoth Fun, 
that lovely woman should be offered a seat not only in ’bus, train, or 
tram, but at the County Council. The Ministerial element in the 
Lords declined to afford this indulgence to the ladies, and this while 
the welkin was ringing with the fame of the “girl graduate” who 
had raced home a Senior Wrangler, and literally “ won by a head.” 
For his part, FUN thinks if ladie§ were rendered eligible for election 
we might have a few young ones on the Council, and goodness knows, 
it seems there are plenty of old ones among our ©. C.s, Has not the 


question of Woman Suffrage passed the stage of ridicule? In litera- 
j ture, science, 


art, and com- 
merce woman 
has shown her 
ability to hold 


j pite Lord Cow- 

r's woo 
y -pamby 
me twaddle 
\ A \ poostaes 
Cpe, ing her the 
iyi Ys struggles 









life, in 
the every- 


Mit. O’URIEN'S ELOQUENCE IMPRESSES ITSELF ON THE HAT OF ed rae 
e 


THE HON. MEMBER FOR SUTHERLANDSHIRE. Oo 
world she 


often has more than her fair share — possibly because in public 
life she may not represent her interests. Do Lords Cowper, Jersey 
and Co. mean to imply that thé graces and virtues they wish to pre- 
serve in women would be out of place or in danger among decent 


¢ 





Wi 
ANT 


| 


i 


of publie™ © 


men, or that ey affairs would be injured by these graces and virtues 
being brought to bear on them? The County Councils deal with 
m vtters affecting women as well as men, ergo, FUN thinks woman has 
a right to sit at them. 

Lord Danraven thinks that there should be some wool to justify 
the great cry anent sweating, and he is of opinion that toa great 
extent we are ruined by foreign cheap labour. 

First Lord Smith received a sympathetic cheer on reappearing in 
the Commons on Monday. There was, av coorse,a divil of a shine 
about the divarshun at Tipperary, bedad! Fhwat did the poliss— 
bad scran to thim!—mane by using their batons whin all that was 
said to thim was just a few squibs made out of lead pipes a foot long 
filled wid gunpowther, and plugged, and the divil a bit of harm in 
that at all,atall! O'Brien was sc carried away by his eloquent ire 
that he brought down his fist like a sle ige hammer on the hat of poor 
Sutherland, who sat] under him, and the extinguished Angus began 
to wonder if, after all, Unionism was not a safer political Greed. Una- 
conscious of having bonneted a professor of mathematics, the O'Brien 
reproved the scream of laughter which greeted his performance with 
& lofty indignation that called forth fresh shrieks, Certainly a 
striking speech. 

Cp Hevocedsy the chime of wedding bells mingled with the clang 
of the Clock Tower. 

Good luck to the bridegroom, good luck to the bride ! 

Rose strewn be their journey through life side by siie, 

This (sion duty and love not sever, 

O'Brien's now foader of home rule thin ever. 
Horace was a great poet, but the House of C»mmons couldn't stan | 
his “ Owed to Directors ” at any price, and declared this on its“ Davey.” 

Fon thinks it would be better to give the Postmaster-(feneral the 
sack than to give the bearers of the letter bag the postman’s “ knock.” 
There is ne — of workers by me. the = pee than the 
postman, but the present P. .seems to ma ducks an |! 
ra(i)kes of the service, 





Sar” To CORRESPONDENTS.— The Editor des not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions, Inno case will they be returned unless 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope, 
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MORE “COMPENSATION.” 
“A Conservative” writes—“ In spite of my party politics, you will, Icem sure, Mr. Fun, be 
the ‘ Compensation Bill,’ The measure does not go far enough. 
life, compensation is badly needed, I will cite a few personal ins‘ances :— 


hand! 
entiticd 16 some 
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' . : eAnd nex? inormng. w th felt wn urgent” 
by oo my frend 5 ech and oJ Fried fa) mecrease cx he Pig F 
ie Keven - by parlahing hberally of Kum need of sornchhing m ine way of compensator: 


Ladies First, 


(SEE CARTOON.) 








} 


It was a Lady Candidate 
At the Cantabs’ big exam , 
Who arrived to show 
How much she did know 
By virtue of brains and cram. 


It was the worthy daughter dear 
Of a worthy sire (now dead), 
Who thought she would see 
If a woman can't be 
As good as a man—in the head. 


[t was a Senior Wranglercss, 
Who everyone did beat ; 
And all of the men 
In humility, then, 
Were obliged to take a back seat, 


it was a Newnham Undergrad, 
Who strove to earn regard 
(If such might be found 
In learning) and “ ground”’ 
At mathematics hard, 


And it was Miss Fawcett—bless her heart !— 
Who took the Cambridge cake ; 

















e/ 1 young spark claimed hice 
for a dance and secured her 


Now, xr, amd nof” 


compensafior. ? 


generous enough to grant me space to denounce 


Why should publicars alere be compensated? In many phazes of individual 








> , 
Cook (my best teiend on earth )h 1¢ 


o//57 given Warning . Should notsome 
Sate Aid be qwer 
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=... me im my 
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Surely. 160, my friend veech, whose Paris 
has pusP been increased, wires compensafion— 
ell oe much as ary publican 4 











And women are proud, 
For they fancy the crowd 
May believe in them now for her sake. 


IT has been stated that a well known mem- 
ber of the Society for the Prevention of 
Cruelty to Animals has a Bill in hand which 


~ he wishes to introduce in order to render it 


penal for anybody to “ beat a carpet,” “ whip 
a stream,” “strike a flag,’ “cut an acqutint- 
ance,” “bore a friend,” or, “ stifle a yawn.” 
We trust he may be succcssful. 
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Pily a poor orphan 
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Bepore and afler 


Narriage. W growing 
likeness 
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; Ballying the foolman. 


(3) A burglar pleaded he'd an orphan’s 


(1 When bicyclists go sixty miles | 


an hour, 
*Twere well some tanned ’em with 


stern legal pow’'r. 


(2) This man at chapel caused a bulla- | 


balloo, 
Which isn’t what a proper c* ap’'ll 
ao. 
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Distirbing a religious meeling 
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She A andlords midsummer mahts dream, 





N 















Vln 


——* 


br Ye Av, angry flower-girl at Abney Park: 


(7) This crazy footman, by a “row” 


(5) To climb a lamp-post, just to geta 
male ill, 


woe— light, 
Yhey did not make him a let-off'an, Ie not what (lemp-) poet-erity wil] Eveased a harmless servant-g to 
think right. kill. 


though, 
(8) A siucy flower-girl, whose “ plant” 


had failed, 
Grew wild, and in another “ cell” 
was jailed, 


(4) On Quarter Day (alas! "tis near—in (6) Do man and wife most like each 
other erow, 


Jane) 
With epring-guns (hem! Spring The affirmative by 
vans) some shoot the moon, some show, 


negatives ” 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


EBL, Ty ) So GUML..—Tu1s theatre is at 
in “Moy present in the hands 
"4% 24» To of the Daly Com- 
ha jam i\~= |} pany from New York City. Miss 
Rehan, quaint with the defects 
we have learned to love almost 
as well as her excellences ; that 
“ sweet old lady,” Mrs. Gilbert ; 
Mr. Drew; Mr. Lewis — they 
are all there, in every sense. 
Hearty “receptions” awaited 
them. Mrs. Gilbert had two. 


AS for the play—well, we are 
promised better things later on, 
80 we will bear with its /amily 
Herald-like story and other short- 





t. comings. After all, the acting 
ie is the thing, and not the play 
this time. Asa stout lady (who 

had every right to be stout, if 

she chose) on my left remarked, 

" “It is quite interesting in spite 
of one’s having seen it before” ; 

and as an American gentleman (who had 

+ every right to bean American gentleman) 
~ “aye, on my right observed, “ Loous is very 
-~ fonny.” I don’t think I can add any- 
Tux Lyceum ~Miss Apa thing to these pregnant criticisms except 


that Miss Cheatham gives us what I 
believe is the accepted American reading 


of a soubrette, and it is not an artistic type. 


REHAN'’S REHANTE ES, 


COVENT GARDEN.—Constant use has given me aright of way to my 
stall here now, and if anybody tries to infringe my rights, I shall invoke 
the dread assistance of the Commons Preservation Society, and all that 
sort of fellows. I’ve only one incident to record for the week, though, 
the appearance of Mdlle, Richard in La Farourita—La Favourite for 


aan) 


the nonce. The lady isa prac- 
tised singer, and gave a very 
enjoyable performance, but I 
have heard fresher voices. 
Measieurs (not Signori for the 
French version, you know) 
Abramoff and Corsi scored 
also, The ballet nyummy. 
THE GRANGE, KILBURN.— 
Miss Bessle’s Open Air Plays 
Company commenced to play 
Twelfth Night here on the kin 
afternoon of the 12th, but JY 
Jupiter Pluvius—probaby an 
opponent of the “ Public 
Houses Endowment Bill"’—in- 
terfered just as the drinking 
scene was reached. It was pretty generally 
understood that the play was to be continued 
in the “ Baronial Hall” of the Grange in 
the case of inclement weather, but this arrange- 
ment was seemingly overlooked—at least, it 
wasn't Shakespeare that was going on there 
when I peeped in, previous to taking flight 
through the storm to my happy home. As 
far as it went the performance was gooi— 
Mrs. Macklin a sweet Olivia, 
and Mr. Le Hay a mercurial gy pycerey.— way 





(1 think mercurial is a right NOT A FEW mo 
word — yes —a_=— mercurial) PENS, MR. LEWIS ? 
Why STINT YOUR- 


clown. When next Miss any? 

Bessle gives a show, may I — 

be there to see—and may thunder, lightning and 
rain be attending some other matinée. 


THE VAUDEVILLE.—Talking of matinées, that 
was a corker Mr. Howell-Poole gave us here the 
other afternoon! (What a chaotic state the world 
THe Lycxum— is in when mattnées are given in the afternoon /) 

DREW, who Quida's absurdities, amalgamated with the absur- 

pipe | V pr dities of the ordinary “stagey" melodrama, make a 

, strong dose for the most determined digestion. A 


fasting a 
Boomerang, People’s Hero has much against it, however. A 








scratch performance by a mediocre company on an inadequate stage 


is not best calculated to bring out latent beauties or effects. Mr. 
Howell-Poole, in an over- 


///,4 picturesque get up and 
with an unhappy habit of 
heralding his approach 
with song (though he never 
jf sang when we could see 
/ him) acted with a good 
/ deal of truth and force. 
And Miss Alice Raynor 
showed the finish of a prac- 

tised actress, though she 
was not in the least my idea of a 
wicked woman with an unaccountable 
greed for husbands, Miss Laura Han- 
son was pleasing as Lola, though her 
short ‘‘accordian” skirts and black 
tights did raise hopes, never, alas! to 
be fulfilled, of her favouring us with 
a dance; especially when she began 
pervading the streets of Paris in the 
costume of Little Red Riding Hood. 
On the score of humour, I hardly 
know who made the greatest hit, 
whether it 










was the 

haughty 

‘fy noble with 

Uf. wee the extra- 

a POSS ordinary 

= SS >> bend in his 
MA, “HAE back, the 
CovENT GARDEN.—A crusugp half-heart- 
HEROINE, ed — or 

shall I say 


tenth-hearted —low comedian, the awful 
and desperate villain, whose catch word 
was, “At last I harve thee, Lola!” the 
gentleman with the low-necked dress who 
played the lunatic husband, or the astound- 
ing indi- 
vidual , 
who Te- que  VavpEVILLE.— AN 
cognized ARISTOCRATIC BACKBONE. 
an “ori- 

ginal edition of Homer” at a glance. 





THE PAVILION.—High jinks at 
this establishment in celebration of 
its thirty-first birthday on last 
Thursday but one. At such an age you would 
/ , think “years of discretion” had been attained, 

/ but I, and an enormous audience (at double 
‘/ prices), were attracted by a hint of “special 
licence.” There was no “special licence” in any 
of the turns, however, but one was able to see 
all the Music Hall turns in London at one go, 


The go 


was tre- 

, mendous, 

ya one : 

Pee Ghance Ki. *22 2 
BURN,—*“ HBY, Ho, turns, 


THE WIND AND  especi- 


THE RAIN, all v those 
THE RAIN IT RAIN- f the 
KTH EVERY Day” ® © 
charm- 


—Twelih Night, 

ing ladies 
who danced, were very in- 
spiriting. Before I left I 
wished E. Swanborough 
many happy returns of the 
day as often as he would fill 
my glass (he takes a lot of 
tiring, bless him!), and I 
don't care how many birth- 
days a week the Pav. goes 
in for if it celebrates them 
this way. 





NOD AND WINK. — The 
Salon de Réunion will make 
itself “At Home” at the 
R.S.B.A. Galleries on Tuesday next, the Ist prox. 


THE VAUDEVILLE.—WHAT WE EXPECTED 
TO SEE EVERY MINUTE. 


NESTOR. 
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TOTTIE: 


A SHILLING SHOCKLET. 
By a Lady of Title. 


CHAPTER XI. 
A LETTER FROM HOME, 


THE next morning I received the following epistle :— 
THE CEDARS, 
Sangazure Terrace, 
Uld Kent Road, 
S.E. 
My DEAREST CHILD, 

An almost endless 
period of time seems 
to have elapsed since 
I gazed upon the 
expressive features 
of my _ favourite 
olive branch — my 
well beloved and 
fondly remembered 
Tottie; while ab- 
sence or distance 
must, I presume, be 
held responsible for 
the cold cloak of for- 
getfulness that has 
enshrouded the me- 
mory of her who was 
once the frolicsome 
cricket of our domes- 
tic hearth. 

Why isthis? Why 
have you seen fit to 
treat your family in 
general, and _ the 
author of your being 
in particular, with 
apparent contempt ’ 
I say apparent, as it appears inconceivable that my three letters re- 
questing a loan of ten pounds should, if received, have remained 
unanswered! But let that pass. I can but charitably suppose they 
have miscarried; and as the sad_ , 
necessity that occasioned them has, | 
happily, disappeared, a fond 
parent’s heart, swelling with ten- 
der emotion, has but to forgive 
and forget. 

Great changes have taken place 
since your departure. We are 
doing well — with a capital W. 
Ferdinand Montressor has faded 
from the sphere of earthly exist- 
ence, and his place is occupied by 
John Graball, of the firm of 
Graball and Guy, Turf Commission 
Agents. To be more explicit, and 
at the same time pay a well merited 
tribute of homage to the genius 
of your brother Chappie (who 
originated the idea), I have, in 
plain English, gone on the Turf, 
and, under the name aforemen- 
tioned, am in a fair way to earn 
undying fame, a moderate compe- 
tence, and (but this is the un- 
pleasant side of the picture) six 
months’ imprisonment. Needless 
to add, your talented brother is 
the “Guy” and guide of the firm. 

It is a splendid profession ; ad- 
mirable in its simplicity, quaint in 
its phraseology, marvellous in its 
results. Its principal beauty, how- 
ever, lies in the fact that, worked 
on our system, it requires no | 
capital save that most sublime of 
all human virtues—Faith; and 
even that factor has to be con- 
tributed by a guileless and confid- 
ing public. Could you but see 
your doting father and his amiable 
son, as, clad in garments which, 
though loud, are strictly aw fait, 

















reckon, sonny. 








they shout the odds to the—but, there! I will not pursue the subject, 
doubtless incomprehensible to you. Suffice to say we are prospering 
—with a capital P. : : 

We occupy a chaste little four-roomed villa ia Sangazure Terrace, 
which I may parenthetically observe is the most aristocratic portion of 
the Old Kent Road. The neighbouring society is good, though some- 
what mixed. An undertaker’s manager lives next door, and the 
parish turncock opposite: but with the exception of these and similar 
slight drawbacks there is absolutely nothing to complain of. By 
the way, I was at first puzzled how to individualize our residence, the 
houses in the terrace being unnumbered ; but observing Pecky medi- 
tatively sticking two pieces of lead pencil intoa dilapidated flower- 
pot, a happy thought flashed through my brain, and instinctively I 
murmured, “The Cedars.” Not bad, eh? I know this slight exhibi- 
tion of parental humour will meet with your approbation, and as the 
flower-pot containing the bits of pencil remains in strong evidence on 
the drawing room window-sill, there can be no possible difficulty in 
the way of discovering our abode. 

The curate of the parish—a most amiable young man — is 
strongly smitten with the charms of your sister Pecky. He isa con- 
stant visitor, and thoroughly enjoys a friendly game at “ Nap,” at 
which pastime Chappie is always willing to engage him; but unfor- 
tunately, his stipend is ridiculously small—eighty pounds a year, | 
believe. Small as it is, however, he sacrifices it (‘‘does it like a 
lamb,” is Chappie’s comment) with an equanimity and persistence 
truly admirable, and to my eyes he appears a standing embodiment 
of the injustice of our ecclesiastical system. Such a man ought to 
be a bishop, at the least. 

I see Viscount Mandrake hasa horse in the Derby—Ramper. Could 
you possibly ascertain whether it is likely to be a “stiff un”? as, in 
that case, we should lay against it with increased confidence. Find 
out, if possible, and let me know at the earliest opportunity, and 
never, my child, even amid the gilded mansions of the great, forget 
your fond father, 
JOHN GRABALL, late FERDINAND MONTRESSOR, 
(To be continued.) 








Temperance Missionary (more in sorrow than in anger to old Boozey) 
—‘ Oh, that a man should put an enemy into his mouth to steal away 
his brains.” 

Mrs. Boozey (who has been trying to get him home for over an hour) 
— No fear of that, Mister ; he atn’t got any.” 








STOLEN FROM A STUDIO. 


Dabb, R.A.— There are so many drawbacks to the true artist’s progress in art nowadays. For 


instance, a model of absolutely perfect beauty is never to be met 
Miss Clementina Van Boom.—* Out of our country, I reckon. 


Go in and win.” 


with,” 
Well, you've got your chance now, I 
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A Ballade of Bottom- 
Fishing. 


Ho! brothers of the rod and line, 
Fraternity of line and rod, 
| For fishy matters now combine, 
Pre by brook and stream to 
plod ;— [ shod. 
Well mackintoshed and thickl 
Ye whoat Fate are ne’er ince 
_ Pack op your tackle, quaint and 


ee 
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Se” Sa . Pg ri van. =. Ye friends of Izaak the divine, 
TIT el fax ’ Who loved both eultured on 
and clod,— 
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ANOTHER LADY WRANGLER. 
Angelina.—“ Dearest mamma thinks we are too extravagant: she argues that young people should 


start where their parents began—not where they have left off.” 


Edwin.—“ We couldn’t start where she leaves off, because when she begins to argue she never does | 
[And this was the beginning of the first tiff, | 


leave off.” 
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| 


Who taught ye never to repine, 
But trust and reverence nature’s 
God :— 
Arouse ye, there’s no need to nod, 
Gone are the three months yearly 
“ Fenced.” 
Be spry, like Jones’ Batty Todd, 
Your fishing season has com- 
menced, 


Amid lush grass, and lowing kine, 
(Kine who'll not toss ye, — 
Tommy Dodd) 
Go, bask ye in fair Phoebus’ shine, 
Calm as the peas in native pod— 
Go, where the worthy Walton trod, 
And e’en, if not fish recompensed, 
Still, carking Care you'll onward 
prod— [menced ? 
Your fishing iseason has com- 
Envoi. 
Anglers! some write Ichabod— 
Some swells cry “hence!” and 
would have ye henced ! prods 
But fight against these with legal 
Now th’ angling season has com- 
menced | 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


“AMONG the breakers.” That is the political situation of the 
Ministry, and they have thrown the wrong Jonah overboard. 
Matthews should have gone instead of Monro—in all probability he 
will have to go yet. 

“Coming events 
cast their shadows 
before.” The Par- 
nellites look uponithe 
Tory lease of power 
asa going event, but 
object to the author- 
\# ities casting shadows 

J behind. It must be 
i confessed that much 
of their own language 
on Monday night was 
somewhat shady: the 
i House of Commons 
1 has for some years 
fi been the rowdiest dis- 

| cussion forum in the 

4 metropolis. It will 

soon be on a level 
with the Clerkenwell 
Vestry. 

There was a slight 
misunderstanding in 
the Unionist camp as 
to the Compensation 
Bill,and on Tuesday 
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“ SHADOWING.” 
A SHADOW SKETCH ANENT A SHADY TRANSACTION, 


Lord Wolmer rather entangled the tangle. 

Bung and Bungle appear to be rampant just now among 
Ministerialists, It was mainly through Bungism that Dizzy’s last 
Ministry came to grief ; not improbably the public-house question 
may bring the present one to its bier. But John Bull somewhat 
doubtfally regards the agitation against the Compensation Clauses, 
inasmuch as all the froth isn't on the side of the friends of the 
publican. The Teetotal party have a knack of thwarting their own 
ends by their own imtemperance, 
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AT last the Vaterland has a quid pro quo—the German princelets 
have been paid for by Heligoland, which is now a gone land.—We are 
to receive corresponding benefits in Zanzibar. But if the Rads. had 
made the concession! Fancy the talk about the Union Jack—the 
shrieks of “ Better fifty yards of Europe than the whole of Africa!” 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR oF “ Fun.” 

DEAR S1R,—In spite of any slips which Tipsters make in giving 
tips, the public is, upon the whole, a very amiable soul, and doesn’t 
show its discontent with any spiteful punishment. It matters not 
how oft we fail, there’s not a person, I'll go bail, but will, in spite of 
all their pain come back to us and try again. Some call this con- 
fidence, some pluck, some a belief in the?r own luck, but with all 
that I disagree, because it’s plain enough to me, the British Public— 
Let that pass. The British Public is a hass! But do I care, sir? 
Tommy Rot! Where should we be, if it were not? But, here I give 
the tip that’s straight for those 


NORTHUMBERLANDERS’ PLATE, 


On the winner to pitch you must look on Houndsditch 
As pretty decidedly out of it, out of it, 
For Miss Nellie may be rather better, you see, 
On Narin—there isn’t a doubt of it, doubt of it ; 
You'll find Devil’s Dance give a very good chance, 
And I (for a place) have been backing it, backing it ; 
Fallow Chat or Sedge Chat, either this one or that, 
A 1, 2, 3, chance are not lacking it, lacking it. 

Well, sir, for Wednesday (the Cup) the weather settled to clear up 
(I only wish it were as true that other folks had settled to), and 
those young girls I spoke about came down in such a smart turn out! 
They were extremely nice and gay, and made me welcome all the day. 
The lunch was copious and good (I couldn’t balk them if I would); 
of drinks there was an ample store—what could a feller wish for 
more? They did it well in every sense—I wondered, though, at 
whose expense. I made innumerable bets with each and all of them 
(the pets!), but was by fortune greatly crossed, for 1 invariably 
lost—and, by-the-by, I am afraid from this that, after all, Z paid! 
Oh, female wile! *twasever thus. I am, yours,sold, TROPHONIUS. 


nc Baars 
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i Mi sie et at eee . 


(1) Snoozer was a commercial gent, travelling ,with samples of really 
sweet things in shirtings, but he got benighted at ‘‘The Boiled Owl,” 


five miles from the town he was bound for. 


to tell him it was ready. 
began to sky-lark, and carry on. 


him a bit for you.” (3) 


No conveyance to be got, so 
he hired the pony, and was just beginning to doze, when the ostler came 
(2) He had no sooner mounted than the pony 
Snoozer didn’t like it, and remarked to 


the ostler, ‘‘ Devil take the pony.” The ostler said, ‘‘ Yes, sir, I'll lead 
hen the ostler led him, and Snoozer shouted, 


miles an hour. 








certain, he was a champion walker. 
feet high, and the pony followed as best he could. 
to a precipice a thousand feet high, then Snoozer thought it time to jump 
off, so he jumped for his life. 
Boiled Owl,” who was sitting opposite, chuckling at Snoozer’s struggle 


with the night-mare, 


‘¢ Not so fast! walk him! walk him!” and the fellow did walk him fifteen 
(4) There was something strange about that ostler, for 


He walked over brick walls twelve 
(5) Till they came 


(6) And landed on mine host of ‘‘ The 








New Leaves. 

“THE Confessions of a Doormat,” by 
Alfred C. Calmour (F. V. White and Co.). 
The story is a sad one, with much of sym- 
pathetic sweetness in it which would have 
told quite as effectively, if not more so, with- 
out the rather stale device of the doormat 
for a mouthpiece.—* The Rogue’s Gallery,” 
by the authors cf “ Police,” illustrated (Field 
and Tuer). A curious collection of carefully 
and skilfully drawn, and not over highly 


coloured, portraits from life of numerous 
criminal characters, but there are no new 
features in the “Gallery,” the same or simi- 
lar personages having been portrayed many 
times before.—“ Home Washing,” by Louisa 
E.Smith (Bemrose and Sons). Many of the 
miseries so significantly expressed in “ There's 
nae luck aboot the hoose upon the washing 
day” may be turned into joys and the 
washers made merry if they would wisely 
follow the lines laid out by “ Louisa.”— 





) 


“Limited versus Unlimited Liability in Busi- 
ness,” by Messrs. Jenkinson and Co. (Hop- 
croft and Co.). Convene sets forth t 
advantages of the Limited System and the 
conversion of private firms into Joint Stock 
Companies,—“ London in 1890,” by Herbert 
Fry (W. H. Allen and Co.), This very valu- 
able work, originally compiled by the late 
Herbert Fry, is onemely revised, enlarged 
and brought uptodate. It seems superfiuous 
to ask how we like “ London.” 
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A GREAT INVENTOR. 
A Little Biography for the Encouragement of the Your) to Exertion. 


The story of great inventions are always interesting. That of the Discovery of * How to make Tea Leaves from Blackbeetle Shells” is a beautiful lesson to the young. 
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Our grocer was born of a poor, bat—sh—that is—of poor parents. Even in early youth he evinced a great iaterest in articles of commerce. 
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And this propensity soon bore practical fruit. In his humble garret, by the 

Af a young man he wes ever of a reficct.ve turn of mind. light of & poor candle, it occurred to him that blackbeetle shells (which, provided 
by Nature in abundance, and obviously for some beneficent end, seemed to be 
wasted) would make an excellent sult stitute for tea leaves, 




















At length success crowned his exertions, and he made a colossal fortune, and 
became a member of the County Council for London, in which capacity he added 


Alw ays of an economical disposition, our young hero spared no labour to carry 
— his dea. The entire income of all his friends was devoted to his laboratory. 
ong degrade com ne a j not deter him, and to those friends who « ccasionally looked still more ex neiderably to his means And. my little map. his pame is pow men- 

mplain he had always a hopeful answer. tioned by fond mothers as an example of bumble and unselfish perseverance and of 


ts certain reward, 
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SHORT IS THE FRIEND—NOT 


CO DLIN.,”—Jld Curiosity Shop. 


ii 


a. 


yy) 


ff 


PN 


e- 


’ 
a] 


4, 


Ad 
Al 


i 
e 


. 
4 


DI 


MBER, MY 


- 
4 


EME 


we 


EU N.—aiore 25, 1399 


IEND—NOT 


) 
. 


BBY’S DILEMMA. 
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[See Cartam Verses, p. 277. 
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THE STORY OF THE CRISIS— 


(The advantage of the following reracious and circumstantial account 
is that you can apply it to any Government you like, Liberal or 
Conservative, it being all one to the narrator, an influential gen- 
tleman of the broadest principles.) 


COMBINATION TO PLACE THE GOVERNMENT IN AN AWKWARD 
POSITION. 

THIS was ‘ow the combination was formed—like this ‘ere, it was :— 
I was jest ‘avin’ twopennuth at the “’Owlin’ Cad,” and there was 
another bloke at the 
bar a-scribblin’ suthin’ 
on the margin of a bit 
o’ noocepaper, wen he 
eyes me hover witha 
unsweetened kind ov 
eye, and he ses, 
“You're one o the 
People, hain’t you?” 

“ Ar,” ses I, 

‘ You're a Drop o’ 
the Life Blood ov the 
Nation?” ses he, 

‘“ Ar,” ses I, 

“* You're a verty bree 
ov this great Commu- 
nity ’” ses he. 

* A wot?” ses I. 

“A vertybree,”’ ses 
he. 
ses I, “ Repairs with promptitood and 








“I'm a cobbler be trade,” 
dispatch.” 

“Ar,” ges he, “I don’t write fur that paper,” ses he, “it ain't 
advanced ernuf fur me,” ses he, “and it wouldn't ‘ave me, neether,”’ 
ses he. Then he ses, “I was a-thinkin’ it ud be a good thing for us 
to combine and put the Guverment in a orkerd position—place it in 
a delemmur—see /” 

“ Orl right,” ses I, *’Ow do yer begin?” 

“By takin’ up a decided and definite platform, and demonstratin’ 
hon it,” ses he. 

‘Come on,” ses I, “I ’ates the Guverment—they’re the enemies ov 
the people, them Lib’rale——” 

“* Lib'rals?” ses he, “ why, it’s a Tory Guverment.” 

“Oh, is it?’ ses I, “ well, it’s all the same. Let’s flammox ’em.” 
So we’as a quartern with twoouts, and pins a old anketcher to a stick, 
and marches to the Park, 

SUGGESTIONS OF A MODIFICATION IN THE PLANS. 

* Lookee 'ere,”’ ses I, wen we'd partook of a tin bottle as we'd per- 
wided, “ wot’s the good ov arf measures? Wy shouldn't we hover- 
throw the Guverment instead o’ merely placin’ of ‘em in a dedicamous 
prelemma?” 

“ Right you are,” ses he, ‘‘come on.” 


THE POLITICAL HORIZON STILL MORE THREATENING, 

AN OVERTHROW IMMINENT. GREAT POLITICAL CRISIS, 

So I sets up a-‘owlin’, “ Down withthe Guverment!” and the other 
feller he bevins a-takin’ notes, 

‘*Wot's that for?” ses I, 

“For the Press,” ses he, “I'ma rep2rsentitive of the Press. The 
Ri ngle ader’s my 
paper,” ses he; “ad- 
vanced, it is — every- 
think about it ad- 
vanced, exceptin’ my 
screw : thats never 
advanced, but quite the 
contra ry, ses he, 
THE 
HOoPE- 


POSITION OF 
GOVERNMENT 
LESS, 
So then he ses, ses 
y be, “The Guverment 
will never survive this 
‘ere. You'llsee—there’l! 
be 
RUMOURS OF A [)I-- 
SOLUTION 





a dissolooshun afore tomorrer mornin’, and 

AN APPEAL TO THE COUNTRY SI 
Appeal to the country.” 

Then we forms upin percession agen,and marches ‘¢ 


OKEN OF AS I’ROBALLE, 


And 


»wards, 





goin’ along we meets a feller in corderoys with a bag o’ tools, 
“’Ooray !” I sings out. 

“ Wot for, mate?” ses the feller with the bag o’ tools. 

‘‘ Wot for?” ses I, ‘for the People. You're one of the People, ain’t 
yer?” 

AN INSULT TO THE PEOPLE. 

“ Not me,” ses he, “I’m respectable—at least, I ’ope so. I ‘avea 
trade, and work at it,” ses he, “and you’d better do the same.” 

Sut J treats his remarks with contemp; and we proceeded to the 
“’Owlin’ Cad,” where the percession broke up. 


THE MINISTRY CALLED UPON TO RESIGN. 


“‘ Lookee ’ere,” ses I, wen we'd got through a gallon o’ four, “ wy 
shouldn't we call on the Ministry to resign?” Ma 
“Well, I dunno no perticler reason agen it,” ses the Repersentitive 


ov the Press. 
‘We'll jolly well do it, then,” ses I ; ‘“‘ where shall we ‘ave to call? 


—wot address?” 

“ Wy—well—Downin’ Street, I expect,” ses he. 

THE NEW MINISTRY. 

“ An’ wen they ve resigned,” ses I, “ who shall we ’ave instid?” 

“Well,” ses he, “‘wy—there’s me—and there’s you—and there's 
another cove as I know, only he’s doin’ fourteen days jest now; but 
he'll be out in time, I'll think it over.” And that’s jest ‘ow the 
matter stands, 








Why this (S8)coff-ing ? 
{Mr. W.S. Gilbert has been suffering badly from the Whooping-cough. 
Mr. GILBERT has had the whooping-cough, 
So much so he could hardly coo ; 
We know he’s not a Proosian, 
A Frenchman, or a Roossian— 
But were he French—and prone to scoff, 
He'd call it “ Utterly—7Zour-tour!/” 
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TOUCHES OF NATURE 
Mra. Peckham R ze (rather proud of it somehow,)—*" My young 
people have all gone to the Academy this morning.” 
Jynorant Old Boy (vaguely.)—* Ab, indeed! (after a pause.) 
What Academy ia that?” 
Vrs Leckham Rize.—“The Royal Academy—picture exhibition, 
you krow.” 


Janorant Old B VEG niiaghtene 1 —** Ah, yes—yes ! (another pause.) 
Ah! Is that open now?” 
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Sharpwitz.—“ AH! I SEE YoU STILL STICK TO THE OLD HABIT, Miss BRown!” 
Miss B.—“OLD HABIT, INDEED! IT CAME HOME FROM MY: TAILORS THIS MORNING, SiR!” 
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SHOULD LADIES RIDE ASTRIDE ? 








A RIVER REVERIE. 


So the river season has begun, has it ? 
big gooseberry and shower of frog season can, 
and it won’t trouble me. What do I care about 
the river, I should like to know? I don’t care 
about being broiled to death in the sun, and 
then have to stuff down a lot of bad lobster 
salad and drink 30s, champagne. I’ve gota 
sort of little respect for my liver, even now, 
though I dare swear it’s not up to very much. 
Then the people you always get with you in 
a boat are enough to drive you into Colney 
Hatch. There are always some women who 
will wobble about and get the boat out of 
trim, and squeak and nearly get you all upset. 
Last year at Boulter’s Lock a young beggar, 
the worse for bad drink, nearly fractured my 
scull with a boat hook. “ Only an accident,” 
they said, ‘little too much seltzer and brandy, 
sir.’ Then the lock keeping men stood grin- 
ning over me—I’d like to have written to the 
Thames Conservancy and got them turned out 
of their berths, a parcel of impudent loafers! 

I don’t like picnics on the river. Well, 
can any lunatic with a grain of sense see any 
fun in them? I don’t, and I’m not quite fit 
for Bedlam even yet. I don’t exactly see the 
use of sitting on the grass for the mud midges 
to craw! up your ankles, and sting you till 
you're nearly mad with the irritation. Mos- 
quitos are not in it with ’em, I know. If you 
get hot, too, and upset your liver with mixed 
feeding, and then breathe the air from the 
filthy mud, you're likely to get a capital low 
fever. 

And I don’t like an evening on a house- 
boat, that I don’t. If there’s anything I 
thoroughly detest over and above anything 
else, it’s having to listen to the strum- 
ming of those infernal banjos. I wish they 
were all stuck in a heap and burnt, that Ido! 
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To see some wretched pasty faced girl twiddling away with the strings, 
thinking she’s as fascinating as Adelina Patti, while all the time she 
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looks like a monkey playing with a hairbrush, 
I thoroughly hate it all, that I do! Besides, 
you always get the ear-ache from sitting on 
those houseboat roofs full in the way of the 
draught of the river. And the Chinese lan- 
terns always do manage to get on fire, and 
the guttering fat of the candles smells like 
a bone works, I hate the river, that I do! 
| DIOGENES TUBBS, 








May the Difference of Opinion, etc. 
[Mr.W. H. Smith is being discussed pretty freely of late. ] 
“Mr, SMITH stops the way ” 
(One journalistic brother says), 
“Mr. Smith is brisk and gay” 
(That is what another says) 
Neither statement shows true pith ; 
(Some papera-ne’er are pith-ical) ; 
One thing is certain—Mr, Smith ; 
(Called “Old Morality”) struggles with 
More success, 
Than sume possess— 
His claim 
To fame 
Is far leas (S)mith-ical ! 


O! Jemmy-ni! 
{A discussion was lately held in a Police Court as to 
“what isa Jemmy.”) 
WHAT'S a “Jemmy?” Some suppose 
That ’tis a sort of crow-bar ; 
| Anyhow, experience shows 
That ’tis a very low bar, 
’'Tis used by men of burgling aims, 
To aid them in their little games ; 
Sut note, in coinage (which hath claims), 
A “Jemmy’s" different from a “ James,’’* 
®* A Sovereign. 
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THE PUN FEMININE. 


Laura,— Lo you know, dear, why Mr.;Gamble is certain to get that 
sea-piece hung? Can't guess? Well then, because it’s-saline picture!” 
[ And it came on to rainafter that, 


IMAGINATION, of course, works wonders, and Mr, Jones said that 
the other day when he stuck sixpennyworth of lemons on the laurel 
bush in the back yard, and played a game at halfpenny cribbage 
with his wife on the top of the washing tub, he could almost make 
believe enough to really feel that he was a Russian duke gambling 
away his rentaat Monte Carlo. Strange, wasn’t it? 





Mr. Fun rescues Mr. Gladstone from Voluntary Exile! 


{Mr. Gladstone should really put a stop to the popular demonstrations at 
Hawarden. When it comes to excitable excursionists staring into the room where 
he is eating, their enthusiasm ought to be checked.— Weekly Paper.) 


From his feverish bed, at the dead of the night, 
With his features all pallid and wan. 
And his eyes gleaming bright with a maniac light, 
There ariseth the Noble Old Man: 
And his limbs in the garb of a labouring wight 
He arrayeth as quick as he can! 
His collar on he poppeth not, 
His watch in fob he droppeth not, 
To seize his gamp he stoppeth not, 
No tall top hat he weareth ; 
To breathe a prayer he stayeth not, 
To comb his hair delayeth not, 
And fond farewells he sayeth not 
Ere from his home he fareth ! 


Mr. Fun (who’s noctivagant) happens by chance 
Through the gardens of Hawarden to stray, 
And, observing the fugitive’s hasty advance, 
He inquires of him “ Whither away?” 
And “I go,” says the Sage, with a sorrowful glance, 
“ To some bower in Ceylon or Cathay, 
Where tiresome tourist boreth not, 
Where hero-worship roareth not, 
Where mad King Mob exploreth not 
An old man’s habitation : 
Where friendly Liberal bawleth not, 
Where hostile Tory brawleth not, 
Where idiot quidnunc calleth not 
For endless peroration. 
Where soapless ’Arry raveth not, 
Her kerchief ’Arriet waveth not, 
And soulful shoeblack craveth not 
A squeeze of Gladstone’s flipper : 
Where blatant trumpet blareth not, 
Where hideous banner flareth not, 
Where vile ill-breeding stareth not 
While Gladstone eats his kipper ! ” 


Then the jester, uplifting his friend in a trice, 
Bears him back to his dwelling. ‘“ My son, 
Seek your chamber again. Yea, be glad and rej’ice, 
For your woes shall be published by Fun, 
And as all the wide world ever takes his advice, 
Why, your home will henceforward be one 
Where tourist fiend appeareth not, 
Where vulgar vulgus cheereth not, 
Where curious quidnunce peereth not 
Through chambers where you're feeding ; 
Where ’Arry round you rusheth not, 
Where ’Arriet o’er you gusheth not, 
Where cheeky street imp crusheth not, 
Your fingers till they’re bleeding ! ” 








THE *“"ARBOUR LIGHTS.” 
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Papa put up the sconces himseif vefore 
dreming for the dance, and proudly 
surveved them. ear. 
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_ The candles bowed their heads to listen as 
Captain Spooner whispered softly into Violet's 


f 
LA 
/ PL 

















4 
ih; 





“Thunder and marrowbones!” They were not proof 
against hot wax. [And he didn't propose, after all. Poor 
Papa got it hot as well, 
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‘GOOD BUSINESS.” 


Three blind mice, three blind mice: 
They bothered “ Morality” out of his life. 


| And he cut off their tails with a carving knife, 


Three blind mice, three blind mice. 


Latest Editivn. 






To a Cricket 


Ou, little cricket, little cricket, 

How gaily do I hear you call, 

Though you may not have a wicket, 

Yet I’m sure you have a ball ; 

For your voice sounds out so loudly 

That your triumph it does tell, 

As to all you answer proudly, 

“I’ve been asked to it as well.” 

Do you mean to make a long-stop f 

Oh, I hope you'll not be dold |! 

A ball may have no end, a hop 

Grows not well in m cold ; 

So you must not stay out late, 

Though you know your wicket- 
keeper 

Will open you the small back gate 

Without wakening the s] ; 

If you hope to make a poollineteh, 

Pray be first upon the field, 

Do not think the season's catch 

Will unto a laggard yield. 

Now let me tell you one thing more 

(Good advice should never fail), 

If you do not pay your score 

Look not to your friends for dav. 


Now farewell, you little dancer, 

For my lamp is almost owt ; 

I’m not a dat, though you may an- 
swer, 

I am blind as one, no doubt. 

Hush your voice, howe’er entranc- 
ing, 

If I am to sleep at all ; 

I must beg you, when you're danc- 


ing 
Not to think you needs must daw, 





“SHE an actress—a success- 
ful actress?" “Of course, dear 
boy ! — she’s been photographed 
in fifty different poses the last 
six months, She never misses a 
matinée, and for three years was 
an artist’s model. You can't have 
more original genius than that, 
nowadays, can you?” 











The newest Dress Reformess, 
(Mrs. Jenness-Miller (of the U.S.) is creating some 
commotion in our midst by her outspoken discourses 
on female Dress Reform by which she professes to 
increase both beauty and healtb.] 
HAVE you seen the divine Jenness- Miller, 
The lady just come from the States? 
To pose as the Old Fashions’ killer, 
Here in slow-coach Old England she waits. 
Her plan (she says) saves health and siller :— 
And beauty she booms with a burst ; 
But in her late speech (such a thriller! ) 
She’s careful to place beauty first : 
And so to catch girls she doth wisely prepare,— 
For thesex (bless their hearts ! ) know their 
beauty’s a snare. 
Imprimis, she sniffs at tight-lacing, 
Tight shoes, she regards too, with dread ; 
All this she declares is debasing, 
And makes ladies’ noses grow red ; 
The bustle and such like adornment 
She views with the deepest disdain, 
Such “additions” she thinks for her scorn 
meant, 
And she turns up her nose at a “‘ train.” 
And by dint of discourses and diligent care, 
She means to make beauty still more of a 
snare. 
Her measures don’t seem to be drastic 
To keep girls for health e’er alert ; 
She at first prescribes doses gymnastic, 
Then a nice (not “ divided”) soft skirt ; 





This gown, which is prim and elastic 
Must fit them all over alike. 
Then the damsel's form soon will grow plastic, 
And at once by its beauty will strike ! 
But to Mrs. J..M. some may say Von pour 
moi | 
We prefer what we know to this “ Jenness 
sais quoi!” 








Kicking up a Dust! 


THE Dust Boys now threaten to strike, we are 


told. 
But to each we should cry, “0, be just, 
thou ! 
For you'll doubtless be sold, and left out in 
the cold— 


Ando, foolish Dust-boys, why Dust thou ?” 





Beware! 
MONRO TO THE RESCUE. 


“T KNOW a Matthews fair to see, 
Take care ! 
He can both false and friendly be, 
Beware! Beware ! ! 
Trust him not, 
He is fooling thee 


1” 





Luck.—Another person's success. 





Bobby’s Dilemma. 
(SEE CARTOON.)!} 


THAT “ Codlin’s the friend, not Short,” 
Was a phrase which—a good while ago— 
Became famous, you probably know ; 

And I think you could read a report 


| Of its origin, if you should happen to drop 


On a tale call’d “The Old Curiosity Shop.” 


Now, Codlins and Shorts are found 
To possess an existence in fact 
As well as in fiction, and act 
On the same egotistical ground : 
So the saying is frequently apropos still,— 
For example, anent the new Government Bill. 


That ‘‘ Matthews, and not Monro, 
Is the friend of the Bobby,” ’tis plain 
To beholders that one of the twain 
Is decidedly eager to show ; 
Though that “ Monro’s the friend, and not 
Matthews,” may be 
A point which the other wants Bobby to see. 


Policeman may feel in doubt 
As to which of the two he should trust ; 
He may, and perhaps he must, 
For it’s certainly hard to make out ; 
But he'll possibly learn for himself, in the 
end, 
Whether Matthews or Monro is truly hie 
friend, 
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HOOKWINCH’S PICK-ME-UP. 


LL Try our 
> MUMMY- 
\p RESTORER 
| PICKME-UP! 

D iiita (¢% PFV AS Hr 
a THEE 
4 in Coat 
? ae 1h si | | 
ae I, 
ia iE MI 
(IN 



















Pm. By 





“Ere 


Noonwarecn FELT Awfivisy SEEDY — OFF COLOUR 


= 
? So HE WENT IN AMD HAO A OOSE OF THE Tummy - 
’ VOTICE IN A CHEMISTS J 
| iH Resronea Beu-me-uP, WHICH MADE 


ALTOGE THER — WHEN HE CAUGHT SIGHT OF A 


Ghhtn we Gor Down To 


loa > 
THe OFFICE,HE WAS AS JOLLY ASA SANDBOY ! 





HIM A DIPFERENT MAN 
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”, ” =— : 
Ne WAG iN RARE FE rrce! Loox MERE, YOU FELLOWS ' LAST SEEN BEING REMOVED FOR CREATING A 


DISTURBANCE OUTSIDE THAT CHEMIST'5 SHOP! 


” 


, se ” bs 
WE SAID "lars WAVE A LARK WITH THE NEXT CHAP IN 4 NEXT CHAPIN HAPPENED TO SE THE Governor . 











“Change” ? Now and then some tiny measure (not by any means a treasure), 
[It seems to be generally allowed, even by the Conservatives themselves, that, Bearing benefits extremely Liliputian, F : 
what with the narrow majority on the Compensation Clauses, and other ioternal Have they passed, with blatant crowing, but their wisdom’s not so 
dissensions, the Government has received a severe blow, and that the political glowing 
Rastaneyes Pern Seemeeneny be, henge. 3 lai As to make us weep when there's a Dissolution! 
From the four points of the compass, come the tidings of a rumpus, 





A rumpus ’mid our Parliamentary leaders,— | Asto Ireland—these base Tories—well we know their wondrous glories 
The Government grows quaky, and begins to feel ‘tis shaky, In relation to that long ill-treated nation ; 

Yea, tis doubtful of ite friends and of its feeders, And let's hope, in this connection, that, when seeking re-election, 
To increase its trepidation, came that blow re Compensation, The Government will meet with—approbation ! 


For it showed them their majority's diminution, | What a pity if it shouldn't, why, survive it, sure, we couldn't, 
And an altered state of feeling the barometer's revealing, Of course, *twould lead to Britain's diminution. 
It points to “ change,” in fact to Dissolution ! | By the debt then that each Rad owed, Mr. Balfour would be 
“ shadowed "— 


These Tories seem to fancy (but they're always so romancy) 

That they've done a lot of good since they've been ruling ; 
But the good (as they've designed it) wants a microscope to find it, 
While the nudest eye can well detect their fooling. DRINKING HABITS—Tea Gowns. 


—— 


~ Gold Medal Awarded, Health Exhibition, Londen. | © AWARDED SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS 


And Highest Award Adelaide, 1887, | pe gph pg “ y | 
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At the threatened “ change,” the talked-of Dissolution ! 
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